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THE WAR YEARS 




ABRAHAM LINCOLN: The War Years 


CHAPTER 6 I 

“FOREVER FREE”-THE THIRTEENTH 
AMENDMENT 


A NEWLY freed Negro was quoted: “When I was a slave, if I fell off a 
boat they would stop and pick me up and put me by a fire to dry. I was 
worth money. Now if I fall off a boat they calls out, ‘It’s only a damned 
nigger— let him go under.’ ” 

More than 1,300,000 slaves had been freed “by the Lincoln Administra- 
tion or by the events of the war,” indicated a statistical table in the Phila- 
delphia North American in November of ’64. Of slaves when the war began 
one out of three now was free— under the Emancipation Proclamation of 
“military necessity,” The Federal Constitution however still held these 
slaves to be property, except in Missouri and Maryland, two States which 
had legalized emancipation. 

Journals of wide circulation published many incidents touching a changed 
Negro. Leslie's Weekly reported a Negro who took a hand in a guerrilla 
fight: “We fit ’em, we whopt ’em, and we kotched ten uv ’em.” Harper's 
Monthly told of Confederate prisoners at Rock Island, Illinois, under Negro 
guards— and one guard, suddenly seeing his old master, the man who once 
owned him, cried out, “Hullo, massa! bottom rail top!" 

Around this reversal surged the revolution. Soldiers and home folks 
now sang the mocking, triumphant laughter of Henry C. Work’s “Kingdom 
Coming” and “Babylon Is Fallen.” In the first the plantation master has 
seen the smoke up the river “whar de Lmkum gunboats lay; he took his hat 
an’ lef berry sudden.” The overseer is locked m the smokehouse cellar, the 
key thrown in the well. “De whip is lost, de handcuff broken, but de 
massa’ll hab his pay.” From their slave cabins the Negroes move into the 
Big House parlor, enjoy the master’s wine and cider, waiting “till de 
Linkum sojers come.” The verses had pomp and circumstance, with a chorus 
ending “It must be now de kingdom cornin’, An de year ob Jubilo.” The 
other song was meant for the Negro soldier. Thunder over the cornfields 
said Babylon is fallen, “And we’s agwine to occupy de land.” Their master, 
“de kernel in de rebel army, dey take him pris’ner tudder day.” And now? 
“We will be de massa, He will be de sarvant— Try him how he like it for 



BY THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATESUF AMERICA. 


onlho twenty second day of September, in tho year of our lord ono Ihou- 
«nn 3 eight hundred and sixty-two, n proclamation was issued by the President of tho United 
States, containing, among othqr things, the following, to wit: 

&That on the first day of January, In tho 5 ear of our Lord one thousand eight hundred 
and $ixty-tbretf, all persons held os slaves within any State or designated part of a. Stale, tho 
pcoplo whereof shall then he in rebellion against tho United States, shall he then, thencefor- 
ward, and forever, free; and tho Execute 0 government of tho United States, including tho 
military and mud authority thereof, will recognize and maintain the freedom of such per- 
sons, and will do no net or acts to repress such persons, or any of them, in any efforts they 
may make for their actual freedom 

& That the Executive will, on the first day of January aforesaid, by proclamation, designato 
the States and parts of States, if any, in which the people thereof, respectively, shall then bo in 
rebellion against tho United States; and the fact that any State, or the peoplo thereof, shall on that 
day bo m good faith represented m tho Congress of the United States, by members chosen 
thereto at elections wherein a majority of the qualified voters of such State shall have partici- 
pated, shall, in the abscnco of strong countervailing testimony, be deemed conclusive evidence 
4 hat such State, and the peoplo thereof, are not then m rebellion against the United States." 

$cur, ftmftftt, I, ABRAHAM LINCOLN, President of tub United States, by virtue of tho 
power m mo vested as- commander-in-chtcf of tho army and navy of the United States, in 
timo of actual armed rebellion against tho authority and government of the United States, 
and as a fit and necessary war measuro for suppressing said rebellion, do, on this first day of 
January, in tho year of oar Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty-three, and in accord- 
ance with my purpose so to do, publicly proclaimed for tho full period of one hundred days 
fYom tho day first above mentioned, order and designato as the States and parts of States 
wherein the people thorcof, respectively, are this day in rebellion against tho United States, tho 
following; to wit* Arkansas, Texas, Louisiana, (except tho Parishes of St. Bernard, Plaque- 
mines, Jefferson, St John, St Charles, St James, Ascension, Assumption, Terro Bonne, La- 
fourche, St Mary, St Martin, and Orleans, including the City of New Orleans,) Mississim, 
Alabama, Florida, Georoia, South Carolina, North Carolina, and Virginia, (except the forty- 
eight counties designated as West Virginia, and also the counties of Berkeley, Accomac, North- 
ampton, Elizabeth City, York, Princess Ann, and Norfolk, including tho cities of Norfolk 
and Portsmouth,) and which excepted parts are for the present left precisely as if this 
proclamation were not issued. 

And by virtue of the power and for the purposo aforesaid, I do order and declare that 
all persons held as alaYes within said designated States and parts of Stales are and hence- 
forward shall be free, and that tho Executive government of tho United StatQs, including 
the military and naval authorities thereof, will recognize and maintain tho freedom of said 
persons. 

And I BefSBy enjoin upon the people so declared to bo freo to abstain from nil violence, 
unless m necessary self-defence; and I recommend to them that, in all cases when allowed, 
they labor faithfully for reasonable wages. 

And I further declare and make known that such persons, of snltable condition, will bo 
received into tho armed service of the United States, to gamsoa forts, positions, stations, and 
jCthgr places, and to man vessels of all sorts in said service. 

And open this act; sincerely believed to he an act of justice warranted by the Consti- 
tution upon military necessity, I invoke the considerate judgment of mankind and the gracious 
fAvor of Almighty God. 

In witness whereof I have hereunto* set my hand and caused the seal of the United 
States to be affixed. 


Done at the Crrr or Washington this first day of January, In tho year of our 
Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty-three, and of the Indepen- 
dence of the United States of Amema the eighty-seventh. 


By tho President; 






Secretary 0/ Slate. 


Axmwtf *Uhtt*ia(cxr»pbdgBaaw»cf«h*Srtdd«taDditeSee«teyofSl#ie. 




Mn Mnrray Forbes, the wealthy abolitionist merchant of Boston, causes one millmn 
copies of tbs document to be printed and distributed in the South. From the S 
Library of the University of Chicago, 



“forever free” 5 

a spell.” Reckless revolutionary passion sang here. A fighting Negro emerged 
from long despair into a new future. 

Early m the war Congress declared slaves free when used by the enemy 
for military work. Later it was enacted that officers who returned fugitive 
slaves to owners should be dismissed from service, freedom beckoned slaves 
who made their way to the Union Army lines. In sight of the Capitol dome 
all bondmen of the District of Columbia had their freedom purchased by 
the Federal Government. Also in the District now colored persons on trial 
for crime had the same rights as white persons; Negroes could be put on 
the witness stand the same as whites; the law said Negro children should 
have school funds on the same basis as the whites; on street-railway cars it 
was unlawful to throw a person off because he was a Negro. In the Terri- 
tories the Negro was declared free forever. All slaves arriving in Union 
Army lines, if the property of slaveowners aiding the enemy, were declared 
free. The President was authorized to receive into the military service 
“persons of African descent,” and such person, his mother, wife, and chil- 
dren, “owing service to any person giving aid to the rebellion,” were de- 
clared free. All fugitive-slave acts had been repealed, the idea being to offer 
freedom to any Negro willing to take it by running away. 

These and like measures had resulted in 1,000,000 and more slaves, pos- 
sibly a third of the total, having won a freedom not clear m the law. 

To clear the air on this, to make all Negroes free under the law and the 
Constitution, Lincoln in his December message pointed to the last session of 
Congress. Then “a proposed amendment of the Constitution, abolishing 
slavery throughout the United States, passed the Senate, but failed for lack 
of the requisite two-thirds vote in the House of Representatives.” He would 
not question “the wisdom or patriotism of those who stood in opposition,” 
while venturing to recommend reconsideration and passage of the measure 
at the present session. “Of course the abstract question is not changed, but 
an intervening election shows, almost certainly, that the next Congress will 
pass the measure if this does not. Hence there is only a question of time 
as to when the proposed amendment will go to the States for their action. 
And as it is to so go, at all events, may we not agree that the sooner the 
better*” 

The President would not claim that the November election had imposed 
a duty on members to change their views or their votes any further than, 
as an additional element to be considered, their judgment might be affected 
by “the voice of the people,” for the first time endorsing a party whose 
platform declared for abolition of slavery. “In a great national crisis like 
ours, unanimity of action among those seeking a common end is very desir- 
able— almost indispensable. And yet no approach to such unanimity is at- 
tainable unless some deference shall be paid to the will of the majority, 
simply because it is the will of the majority.” Slavery as an institution unless 
abolished was certain to threaten the Union. Lincoln’s closing appeal still 
placed the Union cause foremost. “In this case the common end is the 
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maintenance of the Union, and among the means to secure that end, such 
will [of the majority], through the election, is most clearly declared in favor 
of such constitutional amendment.” 

The Senate, it was known, had more than the requisite two-thirds of 
votes for this proposed Constitutional Amendment. Its 36 Republicans were 
joined by two Democrats, Reverdy Johnson of Maryland and James W. 
Nesmith of Oregon, leaving an opposition of but 7 Democrats and 5 condi- 
tional Unionists; this was the poll in March of ’64. With the November elec- 
tion it would show an increase of Yea votes. Senator John B. Henderson of 
Missouri had in January of ’64 brought before the Senate a joint resolution 
proposing a Constitutional Amendment that slavery shall not exist in the 
United States; this went to the Judiciary Committee. A few weeks later 
Senator Sumner put in another joint resolution to the same effect, to be re- 
ferred to the Committee on Slavery, of which Sumner was chairman. Sumner 
wished a more emphatic style, phrasing his proposed Amendment to the 
Constitution to read that “everywhere within the limits of the United States, 
and of each State or Territory thereof, all persons are equal before the law, 
so that no person can hold another as a slave.” Chairman Lyman Trumbull 
of the Judiciary Committee reported back a substitute for the Henderson 
and Sumner proposals. This was the one finally voted on. Numbered as 
Article XIII of the Constitution, it read: 

Section 1. Neither slavery nor involuntary servitude, except as a punishment for 
crime whereof the party shall have been duly convicted, shall exist within the United 
States, or any place subject to their jurisdiction. 

Section 2. Congress shall have power to enforce this article by appropriate legis- 
lation. 


In the House Ashley 1 of Ohio and Wilson of Iowa had introduced this 
resolution. In June of ’64 it failed of the required two-thirds vote. The 
Yeas were 93, Nays 65, absent or not voting 23. Democrats only voted Nay, 
while 4 Democrats joined the 87 Republican Yeas. 

The question now in January of ’65 was how the House would vote 
under the new and changed conditions. Since the failure to get a two- 
thirds vote in June of ’64, the National Union party had endorsed the 
amendment in its Baltimore platform, which swept the country by a major- 
ity of 411,000 in November. J 

This the President stressed in his December message, predicting time was 
on the side of the Amendment. “The next Congress will pass the measure if 
this does not. No unanimity of action toward maintenance of the Union 
was possible unless some deference shall be paid to the will of the ma- 
jonty. 


Now what? The Senate was safe. Thirteen Democrats there had joined 
the 4 who voted with the Republicans the year before. 

But what of the House? It looked doubtful. No one was sure. Up to noon 

r H ~“ } **» ^ en the vote was taken, “the pro-slavery party are 
said to have been confident of defeating the amendment,” ran the report of 
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a special committee of the Union League Club of New York. “One of the 
most earnest advocates of the measure said, 4 ’Tis the toss of a copper.’ ” 

For more than a year Lincoln had foreseen this narrow margin. Toward 
this day he planned when he instigated the admission into the Union of 
Nevada with her added votes, when he called in Charles A. Dana and ar- 
ranged for patronage gifts that would have raised a high and noisy scandal 
if known to the opposition. Again toward this crisis Lincoln had looked 
when one day only two votes were needed to make a two-thirds in the 
House. These votes, according to Representative John B. Alley, Lincoln 
said “must be procured. 95 Alley wrote an account of how they were 
procured: 

Two members of the House were sent for and Mr. Lincoln said that those two 
votes must be procured. When asked, “How*” he remarked. “I am President of the 
United States, clothed with great power. The abolition of slavery by constitutional 
provision setdes the fate, for all coming time, not only of the millions now in 
bondage, but of unborn millions to come— a measure of such importance that those 
two votes must be procured . I leave it to you to determine how it shall be done; 
but remember that I am President of the United States, clothed with immense power, 
and I expect you to procure those votes.” These gendemen understood the signifi- 
cance of the remark. The votes were procured. 

Three constructions were later put on the incident as told by Alley. One 
was that Lincoln gave the two Congressmen about whatever they asked for 
in the way of offices. The second was that friends or kinsfolk of these 
Congressmen were in prison and were let out in exchange for two votes in 
the House on a measure imperative to Lincoln’s plans. The third was that 
two Congressmen who favored the bill were empowered by the President 
to go about as far as they liked in any patronage promises they chose to 
make, in behalf of the President, to secure two more votes in the House. 

Alley’s reserve in giving this incident, his lack of detail, might mean 
that he had further particulars of a sort he did not care to mention. Alley 
had free entry to the White House. A very practical man was Alley, his 
hide and leather trade in Lynn, Massachusetts, his other business interests, 
not suffering through his political dealings; it was possible he was one of 
the two Congressmen who served Lincoln in this hour when very practical 
methods were required. In writing of this affair, Alley did not live up to the 
characterization of him by the newspaper correspondent George Alfred 
Townsend, who wrote, possibly with extravagance: 44 Alley is a short, de- 
mure, white-headed man, and has an endless tongue, which testifies all 
manner of hearsay, and covers time with space, to the exclusion of informa- 
tion, and to the prejudice of more modest and less doubtful evidence.” 

Now it was well that Lincoln had held to his genuine friendships among 
Border State men. Had he traveled with the radicals he could not now 
have made appeals and won results among certain House members. ‘These 
included one of the largest slaveholders in Missouri, James S. Rollins. 
Several times Rollins consulted with the President about the proposed Con- 
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stitutional Amendment. Rollins heard the President in early January speak 
“deep anxiety” over whether it could be passed in the House. “He and 
others had repeatedly counted votes,” wrote Rollins. “He was doubtful 
about its passing, and some ten days before it came up for consideration 
in the House, I received a note from him, written in pencil on a card, 
stating that he wished to see me, and asking that I call on him at the 
White House.” 

The next morning at nine Rollins found him alone in his office. “Rollins, 
I have been wanting to talk to you.” “Well, I am here and ready to talk. ” 
“You and I were old Whigs,” continued Lincoln— both of them followers 
of Henry Clay in old days. Lincoln then urged that “those fellows down 
South” were relying on the Border States for help, but if enough Repre- 
sentatives from those States would join in passing the Thirteenth Amend- 
ment, “they would soon see that they could not expect much help from 
that quarter, and be willing to give up their opposition and quit their war 
upon the Government; this is my chief hope and main reliance to bring the 
war to a speedy close, and I have sent for you as an old Whig friend to 
come and see me, that I might make an appeal for you to vote for this 
amendment. It is going to be very close. A few votes one way or the other 
will decide it.” 


Rollins’s response was quick. The President didn’t need to send for him 
on this matter. “Although I represent perhaps the strongest slave district 
in Missouri, and have the misfortune to be one of the largest slave-owners 
in the county where I reside, I had already determined to vote for the 
thirteenth amendment. Then, as Rollins told it, “He arose from his chair, 
and grasping me by the hand, gave it a hearty shake, and said, ‘I am most 
delighted to hear that.’ ” The President then named various Missouri Repre- 
sentatives and asked how they stood. Rollins named those he knew to be 
for or against the bill. And on Rollins saying he was “on easy terms” with 
the entire Missouri delegation, Lincoln asked him if he wouldn’t “talk with 
those who might be persuaded to vote for the amendment,” and to report 
soon what was the prospect. Rollins agreed with pleasure to do this, adding, 
When I was a young man, in 1848 , 1 was the Whig competitor of Repre- 
sentative Austin A. Eng for governor of Missouri, and as he beat me very 
badly, I think now he should pay me back by voting as I desire on this 
important question.” The President urged, “I would like you to talk to 
a the border State men whom you can approach properly, and tell them 
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Union, if I had owned a thousand slaves, they would most cheerfully have 
been given up. I say with all my heart, Let them go, but let them not go 
without a sense of feeling and a proper regard on my part for the future 
of themselves and their offspring.” Rollins mourned “the wickedness and 
folly” of the friends of slavery who by concessions could have kept the 
control of the Federal Government which they had held so long. Rollins 
spoke regrets over having joined three years before with those who rejected 
President Lincoln’s proposals for gradual compensated emancipation. “If 
ever a people made a mistake on earth, it was the men of Kentucky, by 
whom I was somewhat governed myself, when three years ago, they re- 
jected the offer of the President of the United States, who, wiser than 
we were, seeing the difficulties before us, but seeing the bow of promise 
set in the sky, and knowing what was to come, proposed to us to sweep 
the institution of slavery from the border States, offering the assistance of 
the Umted States to aid in compensating the loyal men of those States for 
their losses in labor and property.” 

As day followed day in January the fate of the bill hung by an eye- 
lash. Representative George W. Julian of Indiana, a wheel-horse abolitionist, 
wrote of success seeming “very doubtful,” how it “depended upon certain 
negotiations the result of which was not fully assured, and the particulars 
of which never reached the public.” Nicolay wrote a memorandum of one 
attempt at negotiation with the President. This connected with Senator 
Sumner on the warpath against the “odious usurpations” and “intolerable 
pretensions” of an incorporated $27,000,000 monopoly organized in the 
State of New Jersey, undertaking, according to Sumner, “to levy a toll on 
the commerce, the passengers, the mails, and the troops of the Union m 
their transit” between New York and Philadelphia. Sumner had introduced 
bills to curb what he termed a usurped power of taxation in New Jersey. 
Railroad interests affected were seeking to get Sumner to drop these bills, 
for the time, in exchange for Democratic Representatives of New Jersey 
voting for the Constitutional Amendment to abolish slavery. Nicolay ’s 
memorandum indicated the desperate tactics being used to gather a few 
more needed votes. It also indicated that Lincoln shrank from any inter- 
ference with the rights of states beyond immediate necessity. The memo- 
randum of Nicolay read: 

I went to the President this afternoon at the request of Mr. Ashley, on a matter 
connecting itself with the pending amendment of the Constitution. The Camden and 
Amboy Railroad interest promised Mr. Ashley that if he would help postpone the 
Raritan railroad bill over this session they would in return make the New Jersey 
Democrats help about the amendment, either by their votes or absence. 

Sumner being the Senate champion of the Raritan bill, Ashley went to him to 
ask him to drop it for this session. Sumner, however, showed reluctance to adopt 
Mr. Ashley’s suggestion, saying that he hoped the amendment would pass anyhow, 
etc. Ashley thought he discerned in Sumner’s manner two reasons: (r) That if the 
present Senate resolution were not adopted by the House, the Senate would send 
them another in which they would most likely adopt Sumner’s own phraseology 
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and thereby gratify his ambition; and ( 2 ) that Sumner thinks the defeat of the Camden 
and Amboy monopoly would establish a principle by legislative enactment which 
would effectually crush out the last lingering relics of the States rights dogma. Ashley 
therefore desired the President to send for Sumner, and urge him to be practical 
and secure the passage of the amendment in the manner suggested bv Mr. Ashley. 

I stated these points to the President, who replied at once “I can do nothing 
with Mr. Sumner in these matters. While Mr. Sumner is very cordial with me, he is 
making his history in an issue with me on this very point. He hopes to succeed 
in beating the President so as to change this Government from its original form 
and make it a strong centralized power.” Then calling Mr. Ashley into the room, 
the President said to him, “I think I understand Mr. Sumner, and I think he would be 
all the more resolute in his persistence on the points which Mr. Nicolay has men- 
tioned to me if he supposed I were at all watching his course on this matter.” 

This was January 18. On the thirty-first at noon the galleries of the 
House were filled to overflowing, notables from government departments 
being present, many House members wearing anxious faces, in the air a 
subdued hum of excitement. 

After formal preliminaries, the joint resolution for a Constitutional 
Amendment to outlaw “slavery or involuntary servitude,” except for crimes, 
was up for final decision. 

Ashley yielded the floor to a Democrat, Archibald McAllister of Penn- 
sylvania, who announced he would change his vote of Nay last June to 
Yea. “In voting for the present measure I cast my vote against the corner- 
stone of the southern confederacy, and declare eternal war against the 
enemies of my country.” Applause from the Republican side. 

Ashley again yields the floor to a Democrat, Alexander H. Coffroth of 
‘Pennsylvania, who says the Constitution has been amended before and he 
favors amending it now by removing slavery as a cause of future strife. 
Though other Democrats may condemn him, says Coffroth, “If by my 
action to-day I dig my political grave, I will descend into it without a 
murmur.” Coffroth makes it clear that he has a home to go to where “one 
dear, devoted, and loved being” will not shed tears over his political grave 
“but will strew it with beautiful flowers.” His wife would just as soon he 
quit politics; he is not vague about that. At a later time, his speech concludes, 
the Democratic party will approve of those today voting for this amend- 
ment measure, and then “it will be the desire of our hearts to open our 
arms for your reception and shelter you as the hen shelters her brood.” 
Applause on the Republican side. 

Ashley now yields the remainder of his time to Herrick of New York, 
whereupon Johnson of Pennsylvania protests the proceeding is getting 
arbitrary. “One ’gentleman occupies the floor and farms it out to whoever 
he pleases.” Speaker Colfax upholds Ashley and reads the rules. Herrick 
gives five minutes of his time to Miller of Pennsylvania. Miller says, in the 
main, that his oath will not permit him so far to forget himself as to violate 
the word and letter of the Constitution, that the proposed Amendment is 
a broad farce,” that the President and the House have been long enough 
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violating the Constitution. “Abolish slavery, and no man . . . has pretended 
to show what we are to do with the freedmen, except that, as good Chris- 
tians, it will become our duty to feed and clothe them. The true philan- 
thropists and taxpayers of the country are equally interested in knowing 
what is to be done with the elephant when we get him.” 

Herrick of the Ninth District of New York, a Democrat who had voted 
against the bill in June of ’64, now explains that the “tone of the public 
mind” has changed. “Events which will now govern my action have super- 
seded the arguments which influenced the vote I recorded last year.” The 
November verdict at the polls is sufficient. The next Congress will be 
more extreme in slavery measures than the present. Why raise a useless 
opposition to the inevitable^ 3 If this Congress refuses to pass this bill the 
President will call an extra session of the new Congress in March. 

A Wisconsin Democrat, James S. Brown, speaks, commenting: “What- 
ever may be the personal wishes of the President, he is so committed to 
the radicals on this question that he must call a special session of Congress.” 
And, continues Brown, “A session of Congress unsettles all the business 
interests of the country.” He offers a substitute measure: (1) forbidding 
sale or transfer of slaves; (2) releasing “all females, such as are usually 
termed slaves,” from service obligations to freedom; (3) fixing January 
1, 1880, as the date for all slaves, except a few minor categories, to be set 
free; (4) providing compensation by the Federal Government to “loyal 
citizens of the United States” for loss or damage to property through 
operation of the law. This more moderate measure, urges Brown, will 
prevent an “industrial revolution” from destroying the South. 

A Kentucky Democrat, Aaron Harding, rises to rebuke two Kentucky 
colleagues who have changed their minds since the vote of June m ’64. 
One of them. Green Clay Smith, comes from a district which in the late 
election decided against Mr. Lincoln by a majority of 2,537 votes, says 
Harding. In the district of his other colleague, George H. Yeaman, “the 
majority against this measure, against President Lincoln and the abolition 
policy of his Administration,” was 4,615. Harding says he will not bemoan 
these turncoats. “When a man puts on a borrowed coat it never fits exactly, 
and he feels inclined to change just as often as he can borrow.” The bor- 
rowed principles of the new converts mean no real change. “On the con- 
trary, some gentlemen must be changed to keep them from changing. 
[Laughter.] They must be regenerated and bom again, or they will exhibit 
such changes.” Harding inquires why, if the Emancipation Proclamation 
was issued under pressure of military necessity, as the President had de- 
clared, it is now to become an Amendment to the Constitution as a moral 
principle. After which he proceeds to justify slavery by familiar and con- 
ventional arguments. 

Martin Kalbfleisch, a Democrat from Brooklyn, New York, stands up 
and reads twenty-two sheets of heavy words meaning nothing much except 
that he has the words. The clock says Three. Speaker Colfax announces 
that the hour for voting has arrived. Kalbfleisch says he has only six more 
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pages to read. Speaker Colfax lets him drone on. The proposed Amend- 
ment, “as if it were in truth an amendment,” proceeds Kalbfleisch, “I re- 
gard as subversive of the spirit of that instrument [the Constitution].” 
Thirty years he has been a Democrat, says Kalbfleisch, and now as ever 
before he must vote against “gentlemen . . . clamorous ... so urgent and 
pertinacious in seeking to lay sacrilegious hands upon that venerated and 
almost sacred instrument, our glorious Constitution.” 

Kalbfleisch finishes. The speeches are over. Not a Republican has made 
an argument. They are there to vote. The Democrats for and against have 
had their day. It is time for voting. There have been oceans of debate, 
thirty years of snarling controversy, till words lost meaning and language 
was a vapor, and the two contestants had to fall back on the oratory of 
dumb cannon and the persuasions of steel fangs named bayonets. Kalbfleisch 
is a woodenhead unaware of the political reality that on this day only roll 
calls count. 


Two roll calls are taken. The House refuses to table, refuses to re- 
consider. A Kentucky Democrat, Robert Mallory, tries to stave off the 
coming momentous roll call. At a fixed hour “to-morrow” he would have 
it Why 5 Because “gentlemen belonging to this side of the House ... can 
be here to-morrow, but are not here to-day.” Ashley replies it has been a 
“universal understanding” the vote is to be taken today. 

The hour of the final vote comes nearer. The galleries fill till standing 
room is gone. Crowded to the doors are the corridors and lobbies, faces 
beyond faces peering toward this long-awaited climax, wondering if the 
two-thirds vote will be there-or not. Into the reporters’ gallery sweep “a 
mob of well-dressed women,” as Noah Brooks describes them. Do the well- 
dressed women stand? No, with “good grace” the press writers give up their 
seats to the crinoline girls. One lives only once, and there has never been 
anything like this. The Senate, to the New York Tribune man, seems to 
have come over in a body to stand on the House floor and see what they 
will see. Secretary Fessenden, Postmaster General Dennison, Monty Blair, 
have stepped in to look on. Grave spectators are four Associate Justices 
of the Supreme Court and the highly tensed Chief Justice Salmon Port- 
land Chase, enough of the Court perhaps to make or break the measure 
if it should pass. 

The Yeas and Nays are ordered. Alley, Allison, Ames, Anderson, and 
so on. These are all Republicans, their Yeas expected. Comes the name 
of James E. English, a Connecticut Democrat. He shouts “Aye 1 ” A long 
roll of applause bursts from the gallery and Republican House members! 
I he Speaker hammers with his gavel. The tumult goes down. Again the 
voice of the clerk can be heard. For the Republican Ayes as the roll call 
goes on there is quiet. But with each Democrat shooting his vocal Aye 
at the calling of his name there is another tumult of handclapping, cheers, 
laughter the noisemakmg of pent-up emotion let loose. Eleven Democrats 
Aye mcluding Anson Herrick, William Radford, Homer A. Nelson, 
John B. Steele, and John G.anson of New York; A. H. Coffroth and Archi- 
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bald McAllister of Pennsylvania; Wells A. Hutchins of Ohio; and Augustus 
C. Baldwin of Michigan. The roll call goes on. A surprising proportion 
of Democrats answer Aye. Noah Brooks sees a group of Democratic 
Senators cluster around George Pendleton, McClellan’s running mate of 
’64, “looking gloomy, black, and sour.” How could John Ganson and other 
good Peace Democrats have so changed* 

The roll call reaches the W’s and Y’s, where the Wood brothers Ben 
and Fernando of New York City vote for slavery and Yeaman of Kentucky 
for freedom. Speaker Colfax now does the unusual and asks that his name 
be called, to which he answers Aye amid applause. 

Swift pencils add up the lists. The clerk whispers the result to the 
Speaker. He announces that the question is decided in the affirmative— 
Yeas 1 19, Nays 56, not voting 8. The Congressional Globe had it: 

“So, the two thirds required by the Constitution of the United States 
having voted in favor thereof, the joint resolution was passed.” 

Or as the New York Tribune man wrote it: “The Speaker announces 
to the House what the audience quickly interpreted to be the mighty fact 
that the XXXVIIth American Congress had abolished American slavery ” 
wherefore “the tumult of joy that broke out was vast, thundering, and 
uncontrollable.” Wherefore “God Bless the XXXVIIth Congress!” 

Three Yea votes changed to Nay would have lost the bill. Victory came 
by the margin of three men voting Yea. 

One hush of silence follows the Speaker’s words, his pronouncing of 
the figures “one hundred and nineteen” and “fifty-six.” Then a mass of still 
faces break shining and lighting. Emotions explode into a storm of cheers. 
Men in tears throw their arms around each other. The crowds stand up, 
many mounting their seats, to shout their glee. Man after man goes hand- 
shaking and backslapping. A cloud of women’s handkerchiefs wave and 
float. Ten minutes go by before this hurricane of feeling lets down. 

Representative Ebon C. Ingersoll, brother of Bob Ingersoll of Peoria, 
Illinois, moves adjournment “in honor of this immortal and sublime event.” 
The Maryland Democrat B. G. Harris, as a poor loser, calls for the Yeas 
and Nays on this motion— but most of his own crowd are out of the 
chamber before their names are called. 

Outside is thunder. The air is torn. Someone has ordered three batteries 
of regular artillery on Capitol Hill to cry joy with a salute of one hundred 
guns. 

Eight Democrats stayed away from this House session. Had they been 
present, all voting with their party, there would have been no men in tears 
hugging each other that day, no panels of women waving handkerchiefs, no 
salute of a hundred guns. They also serve who stay away and wait. Some- 
thing was due these eight Democrats, absent, noted Nicolay and Hay, 
“not altogether by accident.” Noah Brooks wrote of them it was fair to 
assume they were not unwilling slavery should be wrecked, but were not 
willing to be on record in a divided party vote. 

News coming next day that Illinois had ratified the Amendment, starting 



ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


14 

the line-up of three-fourths of the States necessary to amend the Consti- 
tution, Lincoln smiled. “This ends the job. I feel proud that Illinois is a 
litde ahead.” To the White House that night came a crowd with a brass 
band, serenaders shouting for the President. At a window they saw stand- 
ing in half-lights and shadows the solemn central figure of the drama of 
emancipation. His exact words were given to the press in a third-person 
report. To the country and to the whole world, he remarked, the occasion 
was one of congratulation. “But there is a task yet before us— to go forward 
and have consummated by the votes of the States that which Congress had 
so nobly begun yesterday. [Applause and cries, “They will do it.”]” 
Illinois had already done the work. Maryland was about half through. 

To the shadowy faces of the torchlighted crowd he sent the impres- 
sions he considered most important to stress at this hour. “He thought this 
measure was a very fitting if not an indispensable adjunct to the winding up 
of the great difficulty. He wished the reunion of all the States perfected, and 
so effected as to remove all causes of disturbances in the future; and, to 
attain this end, it was necessary that the original disturbing cause should, 
if possible, be rooted out. He thought all would bear him witness that he 
had never shrunk from doing all that he could to eradicate slavery, by 
issuing an emancipation proclamation. But that proclamation falls far short 
of what the amendment will be when fully consummated. A question might 
be raised whether the proclamation was legally valid. It might be urged, 
that it only aided those that came into our lines, and that it was inopera- 
tive as to those who did not give themselves up; or that it would have no 
effect upon the children of slaves born hereafter; in fact, it would be urged 
that it did not meet the evil. But this amendment is a king ’s cure-all for all 
evils. It winds the whole thing up. He would repeat that it was the fitting 
if not the indispensable adjunct to the consummation of the great game 
we are playing. He could not but congratulate all present— himself, the 
country, and the whole world— upon this great moral victory.” 

He could have mentioned, to no immediate use at all, that only four 
years ago, in the desperate hope of averting war, Congress had passed an 
act for the States to amend the Constitution. It provided that no Amend- 
ment to the Constitution could be made which would authorize Congress 
or give it the power to abolish or interfere with slavery. President 
Buchanan signed the bill. Then the howling winds of war blew it into 
the region of oblivion and forgotten things. 

The solemn figure at the shadowy window could also have mentioned, 
to no immediate use in particular, that this latest and formidable act of 
Congress was only an empty mouthing of phrases unless the bayonets of 
Grant and. Sherman had given an awful meaning to the seizure without 
compensation of property sanctioned by the Constitution and once valued 
at $3,000,000,000. That property was now ashes in the wind. 

A popular cartoon now portrayed a Negro laughing-“Now I’m no- 
body s mgger but my own.” " “ 

Not again were radicals to hold a public bonfire in Boston burning 




Thomas Nast in Harper's Weekly sees a Lincoln triumph in the act to amend the Constitution, abolishing slavery 
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the Constitution of the United States because it sanctioned chattel slavery 
and involuntary servitude. Not again were satirists and critics to hold it 
against Lincoln that he proclaimed freedom for slaves only where the 
Union Army bayonets had not penetrated. Now the President had what 
he termed “the fitting if not the indispensable adjunct” to his emancipa- 
tion edict. He hoped to see further adjuncts he considered indispensable. 
He hoped— and he was weary— but he hoped on. 

William Lloyd Garrison believed that Lincoln, more than any other 
one man, managed the parliamentary victory by which the abolition of 
slavery was to be made constitutional. Garrison had pleaded with the radical 
opponents of Lincoln that they were wrong. He had told them the Chief 
Magistrate was always just a little ahead of events, always doing the best 
that could be done for emancipation at any given moment. On February 4 
at a Boston Music Hall meeting called for rejoicing over passage of 
the Thirteenth Amendment, Garrison made his public acknowledgments, 
printed them in the Liberator: “To whom is the country more immediately 
indebted for this vital and saving amendment of the Constitution than, 
perhaps, to any other man? I believe I may confidently answer— to the 
humble railsplitter of Illinois— to the Presidential chainbreaker for millions 
of the oppressed— to Abraham Lincoln! [Immense and long-continued ap- 
plause, ending with three cheers for the President.] I understand that it 
was by his wish and influence that that plank was made a part of the 
Baltimore platform; and taking his position unflinchingly upon that plat- 
form, the people have overwhelmingly sustained both him and it, in usher- 
ing in the year of jubilee.” 

Nearly four years had passed since the Delta of New Orleans spoke 
for some of the silent men of the South, “Is it just to hold the negro in 
bondage*” and proceeded to ask why so many statesmen past and present 
refused to face realities involved in Negro freedom. What necessities of 
industry, social stability, art and civilization would be served, for the 
moment forgetting politics and its easy drifting passions? The answer of 
the Delta to its own sternly realistic questions: 

“The truth is, we are in the midst of facts having a philosophy of their 
own which we must master for ourselves, leaving dead men to take care 
of the dead past. The Sphinx which is now propounding its riddles to us 
the dead knew nothing about; consequently no voice from the grave can 
tell us how to get rid of the monster.” 
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CHAPTER 62 

HEAVY SMOKE-DARK SMOKE 


A SOCIAL revolution moved toward its final collapses and shadows. The 
Southern planter class read a handwriting on the wall of fate. Not yet 
did the letters spell out the shape of their doom— but doom enough had 
already come to make it a dark story. 

For thirty years this class had kept its hands on the economic controls 
of the South, managed its main political decisions, developed and spread as 
a necessity the doctrines of States’ Rights, secession, the sanctity of the 
institution of slavery not to be compromised, modified, nor in any essen- 
tial touched. 

From this class came enough spokesmen and influence in the Confederate 
Congress at Richmond this fourth winter of the war to overcome the 
proposals of Davis, Lee, and others that Negro slaves be freed to fight 
alongside their masters for Southern independence. That Lincoln had 
blocked European recognition of the Confederacy by an Emancipation 
Proclamation revealed nothing to these die-hards. That they might have 
won recognition, supplies, funds, fresh replacements of black troops, had 
they changed front and with a wide gesture abolished slavery— this never 
dawned on them. To Davis and Lee there seemed this winter a last hope 
of holding out against the North by giving freedom to blacks who would 
fight. To the extremist slaveowning element this had no appeal, seemed 
near treason to the Confederate cause. 

The London Times only added to confusion when in behalf of the 
Southern slaveholders it gave the world a nugget of thought: “The man 
who would submit without a murmur to the impressment of his horses or 
his crops, may very likely shrink back with a superstitious horror from 
the attempt of his own Government [at Richmond] to deprive him of 
those very slaves for whom he has already fought a long and desperate 
war.” 

Into Richmond came Lee one day to speak for the underfed, ragged 
Army of Northern Virginia, a valiant and proved army. To and fro in 
his own home he paced after dinner, tramping with his hands behind him, 
grave, troubled, as his son Custis later told it. Suddenly he stopped before 
Custis seated by the fire. 

“Well,” said General Lee ... “I have been up to see the Congress and 
they do not seem to be able to do anything except to eat peanuts and chew 
tobacco, while my army is starving. I told them the condition the men 
were in, and that something must be done at once, but I can’t get them 
to do anything, or they are unable to do anything.” Bitter was General 
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Lee’s tone of voice. He paced to and fro again. He stopped and spoke again 
to his son. “Mr. Custis, when this war began I was opposed to it, bitterly- 
opposed to it, and I told these people that unless every man should do his 
whole duty, they would repent it, and now”— pausing as if for emphasis— 
“they will repent.” 

At the Confederate White House, members of the Congress advised 
General Lee to “cheer up,” one saying, “We have done good work for 
you today,” in passing a bill “to raise an additional 15,000 men for you.” 
Lee bowed. “Yes, passing resolutions is kindly meant, but getting the men 
is another matter.” He hesitated a moment, then with flashing eyes, “Yet, 
if I had 15,000 fresh troops, things would look very different.” 

So the hour seemed at hand when the Confederacy had put into use 
its last white man— and the efforts of Davis and Lee to put black men in 
fighting service were blocked by an element afraid of it as a departure 
from traditions of the white race and from long-sanctioned property rights. 

In the coming April the war would have lasted four years. This four- 
year period of fierce, open, and declared war had suddenly issued from a 
thirty-year minor storm, preparatory weather filled with angry debate, 
tumults and threatenings, open and covert violence. 

Entanglements and obstacles not foreseen by the secessionists when they 
launched their revolution in ’61 stood now more clear. At the start they 
had to erect a government, starting “from scratch” without practice in 
administration of such a government. They were outnumbered to begin 
with and while the war went on the North grew further in numbers. The 
rumor ran across the South in January of ’65 that Lincoln was raising a final 
army of 1,000,000 men. It was troublesome even where it was discredited— 
because it was nearly half true. The blockade had tightened. The partial 
isolation of the South was becoming complete. In munitions, supplies, trans- 
port, the South began with handicaps and now made a desperate comparison 
with the North steadily reaching new production peaks. The agricultural 
South was losing to the industrial North. Haunting in January of ’65 was 
that prediction of William Tecumseh Sherman to future Confederate gen- 
erals in January of ’61: “You are rushing into war with one of the most 
powerful, ingeniously mechanical and determined people on earth— right 
at your doors. You are bound to fail.” The South had correctly forecast 
that New England would furnish abolitionist cohorts to fight with passion 
for Negro freedom-and guessed completely wrong on the depth of the 
Union sentiment of Northwest, Midwest, and Border States. Elemental 
passion underlay Congressman John A. Logan’s saying in ’61 that if the 
South attempted to close the Mississippi River “the men of the Northwest 
would hew their way to the Gulf with their swords.” 

Sherman’s men now at Savannah-by-the-Sea felt themselves perhaps in- 
truders but no aliens there — they saw themselves fighting for the inherent 
right of Iowa, bounded by two muddy rivers, to ship its com and cattle 
freely at any port on the two coasts of the United States. In inland South 
Carolina Sherman’s men were to feel themselves somewhat alie n , believing 
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that soil a grower of treasons, and they were preparing to treat its people 
and cities with a vengeance they had not let loose in Georgia. And from 
“the mother-country,” as the Charleston Mercury formerly so often termed 
England, had come help but no recognition, no British fleet to relieve 
Southern ports— this because the instigators of secession in 7 6i had guessed 
wrong on world sentiment regarding slavery, on an immense humanity 
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shaken with feeling that the buying and selling of human beings, even if 
black-skinned and primitive, should be outlawed— wherefore the aged and 
crafty Palmerston, the bespangled and imperial Napoleon the Third, kept 
hands off— and the Vatican withheld moral approval. 

Those blaming Jefferson Davis for Southern failure were in part hunting 
a scapegoat, as he was not to blame for the basic handicaps of the Confed- 
eracy. He personified the Southern planter class in its pride, its aristocratic 
feudal outlook on life and people, its agrarian isolation barred from under- 
standing that fraction of the North which held the Union of States a dream 
worth sacrifice; in its lack of touch with an almost world-wide abhorrence 
of slavery as distinguished from what was called “nigger-loving.” 

Among these limitations the most serious was the aristocratic feudal out- 
look on life and people. The Clausewitz theory, that the military fronts 
must closely interweave with the civilian populations, had little practice in 
the methods of Davis. The War Office clerk J. B. Jones for more than a 
year had been writing in his diary of “speculators and extortioners” having 
their way beyond all human decency in Richmond itself— and of favors and 
privileges granted to the propertied though untitled nobles of the planter 
class. The war years rolled on and Davis failed to become either an idol 
or a name and a figure of faith-like Robert E. Lee. Yet Lee had never been 
such a spokesman of the Confederate cause as Davis. On the death of his 
wife’s mother in 1862 Lee emancipated the slaves to which his family fell 
heir. Privately Lee spoke of slavery as a sinister, insidious, menacing institu- 
tion— the view of his high exemplar George Washington. As a voice of 
States’ Rights and secession Lee had no reputation at all, he was a Virginian, 
a trained man of war, a born fighting man, loyal to Virginia even after 
Virginia seceded and moved, against his wish, out of the Union. In his 
very silence about why the war was being fought, in the wide and deep 
love for him because while keeping silence he fought so magnificently— in 
this was some clue to the human dignity of a certain remnant of the Con- 
federacy ready for sacrifice rather than submit to those they termed in- 
vaders. 

As the pressure became fiercer in early ’65 Lee consented, in perfect 
accord with Davis, to take chief command of all the Confederate armies. 
As a first move he appointed General Joseph E. Johnston to head an army, 
made from various fragments, to block the path of Sherman from Savannah 
up across the Carolinas. This reflected Lee’s judgment that Davis had been 
mistaken in his abrupt dismissal of Johnston. 

If a surgeon is within call, and not too busy,” said Johnston once in 
battle as he reeled in his saddle from a bullet shot, “at his convenience, 
perfect convenience-he might as well look me over.” Johnston had what 
they called “the iron bearing of the soldier,” though, said one of his staff, 
it would surprise many to hear “that we never met or parted, for any 
length of time, that he did not, if we were alone, throw his arms about 
me and kiss me, and that such was his habit in parting from or greeting 
his male relatives and most cherished friends.” The wife of General Pickett 
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regarded Lee as “a great general and a good man” but nevertheless, she 
said, “I never wanted to put my arms round his neck as I used to want to 
to Joe Johnston.” With this commander Davis had kept up a running 
quarrel throughout the war. With Nathan Bedford Forrest, Davis had not 
so much of a quarrel, though he refused to agree with those who held 
Forrest the full equal of Stonewall Jackson in daring, mobility, strategy— 
the Forrest who, Sherman admitted, gave him more trouble than any Con- 
federate commander on the horizon. 

A host of personal matters such as the foregoing were covered in a 
Charleston Mercury editorial of January io, 1865, drawing a deadly parallel 
between Davis and Lincoln. The contrast was appalling, sickening, noted 
the Mercury . In all departments, military, foreign, political, everywhere in 
the Confederate Government reigned “a pandemonium of imbecility, lax- 
ness, laxity, weakness, failure.” Brave and able men were not lacking in the 
army. “We have an abundance of both. But they are so circumscribed and 
controlled as to produce weakness throughout.” Abroad had been sent 
“commissioners” to crawl at the feet of Palmerston and Russell. In the home 
Government were “tools and sycophants, men subservient to Mr. Davis’ 
will and whims and dictations . . . whilst the country reels and staggers 
under the fearful burden of their helpless counsels, and their imbecile 
actions.” 

The Mercury spoke for the faction which brought chief command to 
Lee. Hands with an iron will must be lifted toward the executive authority, 
with the earnest words “Do as we command, or vacate your position.” 
This editorial was probably the most shrill and tragic cry of despair— and 
the most inequitable assessment of justice— that had as yet been raised in 
the Confederacy against the Davis regime in Richmond. It presented the 
Confederate Army as the most “lamentable and fatal” exhibit. “It is there 
where hatreds on the one hand, and favoritism on the other, strike deepest 
their roots, and poison most fatally the well-springs of our military actions. 
It is there where the fuming passions of Executive petty tyranny strike 
most directly at the heart of the Confederacy, by a corrupt and unscrupu- 
lous exercise of delegated power, in proscribing and ejecting from position, 
or forcing entirely out of the service, the very foremost military men in 
America; whilst men notoriously incompetent are made the pivots of our 
destinies. Nor are these remarks applicable alone to the leaders of armies; 
but on every side we see petty favorites lifted up to promotions and pushed 
into positions of importance, whilst men of magnificent gallantry and ac- 
complished minds are suffered to fight on in the ranks, or to fall in some 
position of inferior command. 

“Political tools are rewarded with commissions as Brigadier and Major- 
Generals, whilst their friends, relations and acquaintances generally fill up 
the lower grades of promotion. Not soldiers to lead armies are sought, but 
creatures to whine at the foot of the Executive; or else, honest, but in- 
competent men are made use of, as sticks to lay over the heads of some 
personal pet hatred. As an inevitable consequence, laxity and inefficiency 
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prevail everywhere in the army. Imbeciles and good-for-naughts hold high 
commissions and low commissions— there is no responsibility anywhere— no 
discipline is enforced— men straggle and desert— even officers do the same. 
But favorites cannot be shot, or cashiered, and it would not do for 'Uncle 
Jeff’ to make himself unpopular with the men, by allowing the penalties 
of military law to be executed. Thus contempt of officers and official sen- 
tences amongst the men, and contempt of law and order amongst the officers 
is spread broad-cast throughout our armies. More gallant men never stood 
in the ranks— a more inefficient organization never disgraced the science of 
war. Never was a cause more enthusiastically loved by a soldiery— never was 
so much power, in numbers, in enthusiasm, in endurance, in courage, so 
frittered away, so broken down, so misapplied, so utterly disorganized, 
by an ineradicable vice of unscrupulous administration.” 

This outburst came in ’65 from the newspaper which in ’61 was head 
bugler of the first seceded State. Thousands of young men in ’61 read it as 
an exposition and a testament of crue national faith; now in ’65 they lay 
in graves from Savannah to Gettysburg. In those four years the Charleston 
Mercury changed its mind about Lincoln. The President at Washington 
was not less wicked, not less fanatic, than they thought him in ’61, but 
in performance he had shown unexpected form. Now in January of ’65 
the Mercury set forth* 

"When ABRAHAM LINCOLN took the chair of the Presidency of the United 
States, he promised in his flat-boat lingo, to 'run the machine as he found 
it.’ Whether he has strictly kept his promise, those may doubt who choose 
to consider the subject. It is enough for us to know, that whether ‘running 
his machine’ in the pathway of his predecessors, or not, he has run it with 
a stern, inflexible purpose, a bold, steady hand, a vigilant, active eye, a 
sleepless energy, a fanatic spirit, and an eye single to his end— conquest — 
emancipation. He has called around him, in counsel, the ablest and most 
earnest men of his country. Where he has lacked in individual ability, 
learning, experience, or statesmanship, he has sought it, and has found it in 
the able men about him, whose assistance he unhesitatingly accepted, whose 
powers lie applies to the advancement of the cause he has undertaken. In 
the cabinet and in the field he has consistently and fearlessly pressed on 
the search for men who could advance his cause, and has as unhesitatingly 
cut off all those who clogged it with weakness, timidity, imbecility, or 
failure. Force, energy, brains, earnestness, he has collected around him in 
every department. Blackguard and buffoon as he is, he has pursued his end 
with an energy as untiring as an Indian, and a singleness of purpose that 
might almost be called patriotic. If he were not an unscrupulous knave in 
his end, and a fanatic in his political views, he would undoubtedly command 
our respect as a ruler, so far as we are concerned. Abroad and at home, 
he has exercised alike the same ceaseless energy and circumspection.” 

Thus in the leading newspaper of the first city to repudiate him as 
President, Lincoln was credited with qualities seldom ascribed to him by 
Northern critics in and out of his party. One familiar with the files of the 
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Charleston Mercury would understand that newspaper as sincere and con- 
sistent in the estimate. Also one familiar with the short distance between 
Charleston and Savannah, where Sherman’s army was resting before start- 
ing northward, would understand why the Mercury felt the need for some 
quick turn of the war— else they couldn’t get out the paper as usual for the 
constant reader. 

Late on the night of January 15, after three days’ bombardment by a 
fleet under Admiral Porter, and desperate hand-to-hand fighting between 
the garrison and the assaulting infantry under General Alfred H. Terry, 
Fort Fisher fell. Wilmington, the last open port of the Confederacy, was 
closed to incoming supplies and outgoing cotton. 

The Richmond Enquirer dismissed the event with “Nothing from 
abroad is indispensable to a brave and determined people.” The Richmond 
Whig had seen New Orleans lost, the Mississippi River lost, Savannah lost, 
and each time the Confederacy had survived. “Therefore, we can stand the 
loss of Fort Fisher.” One thing the Confederacy could not survive, “loss 
of spirit and determination,” continued the Whig. “Let the people be firm, 
let them show determination to resist to the last dollar and the last man, 
and the capture of all our seaports will be of no moment whatsoever.” 

To no one was the taking of Fort Fisher more galling news than to 
Major General Benjamin F. Butler. Practically every move in the capture 
of the fort had been the same as when Butler advanced on it in December— 
except that instead of returning the troops to the transports and saying the 
job was impossible, as in December under Butler, General Terry sent the 
troops in and they took the fort, losing in round numbers of 600 as against 
the same for the garrison. 

Of course, nothing could really embarrass Ben Butler, but now in Janu- 
ary of ’65 he was possibly nearer to hiding his face than at any time in 
his career as lawyer, politician, and general. This because Grant and Lin- 
coln jointly and deliberately and with no reservations sent him away from 
his army to await further orders. 

Butler was removed. Political and military circles were nothing short 
of amazed at the news telegraphed from Washington on January 13 saying 
it was “now specifically stated that on January 6 Lieutenant-General Grant 
indicated to President Lincoln his earnest wish that Major-General Butler 
be forthwith 'relieved of his command,” and on the next day the President 
directed the Adjutant General to issue the order deposing Butler and order- 
ing him to report at Lowell, Massachusetts, his home. 

On January 4 Grant wrote the Secretary of War requesting the re- 
moval of Butler from command of the Department of Virginia and North 
Carolina, saying: “I do this with reluctance, but the good of the service 
requires it. In my absence, General Butler necessarily commands, and there 
is a lack of confidence felt in his military ability, making him an unsafe 
commander for a large army. His administration or the affairs of his Depart- 
ment is also objectionable.” On learning that Stanton had gone to Savannah 
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to visit Sherman, Grant on January 6 telegraphed the President asking that 
prompt action be taken in the matter. The order was made on January 7. 
The next day Colonels Porter and Babcock under Grant’s direction went 
to Butler’s headquarters. In Butler’s tent they handed him an envelope. 
“He opened the communication, read the order, and was silent for a 
minute,” noted Porter. “Then he began to manifest considerable nervous- 
ness, and turning to his desk, wrote ‘Received’ on the envelope, dated it 
1864 instead of 1865, and handed it back. It was the custom in the army to 
return envelope receipts in case of communications delivered by enlisted 
men, but this was omitted when the instructions were transmitted by staff- 
officers. He was politely reminded that a written receipt was not necessary. 
Thereupon, in a somewhat confused manner, he uttered a word or two 
of apology for offering it.” 

To his army Butler issued a farewell address. “I have refused to order 
useless sacrifice of the lives of such soldiers, and I am relieved of com- 
mand.” Next Butler appeared in Washington, in citizen clothes, “manifestly 
in a warlike frame of mind,” noted press accounts, arranging for a hearing 
by the Committee on the Conduct of the War. Weeks were to pass and 
Grant and others heard as witnesses under examination. In the end Butler’s 
rating as a general and an administrator sank lower. “I wonder,” wrote 
John C. Gray to his mother, “if people will ever be convinced in Butler’s 
case that impudence is not ability.” More gently, for its public Harper’s 
Weekly held Butler “unjust” to himself and the Government “to utter 
such an insinuation” as that lives were sacrificed uselessly at Fort Fisher. 
“In all the record of his military career he is the man who always best 
knew how not to do it,” said the Richmond Examiner . “Now that he is 
actually shelved for his failure at Wilmington, one begins to feel a certain 
partizan regard for him as against Lincoln.” Had Butler waited ashore there 
on that bare spit of sand behind Fort Fisher, the furious North Carolina 
brigades would have hanged him had they caught him. “Does Mr. Lincoln 
please to recollect that General Butler was outlawed among Confederates, 
and that the first soldier who could catch him would never send him to 
the rear, nor report him as a prisoner, nor embarrass the Government in 
knotty controversies on his account, but simply kill him like a mad dog 13 
Would Lincoln himself have come ashore that day upon such a footing^” 
The Ne*w York World notified readers, “This flinging Butler overboard is 
to our liking,” and furthermore was the “best emancipation proclamation 
Mr. Lincoln has yet made.” The World claimed a curious circumstance: 
“In this war north and south, every prominent politician and lawyer has 
failed to achieve reputation as a general. Cobb, Toombs, Pillow, Wise 
and Floyd on the one side, and Banks, Wallace, Sickles, Stanton, Lincoln 
and Butler on the other.” Savagely the World referred to how Butler had 
blundered in not wearing on the beach at Fort Fisher “those ostrich feathers 
which he wore in the streets of New York, brandishing his puissant horse- 
pistols, and fixing on Fort Fisher the terrors of his revolving orb.” 

Thus amid hue and cry and guess and gossip, Grant and Lincoln got 
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rid of the one man in the Union armies who stood foremost as a potential 
dictator. “A revolutionary chieftain,” noted Goldwin Smith after inter- 
viewing Butler. The one major general around whose headquarters inces- 
santly ran rumors of questionable commercial, financial, and trading trans- 
actions. The one figure about whom John Hay had spoken to Lincoln 
as dangerous and treacherous, with an eye on personal power and the 
audacity to seize it, Lincoln replying, “Yes, he is like Jim Jett’s brother.” 
The one commander who, under conceivable circumstances, which Hay 
had in mind, would not have hesitated at marching an army to Washing- 
ton, taking over the Government, and issuing regulations to the country. 
Grant and Lincoln handled him “with tongs.” A political trickster of dra- 
matic daring, of occasional delicacy in sensing public issues, Butler was 
dazzled by the fertility of his own mind and seemed to have expected 
that little fighting would be needed to take Fort Fisher. The explosion of 
the powder boat would rock the earth, blast the fort, and leave no garrison 
to surrender it. Grant’s report for the court of inquiry in the matter 
mentioned his not being aware that Butler was to command personally 
the Fort Fisher expedition and then, with mixed sarcasm and humor not 
at all on the surface: “I had rather formed the idea that General Butler 
was actuated by a desire to witness the effect of the explosion of the 
powder-boat.” 

In the summer of ’64 Grant and Lincoln could have told the country 
during those gloom months that Richmond stood untaken because Butler 
had miserably blundered. Such an explanation, however true, would have 
brought scorn and blame heaped on Grant and Lincoln for letting Butler 
blunder, for keeping in command of the Army of the James a politician 
“who could strut sitting down,” who with all the many chances given him 
was on record a failure. Then why was Butler not removed m the summer 
of ’64^ One widespread rumor held that Butler possessed some secret in- 
formation through which he controlled Grant, “had Grant under his 
thumb,” and Grant was afraid to remove him. Had this been true, Butler 
would have used this dominance in January to stop his removal or after 
his removal would have spread his alleged secret information over the whole 
country— that was his way. Then again and still more pertinent was the 
question of why Grant did not let Butler out in the summer of ’64. The 
reason was plain, tacitly understood between Grant and Lincoln. Butler 
had a national political following. Shifting, as the war rolled on, from his 
former loyalty to the proslavery wing of the Democratic party, he turned 
radical on the slavery issue, radical enough so that Wendell Phillips publicly 
and repeatedly wished Butler were President instead of Lincoln. In the 
delicate political adjustments of the 1864 presidential campaign, only worse 
confusion could have resulted from a dismissal of Butler, raising the cry 
that it was the Fremont story over again, that a radical antislavery man 
was barred from leading troops agamst the slaveholders. So Grant and 
Lincoln had bided their time, and now with the Fort Fisher fiasco added 
to the others of Butler, he still had friends who resented his removal. But 
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they could not muster any evidence in his favor. One common definite 
opinion ran with that of Harper's Weekly: “Of the patriotism, ability and 
energy of General Butler there can be no doubt. But of the fact that, from 
Great Bethel to Wilmington, the purely military movements which he has 
directed have not been successful, there is also no doubt.” 

Not m the slightest embarrassed, with as bland a face and as swaggering 
an assurance as ever, Butler circulated over Washington spinning designs 
from his fertile and wily brain, writing later* “Although I had no com- 
mand in the army assigned me and had not asked for any, I retained the 
full confidence of the President, and from time to time when I happened 
to be in Washington, where indeed I was much of the time, he talked with 
me very freely. In these conversations I assured him that it was only a 
matter of months, if not of weeks, when the question would be before 
him on what terms a peace could be concluded.” This m a benevolent and 
helpful tone, as though the point and the idea had not occurred to the 
President until he, Butler, laid it before him. One project he elaborated for 
Lincoln with all the details that could be asked for; in fact on paper it 
looked too good, too easy, just like the Fort Fisher powder-boat explosion. 
Butler would have the Government buy a thirty-mile strip of land across 
the Isthmus of Panama and then put Butler in charge of 150,000 Negro 
soldiers of the Union armies, he would see that an mteroceanic canal was 
dug by those soldiers. Butler quoted Lincoln as saying that the matter 
might affect foreign relations, that Seward should be consulted, and “There 
is no special hurry, however. I will think it over, but nothing had better be 
said upon it which will get outside.” 

In the House Lewis W. Ross of Illinois demanded the previous question 
on a resolution “that the thanks of Congress and of the country are due, 
and are hereby tendered, to his Excellency Abraham Lincoln, President of 
the United States, for relieving from service Major General Benjamin F. 
Butler.” Grinnell moved to lay it on the table. Washburne, Grant’s home- 
town friend, wanted a discussion and hoped the previous question would 
not be seconded. The Speaker ruled they must vote on Gnnnell’s motion 
to table. The roll call gave 97 for and 43 against tabling. And the matter 
could be read in several lights, chiefly that the House, like Grant and 
Lincoln, chose to handle Butler “with tongs.” Washburne, could he have 
secured a discussion, probably intended to register the point that Grant 
had initiated the Butler removal and if any thanking was to be done Grant 
should be included. 

The Butler removal in the main passed off smoothly. The effort by 
Representative Blaine and others to make Sherman a lieutenant general of 
equal rank with Grant also failed to raise any dispute, since Sherman notified 
Grant and his brother Senator Sherman that he would stand for no folly 
that looked toward jealousy between him and Grant. 

Disputes over how to run the war rose less often now. The war machine 
ran with fewer blowups. To Lincoln’s desk came fewer tangled military 
matters for his final decision. During many sessions of House and Senate 
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the war was scarcely mentioned. Discussions ran as though no war at all 
was on, almost as though peace had settled on the country and the call 
now was to build the Pacific railway, improve rivers and harbors, dig canals, 
make land grants to railroads and homesteaders, perfect coast surveys, ease 
commerce between the States, resettle Indian tribes. The Secretary of the 
Interior reported on some 4,250,000 acres of public land sold and granted, 
railroads and homesteaders moving toward a future of expected booms. 
Speaking for a bill to establish ocean mail-steamship service between Cali- 
fornia and China, Representative Alley of Massachusetts said the scheme, 
with the Pacific railway completed, would put New York twelve or fifteen 
days nearer Hong Kong than London, and as a result, “We can direct and 
control in great degree the commerce of the world.” A vast Oriental trade 
with 500,000,000 potential Asiatic customers beckoned on the horizon, said 
Cole of California. That the United States was soon to bid strong for its 
share of world trade was evident. 

The Congressioml Globe was sprinkled here and there with paragraphs 
reading, “A message from the President of the United States, by Mr. 
Nicolay, his Secretary, announced that he had approved and signed the 
following bills and joint resolutions.” The measures signed ran into hundreds, 
and whatever of conflict there was between the President and Congress had 
to be gathered elsewhere. In such matters as fund appropriations, the Pacific 
railway, land grants, commerce between the States, he was giving Congress 
everything it asked, while he concentrated on peace terms and “remolding 
society” shattered by the war. 

The draft now had stiffer enforcement, less resistance and evasion. 
Deserters met less mercy. On Governor’s Island a large crowd saw the 
hanging of a bounty-jumper who had three times pocketed his money and 
three times deserted. Near City Point with elaborate military ritual thou- 
sands of troops formed in a square and saw a firing squad shoot a soldier 
who had deserted, received pardon, returned to his regiment, and deserted 
again. Over the country went the story of it, with crayon sketches by 
artists who caught its horror. 

In late January the outcry about Northern men languishing in Southern 
prisons reached the point where Grant decided to relent. In October of 
’64 he had asked Lee whether the Confederate Government would deliver 
in exchange colored troops “the same as white soldiers,” Lee rejoining that 
“negroes belonging to our citizens are not considered subjects of exchange.” 
On January 24 of ’65, however, when the Confederate Government again 
offered to exchange man for man, Grant accepted the offer without men- 
tion of color. 

On the point of information service Grant now had the advantage of 
Lee. Deserters each month by thousands, tired of short rations and hard 
fare in the Confederate Army, crossed the picket lines, nightly expected and 
welcomed by the Union forces. Always some of them would talk. Another 
related matter in Richmond was “certain youths, alleged to have received 
passports to Europe.” The Confederate Congress by a resolution of January 
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4 called on Secretary of War Seddon for information about these youths. 
They were chiefly the creation of rumors, in tone with rumors that Davis, 
Benjamin, and others had sent chests of gold to Europe and that before 
the Confederacy fell they would be safe abroad with their stolen treasure- 
rumors later found to be lies, or fantasies of fear, or talk intended by war- 
weary people to undermine their Government. “Many fear,” wrote J. B. 
Jones, “the high members of the government have turned brokers and 
speculators, and are robbing the country.” Entries now from day to day 
m the diary of Jones told of people sick of the war. “It is the policy now,” 
he wrote on January 18, “not to agitate the matter of disloyalty, but rather 
to wink at it, and let it die out— if it will.” 

On the day before Jones noted the Richmond Examiner openly calling 
for the removal of President Davis, and “Mentioning to R. Tyler the fact 
that many of the clerks, etc. of the War Department favored revolution 
and the overthrow of the President, he replied that it was a known fact, 
and that some of them would be hung soon.” So Jones was not surprised 
one morning of this month on entering his chiefs office to see the Secre- 
tary of War sitting before the fireplace, “his head between his knees.” 

In this Richmond atmosphere on January 14 Jones saw riding in an 
open carriage in the Confederate capital none other than Old Man Blair, 
Francis P. Blair, Sr. The newspapers said Blair had dined with President 
Davis and they were having long talks. “It is . . . published in the papers,” 
wrote Jones in his diary, “that Mrs. Davis threw her arms around Mr. 
Blair and embraced him. This, too, is injurious to the President.” 

In the press North and South for two weeks now in January “the Blair 
mission” to Richmond held the front pages. There was a fury of guess and 
gossip about Old Man Blair. “What is he doing in Richmond 5 ” One of his 
sons in Lincoln’s Cabinet more than three years, another son a corps com- 
mander with Sherman— whom did Blair speak for in Richmond, and to 
whom? Were Lincoln and Davis getting together on a peace, and would the 
armies soon come home 5 

The one-time intimate adviser of Andrew Jackson, later a counselor of 
Lincoln, had gone to Richmond under peculiar conditions. In December a 
long letter from Horace Greeley awakened a motive that had lain sleeping 
in Blair. Greeley said it was time now to undertake openly peace negotia- 
tions with the Confederates. Mr. Lincoln in his inaugural had shown a spirit 
of wanting to avoid war, but, wrote Greeley, “I regret to find no exhibition 
of the same spirit in his later manifestoes.” At least the South should be 
put in the position of refusing peace, insisted Greeley, and why should 
not Blair, an able publicist, “the counsellor and trusted adviser of men 
high in authority, consider the suggestion that he move toward peace 5 
Blair replied that madmen had made the war, wise men would end it, and 
he, Blair, had months ago written to President Lincoln that Greeley’s 
Niagara negotiations should be transferred to Richmond. Now, wrote Blair, 



HEAVY SMOKE-DARK SMOKE 29 

he had a scheme, “benevolent as well as radical,” and, “I think I will hint it 
to Mr. Lincoln.” 

Blair went to Lincoln, dazzled and ambitious with hopes of what he 
might show the world could be done by proper management of a peace 
cause. This was mid-December of ’64. “Come to me after Savannah falls,” 
said Lincoln. 

And three days after Savannah fell Blair was on hand and Lincoln 
wrote one sentence on a card. “Allow the bearer, F. P. Blair, Sr., to pass our 
lines, go South, and return.” 

Then from Grant’s headquarters Blair wrote a note addressed to “Jeffer- 
son Davis, President, etc., etc.,” the et cetera abbreviation meaning that 
Blair considered Davis President of something, though it was not diplo- 
matic to put it in any document likely to be made public. This note said 
Blair wished to visit Richmond to seek some title papers which “may have 
been taken by some persons who had access to my house when General 
Early’s army were in possession of my place.” Enclosed was a second and 
longer note to Davis saying he wished to “confidentially unbosom my 
heart frankly and without reserve,” while the first note would serve to 
answer any inquiries as to why he was in Richmond. Davis replied in 
his own formal style telling Blair to come on, but this reply miscarried 
somehow and was delayed, so that Blair, disappointed, went back to 
Washington. The New York Herald had already noticed in Greeley’s 
newspaper the editor’s jubilation about Blair’s mission and now jibed that 
President Lincoln had probably given Blair an official sanction and then 
dictated a telegram to Grant that Blair “had better be stopped.” This would 
be perfectly like the sly and diplomatic President, garrulously insisted the 
Herald . “The President realizes the absurdity of these amateur attempts. 
. . . Our benevolent friend Greeley seems to be affected with a mono- 
mania for peace missions. . . . The President has learned to regard them 
with suspicion ... has learned that we can only gain peace by whipping 
the Rebels, and that our only terms are unconditional surrender, and our 
best missionaries Grant, Sherman, Thomas, Sheridan, Farragut and Porter.” 
The Herald in this was having its fling at Greeley, while the New York 
World hoped Greeley would be able to persuade the President to send 
Blair to Davis with peace overtures. 

The delayed Davis reply came to Blair, who went back to the James 
River headquarters of Grant, took a naval boat from City Point to Rich- 
mond. At the Confederate White House Blair dined with Davis, fraternized 
with old cronies of days agone in the Democratic party, noticed with sur- 
prise how many able-bodied men were walking the streets, men he would 
have expected to be in Lee’s army. In the Richmond Examiner Blair could 
read that the public would like to know “what particular piece of Yankee 
villainy and treachery lurks under the unofficial visit of Blair senior.” Davis 
was too free about granting audiences to peace-palavering Yankees such as 
Gilmore and Jaquess last summer, and now Blair. The Examiner could pic- 
ture Blair telling President Davis that “Lincoln is full of loving kindness and 
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compassion, having no pleasure even in the death of rebels.” The Examiner 
was not all wrong to be suspicious of Blair. The old man thrust at Confed- 
erate morale in telling Colonel Robert Ould, in charge of prisoner ex- 
changes, that the waning Confederate armies could not long stand against 
the enlarging Union forces, m telling R. M. T. Hunter, president pro tem- 
pore of the Confederate Senate, and some of the Confederate Congressmen 
that President Lincoln would win the war if he had to employ foreigners 
in his armies. 

Finally on January 12, closeted with the Confederate President for a 
secret interview, Blair spilled his various proposals, kept from the outside 
world till long afterward. Blair wrote for Lincoln a report of this interview, 
of how he told Davis of his relations with Lincoln, that he had no instruc- 
tions at all from Lincoln, that before Savannah fell Lincoln had stopped him 
from outlining any peace designs, that after Savannah Lincoln “shunned an 
interview with me, until I perceived that he did not wish to hear me, but 
desired I should go without any explanation of my object.” This made clear 
to begin with, Blair asked Davis in precise diplomatic style whether Davis 
was tied up in any way to any European powers that would stop him from 
doing what he might want to do with the Government of the United States. 
Davis answered he was tied in no way and would “die a free man.” Blair 
then drew out a paper, saying that before he read it he wished Davis to 
know it was “somewhat after the manner of an editorial and was not of a 
diplomatic character.” Davis then wished Blair to know that he gave Blair 
“full confidence,” believed Blair an honest man, and in the words of Blair’s 
report, “he [Davis] was under great obligations to my family for kindnesses 
rendered to his, that he would never forget them, and that even when dying 
they would be remembered in his prayers.” 

The paper Blair then read to Davis might have been translated from its 
long words and its weasel evasions into a few points in simple words; in the 
delicate tangle of issues these would have sounded out of order and too 
blunt. Such a translation could run* “You can all come back into the Union 
any time you are ready to take the Lincoln oath that you are back. Go 
ahead now and put the Negroes into your armies and slavery will be at an 
end. Then if the North and the South want peace, nothing but soldiers from 
foreign countries can stop peace. If any of the States that went out of the 
Union should try to stay out on account of slavery, the only way they 
could do it would be by getting foreign armies to help them. That would 
mean some king or emperor across the ocean would be running them Can 
you think that the people anywhere would stand for it> In this connection 
look at Mexico. There the French emperor Louis Napoleon has put an 
ustnan ardiduke, Maximilian, on the throne and made a republic into a 
monarchy. There the grand old Monroe Doctrine, that Europe must keep 
its hands off this half of the earth, has been knocked into a cocked hat and 
kicked to pieces, and the North and the South have done nothing about it. 

WC / et vf th u er °? * is ; Wh 7 not drop this war of brothers, 
a d the two of us. North and South, join what we’ve got and go down 
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there and throw Louis Napoleon’s puppet off the throne and set up the 
Mexican republic again and get back our self-respect and put the Monroe 
Doctrine in operation again 5 Who would be the one man to head those 
armies for this cleanout in Mexico 5 Why, Jefferson Davis.” 

Or to use words of Blair which he read from the paper to Davis: “Jeffer- 
son Davis is the fortunate man who now holds the commanding position to 
encounter this formidable scheme of conquest, and whose fiat can at the 
same time deliver his country from the bloody agony now covering it with 
mourning. He can drive Maximilian from his American throne, and baffle 
the designs of Napoleon to subject our Southern people to the ‘Latin race.’ 
With a breath he can blow away all pretense for proscription, conscription, 
or confiscation in the Southern States, restore their fields to luxuriant culti- 
vation, their ports to the commerce of the world,” and so on. There was 
much more, many details, such as that the Mexican Minister at Washington, 
Romero, favored the plan and believed that the fugitive Mexican President, 
Juarez, would be willing if necessary that Mexico have a dictatorship headed 
by Jefferson Davis. The man who would expel the European despotism 
from “our Southern flank” would “ally his name with those of Washington 
and Jackson.” Furthermore, Blair read on to the listening Davis- “If in de- 
livering Mexico he should model its States in form and principle to adapt 
them to our Union and add a new Southern constellation to its benignant 
sky while rounding off our possession on the continent at the Isthmus, and 
opening the way to blending the waters of the Atlantic and Pacific, thus 
embracing our Republic in the arms of the ocean, he would complete the 
work of Jefferson . . . restore the equipoise between the Northern and 
Southern States— if indeed such sectional distinctions could be recognized 
after the peculiar institution which created them had ceased to exist.” 

This was the end of the paper which Blair read to Davis. This was the 
offer with its supporting argument. And Blair would have denied that he 
was a rainbow-chaser. He would more likely have urged that he was hoping 
to make a rainbow-chaser of Jefferson Davis. His later written report to 
Lincoln continued: 

“I then said to him, ‘There is my problem, Mr. Davis; do you think it 
possible to be solved 5 ’ After consideration he said, ‘I think so.’ ” Blair re- 
turned to the point that a divided country at war usually brought monarchy. 
Davis agreed, added that he favored “popular government,” said that unity 
of the two sections at war was hindered through “the excessive vindictive- 
ness produced by outrages perpetrated in the invaded States during the war,” 
reconcilement depending “upon time and events”; that Europe hoped to see 
the two sections destroy each other; that no circumstance would sooner re- 
store better feeling than the two sections joined in a war on a foreign power. 
Blair told Davis this was encouraging. 

Changing the subject, Davis asked, “What, Mr. Blair, do you think of 
Mr. Seward?” Blair was ready on this. Seward was a pleasant companion 
but “would betray any man” who stood in the way of “his selfish and ambi- 
tious schemes,” But Seward would have no hand in this matter, which was 
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military and depended on the Commander in Chief, Mr. Lincoln. “Now I 
know,” continued Blair to the listening Davis in the Confederate White 
House, “that Mr. Lincoln is capable of great personal sacrifices— of sacrific- 
ing the strongest feelings of his heart, of sacrificing a friend when he thinks 
it necessary for the good of the country, and you may rely upon it, if he 
plights his faith to any man in a transaction for which he is responsible as 
an officer or a man, he will maintain his word inviolably.” Of this little 
speech Blair noted: “Mr. Davis said he was glad to hear me say so. He did 
not know Mr. Lincoln; but he was sure I did, and therefore my declaration 
gave him the highest satisfaction. As to Mr. Seward he had no confidence 
in him himself, and he did not know any man or party in the South that 
had any.” 

Davis now suggested he was willing to send men to some conference; 
there must be communication, and the men he would appoint could be 
relied on by Mr. Lincoln. And on Blair’s drifting again into the rainbow 
dream of the fame that would come to Davis from extending the United 
States down to the Isthmus of Panama, Davis said what his name might be 
in history he cared not; his country’s welfare was the aim of his being; 
death would end his cares. 

Thus the interview in the Confederate White House closed. A memoran- 
dum of it written later by Davis ran parallel in the mam to the report Blair 
handed Lincoln. A letter dated this same day was written by Davis for Blair 
to carry back to Lincoln. In the opening sentence Davis showed that his eye 
had caught the point where Blair in his letters used the expression “Jefferson 
Davis, President, etc. etc.,” and he returned the compliment by writing 
“President Lincoln, etc., etc.” The letter read: 


F. P. Blair, Esq. Richmond, Virginia, January 12, 1865 

Sir 


I have deemed it proper, and probably desirable to you, to give you, in this form, 
the substance of remarks made by me, to be repeated by you to President Lincoln, 
etc., etc. 


I have no disposition to find obstacles in forms, and am willing, now as heretofore, 
to enter into negotiations for the restoration of peace, am ready to send a com- 
mission whenever I have reason to suppose it will be received, or to receive a com- 
mission, if the United States Government shall choose to send one. That, notwith- 
standing the rejection of our former offers, I would, if you could promise that a 
commissioner, minister, or other agent would be received, appoint one immediately, 
and renew the effort to enter into conference, with a view to secure peace to the 
two countries. 


Yours, etc., 


Jefferson Davis 


Arriving in Washington, Blair told a New York Tribune reporter that 
the people of Richmond were for peace, the working classes had an aching 
demand for peace, and the war might end in two months. So said the Trib- 
une, which hoped it was true. Aside from this Blair gave it out that he had 
no news except that he was to see the President. 
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Blair at the White House now made known to Lincoln his Mexican offer 
to Davis. This was news to the President. He had, according to Nicolay and 
Hay, not the slightest interest in it, considered more seriously “the low 
morale of the Confederate leaders” noted by Blair and the revelations of the 
letter from Davis. Lincoln now wrote a little one-sentence letter to Davis 
via Blair: 


F. P. Blair, Esq. 
Sir. 


Washington, January 18, 1865 


You having shown me Mr. Davis’s letter to you of the 12th mstant, you may say 
to him that I have constantly been, am now, and shall continue ready to receive any 
agent whom he, or any other influential person now resisting the national authority, 
may informally send to me, with the view of securing peace to the people of our 
one common country. 

A. Lincoln 


Yours, etc., 


Thus the Davis letter ending with the words “the two countries” had 
Lincoln’s letter in reply ending with the phrase “our one common coun- 
try.” And where Davis had referred to Lincoln as President of “etc.” Lin- 
coln now alluded to “Mr.” Davis as though whatever Davis might be 
President of he was definitely a “Mr.” The score was about even. 

Excitement rose higher over the country as news came that again Blair 
was in Richmond and again Blair was holding confidential talks with Davis 
in the Confederate White House. In the first of these talks Blair made ex- 
cuses about the Mexican offer. Davis saw that either Blair had made the offer 
without Lincoln’s knowing about it or else there was a trick. Davis leaned 
however toward accepting Blair’s excuses, writing later of how Blair “un- 
folded to me the embarrassment of Mr. Lincoln on account of the extreme 
men in Congress and elsewhere, who wished to drive him into harsher meas- 
ures than he was inclined to adopt.” 

Blair and Davis soon reached the point where there was nothing more 
to say. Blair went back to Washington. Davis had the letter of Lincoln to 
Blair and proceeded to act on it. While Davis so acted Richmond news- 
papers in effect held up Davis as something near to a traitor, who dined 
“foreign enemies,” welcomed a “murderer” to the Confederate White House 
—so possibly Davis should take up his abode north of the Potomac. 

Now for the first time since the Confederate capital had been moved to 
Richmond, Jefferson Davis asked his Vice-President Alexander Stephens to 
meet him in conference. Also Davis called his Cabinet on the matter of 
sending commissioners to Lincoln to negotiate over peace. Stephens argued 
that Davis should meet Lincoln at City Point in an absolutely secret confer- 
ence. Losing on this, Stephens suggested the names of three commissioners. 
Davis agreed with one of the names, John A. Campbell, Assistant Secretary 
of War and former United States Supreme Court Justice, added R. M. T. 
Hunter, Senator and ex-Secretary of State, and Stephens himself. These 
were all three “peace men” or “submissionists” rather than uncompromising 
last-ditchers. And though Lincoln’s letter for Davis through Blair had said 



34 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

distinctly that he would receive agents from Davis for a conference on 
peace for “our one common country,” the instruction carried by the com- 
missioners said they were going to Washington seeking peace “to the two 
countries.” The instruction read: 

Richmond, January 28, 1865 

In conformity with the letter of Mr. Lincoln, of which the foregoing is a copy, 
you are requested to proceed to Washington City for informal conference with him 
upon the issues involved in the existing war, and for the purpose of securing peace 

to the two countries. „ , , 

Your obedient servant, T _ ^ . 

Jefferson Davis 

By now excitement neared fever heat in some circles of the North, over 
what Lincoln, Blair, and Davis might be up to. On January 21 press items 
ran that Monty Blair was saying his father in a navy boat had gone to Rich- 
mond to resume informal peace negotiations with Jefferson Davis. On the 
next day press dispatches said Blair with authority from Lincoln was giving 
Jefferson Davis safe-conducts for peace commissioners to Washington. It 
was baffling and exasperating to those suspicious of Lincoln. Henry Ward 
Beecher packed up, left Brooklyn for Washington, and in behalf of himself 
and others went to the White House. 

“We were all very much excited,” wrote Beecher of this hour. “The 
war lasted so long, and I was afraid Lincoln would be so anxious for peace, 
and I was afraid he would accept something that would be of advantage to 
the South, so I went to Washington and called upon him. We were alone 
in his receiving room. His hair was ‘every way for Sunday.’ It looked as 
though it was an abandoned stubble field. He had on slippers, and his vest 
was what was calbd ‘going free.’ He looked wearied, and when he sat down 
in a chair, looked as though every limb wanted to drop off his body.” 
Beecher n>ld Lincoln that if public interest permitted he would like an 
explanation of these latest peace maneuvers. Lincoln listened patiently, 
looked up at the ceiling a few moments, then: “Well, I am almost of a 
mind to show you all the documents.” Beecher said he would like to see 
them if it was proper. 

Lincoln stepped to a desk, took out and handed to Beecher a little card 
“as long as my finger and an inch wide,” noted Beecher as he handled it. 
It was the little one-sentence pass that had taken Blair through the lines to 
Richmond and back. “There,” said Lincoln, “is all there is of it. Now Blair 
thinks something can be done, but I don’t, but I have no objection to have 
him try his hand.” Beecher now had his answer and said a great burden had 
been lifted off his mind. 

The short, stubby, deep-chested man Ulysses S. Grant sat writing before 
an open fire in a log cabin lighted by a sputtering kerosene lamp. Another 
short man, at first shadowy and elusive to look at, having a wax-white face 
with burning eyes, the frail Alexander H. Stephens, sat watching Grant 
work. No guards nor aides were around, noticed Stephens, who had ex- 
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pected more show-off in the headquarters of the General in Chief of the 
United States armies. The two men just naturally liked each other, they 
found out. It was easy for them to talk. Both were old Steve Douglas Demo- 
crats. Both hoped for peace soon. But peace how* 

With his two fellow commissioners Stephens had come to the Union 
Army lines on the evening of January 29, claiming that an understanding 
existed with General Grant to pass them on their way to Washington. On 
this being telegraphed to Washington, Lincoln at once sent Major Eckert of 
the war telegraph office with written directions to let the commissioners in 
with safe-conduct if they would say in writing that they were ready to talk 
peace on the basis of the President’s note of January 18, peace for “our 
one common country.” Before Eckert arrived with this message the com- 
missioners applied by a written note to General Grant for permission “to 
proceed to Washington to hold a conference with President Lincoln upon 
the subject of the existing war, and with a view of ascertaining upon what 
terms it may be terminated.” On reading this Grant had them conveyed to 
his headquarters. “Our relations were pleasant and I found them all very 
agreeable gentlemen,” ran Grant’s later account. “I . . . knew them well by 
reputation and through their public services, and I had been a particular 
admirer of Mr. Stephens.” Stephens’s account was in like tone regarding 
Grant: “Nothing in his appearance or surroundings . . . indicated his offi- 
cial rank. . . . He furnished us with comfortable quarters on board one of 
his dispatch boats. The more I became acquainted with him, the more I be- 
came thoroughly impressed with the very extraordinary combination of 
rare elements of character which he exhibited. ... He met us frequently 
and conversed freely upon various subjects, not much upon our mission. I 
saw, however, very clearly that he was very anxious for the proposed con- 
ference to take place.” 

On receiving their note to him at dusk of evening Grant at once tele- 
graphed it to Stanton and Lincoln. Lincoln decided he would not personally 
meet the commissioners. Instead he sent Seward to meet them at Fortress 
Monroe, giving Seward written instructions that he was to make known to 
them three things as indispensable to peace: “1. The restoration of the na- 
tional authority throughout all the States. 2. No receding by the executive 
of the United States on the slavery question from the position assumed 
thereon in the late annual message to Congress, and in preceding documents. 
3. No cessation of hostilities short of an end of the war, and the disbanding 
of all forces hostile to the government.” All propositions of theirs, not in- 
consistent with these points, would be considered in a spirit of sincere liber- 
ality. “You,” Seward was instructed, “will hear all they may choose to say, 
and report it to me. You will not assume to definitely consummate any- 
thing.” 

With this in his pocket Seward started February 1, while Lincoln tele- 
graphed Grant to let the war go on while peace was talked. “Let nothing 
which is transpiring change, hinder, or delay your military movements ox 
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plans.” Grant promised in reply there would be no armistice, that troops 
were “kept in readiness to move at the shortest notice.” 

On this first of February General Meade wrote to his wife that on the 
evening before he had “talked very freely” with the Confederate commis- 
sioners. They did not consider the slavery question so difficult as protection 
for their States “in case of other questions arising to produce strife.” Meade 
half agreed with them when they said “they thought it a pity this matter 
[of slavery] could not be left to the generals on each side, and taken out of 
the hands of politicians.” On the armistice they sought and on States’ Rights 
he saw no chance for peace. “Still,” wrote Meade, “I hope Mr. Lincoln will 
receive them and listen to all they have to say, for if it can be shown that 
their terms are impracticable, the country will be united for the further 
prosecution of the war.” Emphasizing to his wife that this was all strictly 
confidential, Meade closed his letter by telling her that when the Confeder- 
ate commissioners came within the Union lines “our men cheered loudly, 
and the soldiers on both sides cried out lustily, ‘Peace! peace!’ ” This was 
meant as “a compliment” to the Confederate agents, and, believed Meade, 
“was so taken by them.” 

On this same day of February i, however, Major Eckert arrived at City 
Point, and acting under Lincoln’s instructions went alone to meet the three 
Confederate commissioners. “Grant wanted to be a party to the conference,” 
ran Eckert’s account. “I told him no. I said, ‘You are the commanding gen- 
eral of the army. If you make a failure or say anything that would be sub- 
ject to criticism it would be very bad. If I make a mistake I am nothing 
but a common business man and it will go for naught. I am going to take 
the responsibility, and I advise you not to go to the conference.’ He finally 
said, ‘Decency would compel me to go and see them.’ I said that for the 
purpose of introduction I should be pleased to have him go with me but 
not until after I had first met the gentlemen. Grant was vexed with me be- 
cause I would not tell him exactly what my mission was.” 

So Eckert alone went out on the dispatch boat, told the commissioners 
all proceedings must be in writing, gave them a copy of his instructions 
from President Lincoln, and left them studying those instructions. “Grant 
went with me on my second visit a few hours later,” ran Eckert’s account, 
“and after he was introduced, one of the commissioners, I am sure it was 
Hunter, said to Grant, ‘We do not seem to get on very rapidly with Major 
Eckert. We are very anxious to go to Washington, and Mr. Lincoln has 
promised to see us there.’ General Grant started to make reply when I inter- 
rupted him . , . Excuse me, General Grant, you are not permitted to say 
anything officially at this time,’ and I stopped him right there. I added, ‘If 
you will read the instructions under which I am acting you will see that I 
am right. After listening a while to what the commissioners were saying 
Grant got up and went out. He was angry with me for years afterward.” 

The three commissioners had been considering the very explicit instruc- 
tions from the President of the United States that they must agree in writing 
to no peace talk except on the basis of the President’s note to Blair of Janu- 
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ary 18, peace for “our one common country.” Their answer was a refusal. 
They would only go so far in writing as to say that they carried instruc- 
tions from Jefferson Davis ending “the two countries,” writing out a copy 
of those instructions, adding that they had an earnest desire for a just and 
honorable peace and were prepared “to receive or to submit propositions 
which may, possibly, lead to the attainment of that end.” They also made 
clear that their instructions contemplated “a personal interview between 
President Lincoln and ourselves at Washington” but they were ready to 
meet any person or persons that President Lincoln might appoint, at such 
place as he might designate. 

So their mission seemed at an end. They might as well go back to Rich- 
mond. So it seemed. Eckert telegraphed Lincoln that their reply was “not 
satisfactory” and notified the commissioners they could not proceed. The 
time was half-past nine on the night of February i. They would stay over- 
night on a comfortable river steamer and see what tomorrow would bring. 
One of them, Hunter, explained afterward that they stayed on partly in 
the hope of gently leading Grant to see that an armistice between him and 
Lee would be the quickest way to end the war. 

About an hour after their refusal to meet Lincoln’s terms, Grant sent a 
long telegram to the Secretary of War, stating “confidentially, but not offi- 
cially — to become a matter of record” that he was convinced on conversa- 
tion with Messrs. Hunter and Stephens “that their intentions are good and 
their desire sincere to restore peace and union.” Grant admitted he was in 
“an awkward position,” fearing a bad influence from the commissioners 
going away with no results. He saw the difficulties of receiving them and 
did not know what to recommend. “Their letter to me was all that the Pres- 
ident’s instructions contemplated to‘ secure their safe-conduct.” And the 
Grant so shrewd in management of men put the high point of his letter in 
one sentence: “I am sorry, however, that Mr. Lincoln cannot have an inter- 
view with the two named in this despatch [Stephens and Hunter], if not all 
three now within our lines.” 

Lincoln the next morning walked over to the War Office, read Major 
Eckert’s report, was framing a telegram to call Seward back, when Grant’s 
long telegram of the night before was put in his hands. “This despatch,” 
wrote Lincoln later . . . “changed my purpose.” It spoke to him. 

He at once wired Grant: “Say to the gentlemen I will meet them person- 
ally at Fortress Monroe as soon as I can get there.” 

The President went away from the White House, from all arranged 
Washington programs and appointments for public business, in a hurry and 
with secrecy. Not even the trustworthy Nicolay’s ears were troubled with 
sudden information by the President as to where he was going. So it seemed 
from the account of a White House guest, Ghaplain Edward D. Neill of 
the ist Minnesota Infantry: 

On the morning of the 2nd of February, 1865, between nine and ten o’clock, as I 
was ascendmg the stairs to the second story, to reach my room, I met Forbes, an 
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intelligent servant, descending with a small valise in his hand, and I asked, “Where 
are you going 5 ” Looking up to see that no one was near, he whispered, “Fortress 
Monroe,” and hurried on When I reached the upper hall I met the President with his 
overcoat, and going to my room, looked out of the window, and saw him quietly 
walking around the curved pavement which leads to Pennsylvania Avenue, while 
Forbes was following, at a distance of two or three hundred feet, as his valet. Waiting 
for some time, I then crossed the hall to the room of the principal secretary, Mr. John 
G. Nicolay, and quietly said, “The President has left the city.” “What do you mean 5 ” 
he asked, and I replied, “Just what I have said.” Rising quickly, he opened the door 
which communicated with the President’s room, and was astonished to find the chair 
of Mr. Lincoln vacant. 

The news leaked from several sources. Welles in his diary grumbled over 
it. “None of the Cabinet were advised of this move, and without exception, 
I think, it struck them unfavorably that the Chief Magistrate should have 
gone on such a mission.” To Eckert, Stanton confided his fear “that Lin- 
coln’s great kindness of heart and his desire to end the war might lead him 
to make some admission which the astute Southerners would wilfully mis- 
construe and twist to serve their purpose . . . throw the burden of failure 
upon the President.” 

Meantime down the Potomac on a naval vessel to Hampton Roads along- 
side Fortress Monroe, his personal guard a White House valet or footman 
carrying his traveling bag, Lincoln journeyed to meet a former United 
States Senator from Virginia, a former Associate Justice of the Supreme 
Court of the United States, and a former Georgia member of the United 
States House of Representatives who had once so moved Lincoln with a 
speech on the grandeur and misery of war that he wrote his law partner: 
“A little, slim, pale-faced, consumptive man ... has just concluded the very 
best speech of an hour’s length I ever heard. My old withered dry eyes are 
full of tears yet.” Now the two of them were to meet, older and more 
withered. 

“On the night of the 2d [of February],” ran Lincoln’s account, “I 
reached Hampton Roads, found the Secretary of State and Major Eckert on 
a steamer anchored offshore, and learned of them that the Richmond gentle- 
men were on another steamer also anchored offshore, in the Roads; and that 
the Secretary of State had not yet seen or communicated with them. . . . 
On the morning of the 3d, the three gentlemen, Messrs. Stephens, Hunter, 
and Campbell, came aboard of our steamer, and had an interview with the 
Secretary of State and myself, of several hours’ duration. No question of 
preliminaries to the meeting was then and there made or mentioned. No 
other person was present; no papers were exchanged or produced; and it 
was, in advance, agreed that the conversation was to be informal and be 
verbal merely. The instructions which the President had written for 
Seward were insisted on. “By the other party, it was not said that in any 
event or on any condition, they ever would consent to reunion; and yet 
they equally omitted to declare that they never would so consent. They 
seemed to desire a postponement of that question [of reunion of the States], 
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and the adoption of some other course first which, as some of them seemed 
to argue, might or might not lead to reunion; but which course, we thought, 
would amount to an indefinite postponement. The conference ended with- 
out result.” 

Five astute men of politics and law talked four hours in a steamboat 
saloon. At the outset Lincoln’s instructions to Seward marked off three 
areas where there could be no discussion. The three Confederate commis- 
sioners made many approaches trying to get a foot or a toe into some one 
of these areas. The Federal President and Secretary of State always ruled 
they were out of bounds, said discussion was impossible. What went on 
in the minds of the five men, the tangled cross-purposes underlying the 
words of their mouths, no onlooker could have caught and reported. 

As between drinking men Seward on his arrival had sent the commission- 
ers three bottles of whisky, though aware that Stephens never took more 
than a teaspoon of it at a time. Hunter, who had spent most of his life in 
Washington, genially asked Seward: “Governor, how is the Capitol? Is it 
finished?” Whereupon Seward described the new dome and the great brass 
door. 

Stephens’s account ran that greetings were cordial between those who 
had met before, that Lincoln and he spoke as old friends and at once asked 
about acquaintances of the Mexican War days when Lincoln and Stephens 
were in Congress together. There was good feeling and harmony between 
the States and sections then, Stephens suggested, with a query, “Mr. Presi- 
dent, is there no way of putting an end to the present trouble?” Lincoln 
replied to the Confederate Vice-President that he knew of only one way 
and that was for those who were resisting the laws of the Union to cease 
that resistance. 

There might be a “continental question” on which they could adjust the 
strife, Stephens once led off, Lincoln rejoining that Mr. Blair in Richmond 
on matters in Mexico had spoken with no authority from him. Often the 
talk ranged around States’ Rights and slavery, courteously, respectfully, 
even-tempered— with deep chasms of disagreement. At one point, according 
to Stephens, Lincoln said it was not his intention in the beginning to inter- 
fere with slavery; necessity had compelled it; he had interfered only when 
driven to it; he had favored no extension of slavery into the Territories but 
did not think that the Federal Government had power over slavery in the 
States except as a war measure; he had always been in favor of emancipation, 
but not immediate emancipation, even by the States. 

The people of the North were as responsible for slavery as the people of 
the South (as Stephens heard Lincoln say it) and “He knew some [m the 
North] who were in favor of an appropriation as high as four hundred mil- 
lions of dollars for this purpose [of paying owners for the loss of their 
slaves]. ‘I could mention persons,’ said he, 'whose names would astonish you, 
who are willing to do this if the war shall now cease.’ ” 

On Hunter’s saying it seemed that Lincoln’s terms forced the Confeder- 
ate people to choose nothing else than unconditional surrender and submis- 
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sion, Seward with quiet dignity insisted that “no words like unconditional 
submission had been used” nor any harsh phrases meaning degradation or 
humiliation. With peace, said Seward, the Southern people would again be 
under the Constitution “with all their rights secured thereby.” 

Campbell had a feeling that Stephens along with Davis was “duped” by 
Blair into hopes of somehow using Mexico. “I was incredulous,” wrote 
Campbell. “Mr. Hunter did not have faith. Mr. Stephens supposed Blair to 
be 'the mentor of the Administration and the Republican party.’ ” Of course 
Campbell, as a man of no vivid streaks and whimsical blends such as ran 
through Stephens, failed to credit Stephens with using the only prop and 
lever allowed them by Davis’s instructions. The opening query of the con- 
ference had come from Stephens to Lincoln “Well, Mr. President, is there 
no way of putting an end to the present trouble . . . existing between the 
different States and sections of the country?” In this Stephens did not go so 
far as Lincoln’s term “our one common country,” but he did with intention 
and meaning as his first stroke at the conference abandon the Davis phrase 
“two countries.” Could Davis have listened in, he would have suspected the 
Stephens motive. 

Stripping the discussions of the language of diplomacy and briefing it, 
Stephens in effect asked why not stop fighting among ourselves and take 
on a war in Mexico together^ 3 Lincoln answered in effect that we would 
take on another war only after the question of Union was settled. Campbell 
raised questions of how the Confederates might return armies to peace, of 
what would be done about the new freedom of the slaves, of Senators and 
Congressmen elected to go to Washington from seceded States returning 
to the Union, of Virginia now divided into two States, of claims for South- 
ern property taken or wrecked in the war. Lincoln and Seward answered 
that some of these points were covered in the President’s December message 
to Congress, other points would have to go to the courts, and Congress 
might be liberal in handling property claims after the war fever had cooled 
down. West Virginia would stay as a separate State. The new freedom of 
the Negroes would be passed on by courts; the Emancipation Proclamation 
would stand with no change from Lincoln. And it was news to the Confed- 
erate commissioners that the United States Congress on January 31 had 
passed the Thirteenth Amendment to the Constitution and when this should 
also pass three-fourths of the State legislatures, it would outlaw and abolish 
slavery. 

Lincoln often had to make it clear that as the Executive he might person- 
ally wish to do some things, but under the Constitution those things would 
have to go to Congress or the courts or the States. Once he stressed the 
point that even if the Confederate States should consider coming back into 
the Union, he could not make any bargains with armed forces making war 
on his Government; until the war was over some things could not begin to 
commence. b 

At this Hunter reached back into history for a parallel. Hunter pointed 
to King Charles I of England and how that monarch bargained with people 








Roads conference. Original in the Barrett collection. 



42 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

in arms against his Government. Hunter’s argument was long and elaborate, 
insisting that peace could come through Lincoln’s recognizing the right of 
Davis to make a treaty. 

“Mr. Lincoln’s face,” ran a later newspaper account by Stephens, “then 
wore that indescribable expression which generally preceded his hardest hits, 
and he remarked. 'Upon questions of history I must refer you to Mr. 
Seward, for he is posted in such things, and I don’t pretend to be bright. 
My only distinct recollection of the matter is that Charles lost his head.’ 
That settled Mr. Hunter for a while.” 

Another account by Stephens had Lincoln replying: “I do not profess 
to be posted in history. On all such matters I will turn you over to Seward. 
All I distinctly recollect about the case of Charles I. is that he lost his head 
in the end.” 

Lamon later gathered this, possibly from Lincoln: “On the question of 
history I must refer you to Mr. Seward, who is posted in such matters. I 
don’t pretend to be; but I have a tolerably distinct recollection, in the case 
you refer to, that Charles lost his head, and I have no head to spare.” 

How could Campbell at such a time and place tell Lincoln and Seward 
that in the first five minutes of the conference he saw that Davis had been 
under a “delusion” and fooled by Blair’s Mexican moonshine, that there was 
no hope of peace except through the gate of agreement to “our one com- 
mon country,” that Davis’s stipulation of “two countries” had the confer- 
ence sunk at the start? 

How could Little Aleck chime in with a footnote for Lincoln about how 
before the war began he said No when they came offering him place as 
President of the Confederate States of America if he would merely pledge 
himself to “strike the first blow”* Or how could “the little pale star from 
Georgia” shed light on his actions toward impeaching Davis* Or how could 
Lincoln in such a gathering tell the Confederates that they had millions of 
sympathizers in the North, that his own party leaders had wanted someone 
else for President of the United States, that they were heaping scorn on him 
now because he was not joining their cries for retaliation, punishment of the 
Southern leaders, wholesale hangings* 

. Hunter was to go away and report to a Richmond mass meeting, “Mr. 
Lincoln told us, told me, that while we could send representatives to the 
Yankee Congress, yet it rested with that Congress to say whether they 
would receive them or not.” This was correct. “Thus,” proceeded Hunter, 
we would cast every thing away, and go to them as a subdued, subjugated 
and degraded people, to be held m subjection by their soldiery.” That this 
was the spirit of Congress and not the animus of Lincoln and Seward during 
the conference failed to get into Hunter’s report. None of the three com- 
missioners reported to their people that Lincoln had said he could mention 
“persons whose names would astonish you” who favored a $400,000,000 
appropriation for compensation to the South for its lost slave property. 
Stephens, according to the Augusta Chronicle , , “thought he was doing a 
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favor to Mr. Lincoln” in not publishing this matter of compensation, ‘‘for 
it would be used to the injury of Mr. Lincoln.” 

No good would have come to the commissioners from publishing part 
of the informal proceedings which came to Lamon’s ear, it seemed, from 
Lincoln himself. A hush fell over the conference at one point where Lincoln 
found himself required to contradict gravely and directly remarks made by 
the Confederate commissioners. His words were measured and sounded like 
doom, for he was saying that the conduct of certain rebel leaders had been 
such that they had plainly forfeited all right to immunity from punishment 
for the highest crime known to law. He had come to the brink of saying 
they should be strung up for treason, hang high and lonesome as traitors. 

There was a hush and a pause. Hunter gave Lincoln a steady, searching 
look, and then very deliberately: “Mr. President, if we understand you cor- 
rectly, you think that we of the Confederacy have committed treason, that 
we are traitors to your government, that we have forfeited our rights, and 
are proper subjects for the hangman. Is not that about what your words 
imply 

“Yes,” rejoined Lincoln. “You have stated the proposition better than 
I did. That is about the size of it!” 

Another hush and a somewhat painful pause, then Hunter with a pleas- 
ant smile: “Well, Mr. Lincoln, we have about concluded that we shall not 
be hanged as long as you are President— if we behave ourselves.” 

The painter Carpenter shortly after the confabulations at Hampton 
Roads asked Lincoln about the New York Herald account with its reference 
to his telling “a little story” amid the solemnities. “Why,” said he, as Car- 
penter later wrote it down, “has it leaked out> I was m hopes nothing would 
be said about that , lest some over-sensitive people should imagine there was 
a degree of levity in the intercourse between us You see, we had reached 
and were discussing the slavery question. Mr. Hunter said, substantially, that 
the slaves, always accustomed to an overseer, and to work upon compulsion, 
suddenly freed, as they would be if the South should consent to peace on 
the basis of the ‘Emancipation Proclamation,’ would precipitate not only 
themselves but the entire Southern society into irremediable ruin. No work 
would be done, nothing would be cultivated, and both blacks and whites 
would starve! 

“I waited for Seward to answer that argument, but as he was silent, I at 
length said: ‘Mr. Hunter, you ought to know a great deal better about this 
matter than I , for you have always lived under the slave system. I can only 
say, in reply to your statement of the case, that it reminds me of a man out 
in Illinois, by the name of Case, who undertook, a few years ago, to raise a 
very large herd of hogs. It was a great trouble to feed them, and how to get 
around this was a puzzle to him. At length he hit on the plan of planting 
an immense field of potatoes, and, when they were sufficiently grown, he 
turned the whole herd into the field, and let them have full swing, thus sav- 
ing not only the labor of feeding the hogs, but also that of digging the 
potatoes. Charmed with his sagacity, he stood one day leaning against the 
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fence, counting his hogs, when a neighbor came along. “Well, well,” said he, 
“Mr. Case, this is all very fine. Your hogs are doing very well just now, but 
you know out here in Illinois the frost comes early, and the ground freezes 
a foot deep. Then what are they going to do ? ” This was a view of the mat- 
ter Mr. Case had not taken into account. Butchermg-time for hogs was ’way 
on in December or January. He scratched his head, and at length stammered, 
“Well, it may come pretty hard on their snouts , but I don’t see but that it 
will be ‘root, hog, or die 1 ’ ” ’ ” 

To Lamon also Lincoln told this fable, Lamon writing it somewhat dif- 
ferent, ending* “Well, it will be a leetle hard on their snouts, I reckon, but 
them shoats will have to root, hog, or die.” Then, according to Lamon, Lin- 
coln drew the moral of his fable: “And so, in the dire contingency you 
name, whites and black alike will have to look out for themselves, and I 
have an abiding faith that they will go about it in a fashion that will un- 
deceive you m a very agreeable way.” 

Thus Lincoln told the matter to Lamon. To his Secretary of the Interior, 
he gave it in shorter form. Usher noted that “from his manner in repeating 
this scene he seemed to appreciate the compliment highly.” Hunter was the 
one Confederate conferee who stirred smoldering fire in Lincoln. An 
Augusta (Georgia) Chronicle interview with Stephens later related: “Hunter 
declared that he had never entertained any fears for his person or life from 
so mild a government as that of the United States. To which Mr. Lincoln 
retorted that he, also, had felt easy as to the Rebels, but not always so easy 
about the lamp-posts around Washington City,— a hint that he had already 
done more favors for the Rebels than was exactly popular with the radical 
men of his own party. Mr. Lincoln’s manner had now grown more positive. 
He suggested that it would be better for the Rebel States to return at once 
than to risk the chances of continuing the war, and the increasing bitterness 
of feeling in Congress. The time might come, he said, when they would not 
be considered as an erring people invited back to citizenship, but would be 
looked upon as enemies to be exterminated or ruined. During the confer- 
ence, the amendment to the Federal Constitution, which has just been 
adopted by Congress, was read, providing that neither slavery nor involun- 
tary servitude, except for crime, should exist within the United States, or 
any place within its jurisdiction, and Congress should have power to enforce 
the amendment by appropriate legislation.” 

A fellowship resting on thin fire, m a far cavern of gloom, seemed to 
have renewal between Lincoln and Stephens. Stephens came aboard the 
steamer wearing a coarse gray woolen overcoat of newly improvised South- 
ern manufacture. The thick cloth of this garment came down nearly to his 
feet and he looked almost like an average-sized man, though his weight was 
only ninety pounds. Lincoln, a foot taller than Stephens and nearly twice 
his weight, had come into the steamer saloon and stood watching the dwarf- 
ish Georgian shake loose and step out of his huge overcoat, unwinding a 
long wool muffler and several shawls. Lincoln moved toward Little Aleck, 
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whom he had not seen in sixteen years, and with a smiling handshake: 
“Never have I seen so small a nubbin come out of so much husk.” 

That was the way Stephens remembered and told it. As Lamon noted it 
from Lincoln himself the remark ran- “Was there ever such a nubbin after 
so much shucking^ 3 ” And Grant was interested that Lincoln should ask him 
if he had seen that overcoat of Stephens’s. Grant had noticed it very par- 
ticularly. “Well, did you see him take it ofP” Grant had. “Well, didn’t you 
think it was the biggest shuck and the littlest ear that ever you did see^” 

Once during the conference someone spoke of an Illinois Congressman 
who had gone to the Mexican War. This drew from Stephens a story touch- 
ing on how in a House session the Illinois members themselves could not 
agree on how to pronounce the name of their State. Some insisted it was 
“Uk-noy” others that it was “Wi-nois” One of them appealed to the vener- 
able John Quincy Adams, who with a malicious smile thrust out: “If one 
were to judge from the character of the representatives in this Congress 
from that State, I should decide unhesitatingly that the proper pronuncia- 
tion was ‘All noise 1 ’ ” Thus Stephens’s anecdote was relayed by Lincoln to 
Carpenter as a piece of brightness worth passing on. 

Lincoln tried free straightaway peace talk on Stephens only— as though 
they might be alone on the wide heaving Atlantic and no listener but a gray 
sea as melancholy as their own two worn hearts. Lincoln spoke his personal 
judgments about immediate emancipation. “Many evils attending this ap- 
peared to him,” wrote Stephens. A gradual emancipation across perhaps a 
five-year period would better enable the two races to work out their codes 
and designs for living together than emancipation at one sweep. Stephens 
wrote of this mood and what followed, that after pausing for some time, 
his head rather bent down, as if in deep reflection, while all were silent, 
Lincoln rose and used these words, almost, if not quite, exactly. 

“Stephens, if I were in Georgia, and entertained the sentiments I do— 
though, I suppose, I should not be permitted to stay there long with them; 
but if I resided in Georgia, with my present sentiments, I’ll tell you what 
I would do, if I were in your place- I would go home and get the Governor 
of the State to call the Legislature together, and get them to recall all the 
State troops from the war; elect Senators and Members to Congress, and 
ratify this Constitutional Amendment [outlawing and abolishing slavery] 
prospectively , so as to take effect— say in five years. Such a ratification would 
be valid in my opinion. I have looked into the subject, and think such a 
prospective ratification would be valid. Whatever may have been the views 
of your people before the war, they must be convinced now, that Slavery 
is doomed. It cannot last long in any event, and the best course, it seems to 
me, for your public men to pursue, would be to adopt such a policy as will 
avoid, as far as possible, the evils of immediate emancipation. This would be 
my course, if I were in your place.” 

Lincoln spoke this as though Stephens had a genius for suffering that 
might gather and use an appeal to suffer more yet. The two men had a like 
melancholy, Stephens once recording: “Sometimes I have thought that of 
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all men I was most miserable; that I was especially doomed to misfortune, 
to melancholy, to grief. . . . The misery, the deep agony of spirit I have 
suffered, no mortal knows, nor ever will. . . . The torture of body is severe, 
I have had my share of that. . . . But all these are slight when compared 
with the pangs of an offended or wounded spirit. The heart alone knoweth 
its own sorrow. I have borne it these many years. I have borne it all my 
life.” Lincoln knew deeply the same mood. They were the two most somber 
figures at this five-man conference. And by paradox they laughed more 
through the discussions than any two of the five. 

Now came the friendly handshakings of saying good-by, of ending the 
Hampton Roads conference, a world of nations and people watching, a 
horde of journalists and politicians puzzling. Stephens again asked Lincoln 
to reconsider Blair’s stalking horse, the plan of an armistice on the basis of 
a Mexican expedition commanded by Jeff Davis. Lincoln. u Well, Stephens, 
I will reconsider it; but I do not think my mind will change.” 

Nothing more seemed worth saying. The President of the United States 
said to the Vice-President of the Confederacy: “Well, Stephens, there has 
been nothing we could do for our country. Is there anything I can do for 
you personally?” 

“Nothing.” Then Little Aleck’s pale face brightened. “Unless you can 
send me my nephew who has been for twenty months a prisoner on John- 
son’s Island.” 

Lincoln’s face too brightened. “I shall be glad to do it. Let me have his 
name.” And he wrote it down in a notebook. 

After handshakings all round the Confederate commissioners were put 
in a rowboat and taken to their steamer for return to their own army lines. 
They were getting ready to steam away when they saw a rowboat with a 
Negro at the oars heading for their steamer. He reached their deck with 
a basket of champagne and a note with the compliments of Mr. Seward. 
The commissioners read the note, waved their handkerchiefs in acknowledg- 
ment. Then they saw Mr. Seward, speaking through a boatswain’s trumpet. 
The words of the Secretary of State came clear. He was saying, “Keep the 
champagne , but return the negro!” Thus ran the final informal words of 
the Hampton Roads conference, which was quite informal but not at all 
final. 

To-day they returned to Richmond,” wrote General Meade to his wife, 
“but what was the result of their visit no one knows. At the present mo- 
ment, 8 p.m., the artillery on our lines is in full blast, clearly proving that 
at this moment there is no peace.” r & 

In company with Major Eckert, with Robert S. Chew, Seward’s private 
secretary, and with Forbes, who carried Lincoln’s traveling-bag, Lincoln and 
Seward rode a steamer up Chesapeake Bay for Annapolis. They had finished 
a hard day’s work with a wide world wondering what of it. In Washington 
was curiosity and fury. In New York the stock market was nervous and 
wavering. The gold speculators were crazy to go but couldn’t figure 
whicn way. A crowd was on hand at Annapolis to see the President. News- 
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papermen failed to wring anything definite from Lincoln, Seward, or Eckert. 

But Eckert was staggered at what happened to him. On the railway sta- 
tion platform he saw a man he knew, an acquaintance, who drew him one 
side and talked fast, saying it was all strictly confidential, asking him for 
straight inside information on what had been done at Hampton Roads, at 
the same time putting in Eckert’s hands an envelope which he said would 
pay Eckert for his trouble. Eckert put the man off with excuses, went to 
Lincoln’s railway coach and, standing before Lincoln, opened the sealed 
envelope and showed Lincoln a certified check for $100,000, telling Lincoln 
how it had come into his hands. Lincoln asked Eckert who gave it to him. 
Eckert replied, “I am not at liberty to say, but when the train is ready to 
leave, I will be on the platform, and hand the envelop to the man from 
whom I received it, so that you can see who he is.” This was done, Eckert 
telling the man that he was obliged to decline the offer and could give him 
no news at all about what had been done at the Hampton Roads conference. 
Thus David Homer Bates had the matter from Eckert, Bates writing that on 
the station platform “Lincoln saw the transaction, and recognized the man 
as one prominent in political affairs . . . who had held a responsible official 
position in one of the western States. Upon returning to the car, Lincoln 
remained silent for a long time, but afterward, when he and Eckert could 
converse together without attracting Seward’s special attention, or that of 
Robert S. Chew, his private secretary, the only other occupants of the car, 
it was agreed that neither should disclose the incident to any one excepting 
only Secretary Stanton, Eckert contending that the effect on public opinion 
generally . . . would be very injurious at a time of such extreme tension.” 

At the White House that evening Eckert and Lincoln met Stanton, told 
him the peace-conference news, gave him the details about the certified 
check and the name of the man who let Eckert have it for a few minutes. 
In the many days to come the incident was kept secret, along with the man’s 
name and why a little reliable inside information about what was done at 
Hampton Roads would be worth $100,000 to whatever unknown interests 
he served as a go-between. 

The next day, February 4, not a Cabinet member was missing at the noon 
meeting. They heard from Lincoln and Seward that the conference of the 
day before won no results and the exchanges had been “pleasant and without 
acrimony.” Seward, suspected Welles, would like in such affairs to manage 
the President. A jealous Cabinet, a peculiar array of counselors it was, in 
view of what happened the next day of February 5 at an evening session. 
Not one of the chosen advisers, not one of the seven executive department 
heads, neither Seward nor Welles of the first 1861 Cabinet, nor Stanton who 
had been there three years, nor Usher, Fessenden, Dennison, Speed, not one 
ranged himself alongside the President in one of the boldest constructive 
proposals he had ever laid before them. All were Christian churchmen, 
though each one withheld himself from joining Lincoln in an act for which 
an argument could be made that it was laden and shining with the spirit of 
the Sermon on the Mount. 
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Lincoln called the session for an evening. During this day of February j 
he spent most of his time on a message and proclamation from the President 
to go to the Senate and House, asking those “honorable bodies” to resolve 
that the President of the United States be empowered, in his discretion, to 
pay $400,000,000 to various Southern States, which were named. Six per cent 
Government bonds would form the payment, “to be distributed among said 
States pro rata on their respective slave populations as shown by the census 
of i860, and no part of said sum to be paid unless all resistance to the Na- 
tional authority shall be abandoned and cease, on or before the first day of 
April next.” The adoption of such a resolution was sought with a view to 
embody it, with other propositions, “in a proclamation looking to peace 
and reunion.” The proclamation would read: 

“Now therefore, I, Abraham Lincoln, President of the United States, do 
proclaim, declare, and make known, that on the conditions therein stated, 
the power conferred on the Executive in and by said joint resolution will 
be fully exercised; that war will cease and armies be reduced to a basis of 
peace; that all political offenses will be pardoned; that all property, except 
slaves, liable to confiscation or forfeiture, will be released therefrom, except 
in cases of intervening interests of third parties; and that liberality will be 
recommended to Congress upon all points not lying within Executive con- 
trol.” 

This document Lincoln confidentially laid before his Cabinet. Did they 
consider it wise or expedient ? not so bad or not so good^ “It would appear,” 
wrote Nicolay and Hay, “that there was but little discussion of the proposi- 
tion. The President’s evident earnestness on the one side, and the unanimous 
dissent of the Cabinet on the other, probably created an awkward situation 
which could be best relieved by silence on each hand.” 

Usher wrote of the President somewhat surprised at all the Cabinet being 
opposed, and asking, “How long will the war last>” No one answered, so 
the President took it on himself: “A hundred days. We are spending now 
in carrying on the war three millions a day, which will amount to all this 
money, besides all the lives.” With a deep sigh, noted Usher, he added, “But 
you are all opposed to me, and I will not send the message.” 

On the back of the manuscript of this proposed message, under the date 
of February 5, 1865, Lincoln wrote: “Today these papers, which explain 
themselves, were drawn up and submitted to the Cabinet and unanimously 
disapproved by them.” He signed his name as though it was history and 
should be of record. 

Welles in his diary sketched it as “a scheme which he [Lincoln] hoped 
would be successful in promoting peace.” Summarizing it, Welles wrote, 
“This in few words was the scheme.” The best word Welles could find for 
it was “scheme.” With his colleagues he saw the President in this a schemer 
rather than a solid statesman. “It did not meet with favor, but was dropped. 
The earnest desire of the President to conciliate and effect peace was mani- 
fest, but there may be such a thing as so overdoing as to cause a distrust 
or adverse feeling.” 
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In the present temper of Congress, judged Welles, “the proposed meas- 
ure, if a wise one, could not be carried through successfully. I do not think 
the scheme could accomplish any good results. The Rebels would miscon- 
strue it if the offer were made. If attempted and defeated it would do harm.” 

Welles, whose judgment probably reflected that of most of the Cabinet, 
believed his guess was better than that of Lincoln on how the South would 
take the proposal. Also Welles looked toward Congress and the Lincoln 
opposition there rather than toward the country and the people, the forces 
by which Lincoln the year before had overcome the almost unanimous array 
of politicians in Congress opposed to him. Furthermore, Welles doubted 
whether the measure was “a wise one” but in case it could be proved wise, 
then it “could not be carried through successfully.” 

So the war would go on. The majestic and incalculably dynamic gesture 
Lincoln asked for, was out. A policy of nonretaliation, of “molding society 
for durability in the Union,” as he hoped in the December message, would 
have to come slowly. Could an Executive tame and gentle in degree the 
savagery of a coming chaos? Far more often than his Cabinet during the 
war he had correctly fathomed the country and the people. The same vast 
audience one with him on the House Divided speech, on the Gettysburg 
Address, on the letter to Mrs. Bixby, would respond to the freehanded pro- 
posals of the proclamation on which the Cabinet now turned thumbs down— 
so he believed. His confidential advisers were thinking of Washington and 
Congress and politics, he was thinking of the great everyday masses of 
people North and South. The Cabinet was correct in feeling that the pres- 
ent controlling Southern politicians would hoot his proposed proclamation. 
But beyond might be a mass of Southern people moving and acting when 
those politicians were discredited as prophets and bankrupt as statesmen. 
As Lincoln laid aside the memorandum vetoed by his Cabinet, he looked 
forward, Nicolay and Hay were agreed, “to a not distant day when, in the 
new term of the Presidency to which he was already elected, the Cabinet 
would respond more charitably to his own generous impulses.” Much was 
to happen before those now wishing to correct him would have any inklings 
of what he meant by “molding society for durability m the Union.” 

When the Confederate commissioners came back with their report, Rich- 
mond was turned upside down humanly, with high-noon processions, no 
less than twenty government orators joined by ministers in churches and 
theatres and at speaking stands where crowds gathered. “Lincoln has con- 
fessed,” said Judah P. Benjamin at a midday church meeting, “that without 
200,000 negroes which he stole from us, he would be compelled to give up 
the contest.” “If anything was wanted to stir the blood,” said Hunter the 
third day after he had been at Hampton Roads, at this midday church meet- 
ing, “it was furnished when we were told that the United States could not 
consent to entertain any proposition coming from us as a people. Lincoln 
might have offered something.” In a speech that fascinated his audience with 
unexpected strength and passion Jefferson Davis spoke. In word and tone 
was a magnificent contempt of any death or humiliation that could be forced 
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on him, and either of these he would prefer “sooner than we should ever be 
united again.” With curled lips of scorn he referred to the archantagonist 
“His Majesty Abraham the First.” He swept himself along in a rushing 
prophecy that the Confederacy would yet “compel the Yankees, in less than 
twelve months, to petition us for peace on our own terms.” 

Little Aleck Stephens sat listening, said afterward that as oratoiy it was 
bold, lofty, undaunted, and he could understand those who considered it 
superb. Some, noted the Georgian, compared Davis of this hour to Demos- 
thenes, but for himself he was reminded of the charge of the Light Brigade 
at Balaklava and the Frenchman who summarized its useless sacrifice: “It is 
brilliant; it is grand; but it is not war.” A few days proved that in effect the 
effort to rouse the Confederacy to new fighting spirit was the same as beat- 
ing a half-starved horse. In the immediate neighborhood of the Confederate 
Government a new flame rose for a moment and then sputtered out. On the 
long line from Richmond, Virginia, to Corpus Christi, Texas, rose no fresh 
torches of hope. Lee got no troops, his wagons no com nor fodder, from 
the oratory. 

The Rhett faction was now saying in the Charleston Mercury, February 
2, 1865, they would see “all our blood poured out for worse than nothing” 
unless the Confederacy held out for independence— and slavery. “If [die 
Confederate] Congress will perform its duties fearlessly even to the im- 
peachment of Mr. Davis, if need be— reform the Government from turret to 
foundation stone— and the States will stand firm on the slavery platform— we 
may continue the struggle, and reasonably hope to succeed— not otherwise. 
Let us brace ourselves to the task.” 

“Perhaps . . . war will rage with greater fury than ever,” wrote J. B. 
Jones in his diary, February 6. He hoped so. In the next sentence he wrote, 
“Mr. Stephens will go into Georgia, and reanimate his people.” So it was 
said. But it was not so. They had asked him to join in the oratory at a Capi- 
tol Square meeting. “I declined,” ran Stephens’s explanation, “because I 
could not undertake to impress upon the minds of the people the idea that 
they could do what I believed to be impossible.” He knew they were too 
far shattered in men and resources and leadership to hold out against the 
massive and growing Northern war strength. 

After his refusal to join the orators the Vice-President of the Confed- 
eracy called on its President, “He inquired what it was my purpose to do. 
I told him it was to go home and remain there. I should neither make any 
speech, nor even make known to the public in any way my views of the 
general condition of affairs, but quietly abide the issue of fortune.” Stephens 
parted from Davis, he noted, “in the same friendship which had on all occa- 
sions marked our personal intercourse.” He was leaving Richmond in no ill 
humor, “but because I could not sanction a policy which I thought would 
certainly end in disaster, and I did not wish to be where my opinions might, 
by possibility, be the cause of divisions and dissensions.” He left Richmond 
on February 9, reached his home at Crawfordsville, Georgia, on February 
20, where, as he said, “I remained in perfect retirement.” Stephens was too 

$ 
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far committed, by word of mouth and by instinct of heart, to the States’ 
Rights theory to go as far as Lincoln advised him to. On the other hand 
his conscience did allow him to go home, stay there, keep silence, and watch 
a tragic drama where his voice lacked authority draw to a close. 

Lincoln in Washington sent a telegram to Johnson’s Island, in Lake Erie 
north of Ohio, resulting in an officer entering the building which held a mass 
of Confederate prisoners, and calling out: “Lieutenant John A. Stephens of 
Georgia!” The Lieutenant thought he was called out to be shot. He had 
been captured at Vicksburg and after five months in a New Orleans dog- 
house transferred far north, he had heard nothing and seen nothing to 
help him imagine why his name now was called. Through some mistake 
they wanted him and were going to stand him before a firing squad. That 
was his main impression. 

So Lieutenant Stephens was pleased to hear at headquarters that Presi- 
dent Lincoln wanted to see him. They put him on a sleigh, a cutter, and to 
the jingle of merry bells in bitter winter weather he was driven twenty 
miles across the ice on Lake Erie to Sandusky. Transportation was handed 
him. He rode the railroad cars to Washington, called at the White House 
and sent in his name. 

At once he was ushered into Lincoln’s office, found the President half 
sitting and half slouched on a table, talking with Seward. Mr. Lincoln rose, 
shook his hand warmly and with a smile. “I saw your uncle, the Honorable 
Alexander H. Stephens, recently at Hampton Roads.” The Lieutenant had 
seen no newspapers on Johnson’s Island and this was even the first news he 
had that his uncle was still alive. Mr. Lincoln continued: “I told your uncle 
I would send you to him, Lieutenant.” The Lieutenant was deeply moved 
and grateful. And he was just a little dizzy over the next words from the 
President* “You have the freedom of the city as long as you please to remain 
here. When you want to go home, let me know, and I will pass you through 
the lines.” Mr. Lincoln went on talking pleasantly, telling him about 
Hampton Roads, asking him many questions, and making the hour one to 
remember. Two weeks the Lieutenant stayed in Washington, finding old 
friends of his own and his uncle’s who entertained him. He put on weight, 
gained strength. 

When he went to Mr. Lincoln and told him he was ready to go to 
Richmond, Mr. Lincoln gave him a letter he was to carry to his uncle. It 
read: “According to our agreement, your nephew, Lieutenant Stephens, 
goes to you, bearing this note. Please, in return, to select and send to me 
that officer of the same rank at Richmond, whose physical condition most 
urgently requires his release.” He signed a pass through the Union Army 
lines for the lieutenant and then did a sentimental thing never done before in 
the White House. He handed the Confederate lieutenant a photograph of 
himself with the remark: “You had better take that along. It is considered 
quite a curiosity down your way, I believe.” Why did Mr. Lincoln do 
this? He wanted to help Mr. Stephens remember what an old laughing 
friend looked like— was that i t ? 
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During the weeks of the Blair mission, the Hampton Roads conferencej 
and its aftermath in Congress another affair progressed, little of it known 
to the public. One General J. W. Singleton arrived m Richmond on the re- 
turn trip of the boat that had taken Blair away from his first visit to Rich- 
mond. Brief items in Northern newspapers about Singleton said he was an 
Illinois member of the Sons of Liberty, that he registered at the Spotswood 
Hotel, that he had earnest and cordial talks with many ladies and gentlemen 
who respected a Northern sympathizer with the South, that he interviewed 
General Lee and President Davis, that he then returned to Washington and 
reported to the President his conviction that the South would not make 
peace without independence. Under whatever open mission Singleton went 
to Richmond, it was mainly a false pretense. His real errand was a secret 
kept in a small circle, as told in a diary entry of Browning: 

Thursday Jany 5 The President sent me word last night that he wished to see me 
this morning I had previously talked with him about permitting Singleton to go 

South to buy Cotton, tobacco &c. a scheme out of which he, Singleton, Judge Hughes 

of the Court of Claims, Senator Morgan myself and some others, hope to make some 
money, and do the Country some service. He wished to see me upon this subject 
now. We talked it all over, and before leaving him he gave me two cards for Single- 
ton as follows 

“Allow the bearer, James W Singleton, to pass our lines with ordinary baggage, 
and go South. 

“Jany 5, 1865. A Lincoln’’ 

“Allow the bearer, James W Singleton to pass our lines, with any Southern prod- 
ucts, and go to any of our trading posts, there to be subject to the regulations of the 
Treasury Department 

“Jany 5, 1865 A Lincoln” 

He gave me another paper for Hughes securing him and his agents, protection 
and transportation when we shall get the products on this side the lme 

He gave me a history of two of the half sisters of Mrs Lincoln who are rebels. 
Mrs Helm and Mrs White and wished some of us to see Mrs Helm, and make some 
arrangement with her about 600 bales of cotton she claims to have somewhere m 
the South. 

Again Lincoln had favored friends, giving them the highly prized trad- 
ing permits. Again there were complications. On January 30 Browning 
wrote of interviewing General Singleton just arrived from Richmond. “He 
brought back contracts for seven millions dollars worth of Cotton, Tobacco, 
Rosin and Turpentine, which will make us rich if we can only get it out.” 
Two nights later “Singleton & I went to the Presidents, and had a talk about 
public affairs— Singleton reporting who he saw, and what was said in 
Richmond. He then showed him [the President] his contracts, and told him 
he only wanted protection in getting out what he had bought— the whole 
to be paid for in Green backs. He expressed himself pleased with what was 
done-said he wanted to get out all he could, and send in all the Green 
backs he could in exchange, and that he would do for us all that he could.” 

On February 7, noted Browning, Singleton left Washington “for New 
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tfork to make his financial arrangements for cotton, tobacco, &c” Two 
nights later the President gave Browning a letter dated February 7 for 
Singleton to deliver to General Grant. This letter threw all future decisions 
as to Singleton, and his war fortunes, into the hands of Grant. It read: 

General Singleton, who bears yon this, claims that he already has arrangements 
made, if you consent, to bring a large amount of Southern produce through your 
lines. For its bearing on our finances, I would be glad for this to be done, if it can 
be, without injuriously disturbing your military operations, or supplying the enemy. 
I wish you to be judge and master on these points. Please see and hear him fully, 
and decide whether anything, and, if anything, what, can be done m the premises. 

A month later newspapers reported 200,000 pounds of tobacco bought 
by General Singleton as seized and burned by Grant’s troops. Browning 
hurried with Judge Hughes to the White House. “There was a crowd of 
people in waiting,” wrote Browning, “but we were admitted soon after we 
got there. The President at once showed us despatches from Genl Grant to 
Mr Stanton . . . saying substantially that General Singleton and Judge 
Hughes were at Richmond engaged in a stupendous scheme to make mil- 
lions of dollars by buying produce of the rebels and giving them supplies 
in exchange— that they were willing to sacrifice the interests of the Country 
to the accomplishment of their purpose, and that they ought to be recalled 
and their permits taken away from them. He [Grant] said he got his infor- 
mation from our friends in Richmond of whom we had many. This aston- 
ished me greatly. . . . The President seemed troubled and perplexed, and 
distressed that the tobacco had been destroyed, and manifested a desire to 
keep faith, and save Singleton from rum if he could, but at the same time 
gave me the impression that he was afraid to take the responsibility. I 
thought he was afraid of Secretary Stanton, although he said Stanton had 
always been in favor of getting out products. I suggested that I would see, 
and converse, with Mr Stanton upon the subject, and he urged me to 
do so. He also thought that Judge Hughes ought to go down and see Grant, 
saying he would give him a pass to go, and also wrote a letter to Grant.” 

In this interview on March 1 1 Lincoln felt that Browning was not en- 
titled to know of a letter written to Grant three days before. Grant’s wrathy 
telegrams to Stanton, about Singleton and Hughes fortune-hunting in Rich- 
mond, had been laid before him by Stanton, the President wrote to Grant. 
“As to Singleton and Hughes, I think they are not in Richmond by any 
authority, unless it be from you. I remember nothing from me which 
could aid them in getting there, except a letter to you.” Here Lincoln in- 
serted a copy of his letter to Grant February 7, adding: “I believe I gave 
Hughes a card putting him with Singleton on the same letter. However 
this may be, I now authorize you to get Singleton and Hughes away from 
Richmond, if you choose, and can. I also authorize you, by an order, or in 
what form you choose, to suspend all operations on the Treasury-trade 
permits, in all places southeastward of the Alleghanies ” 

This letter and the information in it the President withheld from 
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Browning. As in similar intricate paths, the President was keeping a record 
of it. On hearmg from Browning chat Singleton had bought options on 
$7,000,000 worth of commodities in Richmond, he instructed Grant on 
February 7 to do whatever Grant chose to do with the fortune-hunters. 
Grant was on the ground. Grant could decide whether to let them go to 
Richmond. Or Grant could stop them. “I wish you to be judge and master 
on these points.” Of this he did not tell Browning. A month passed and 
Browning came in grief over news of Grant seizing and burning 200,000 
pounds of tobacco, the grief not helped by the President showing Grant’s 
anger over “a stupendous scheme to make millions of dollars.” Browning 
saw the President “troubled and perplexed” but unwilling to overrule 
Grant’s authority, Browning unaware that the President had three days 
before repeated with increased emphasis his point that Grant must be “judge 
and master on these points.” It would have amazed Browning that the 
President that week distinctly wrote to Grant, “I now authorize you to get 
Singleton and Hughes away from Richmond, if you choose, and can.” 

On Sunday, March 1 2, Browning wrote in his diary, “At Church in the 
morning— At night went to Mr Stanton’s and had a long talk with him 
about Singleton’s affairs.” Browning heard Stanton say “every man who 
went through the lines to buy cotton ought to be shot— that it was trading 
in the blood of our soldiers, and sacrificing the interests of the Country to 
enable mercenary scoundrels to amass large fortunes &c.” Stanton was “grati- 
fied” at 200,000 pounds of Singleton’s cotton being destroyed. Then Stanton 
was surprised at Browning producing a “paper Grant had given to Single- 
ton.” It looked as though Grant had given approval to Singleton’s trading. 
Stanton said Grant’s letter needed explanation. “If he [Grant] had given 
such a guaranty he would never have destroyed the produce afterward.” 
Stanton asked Browning for a copy of the letter, which Browning promised 
to furnish the next day. 

Four days later Browning saw the President, said it would be an outrage 
to ruin Singleton as he feared Stanton, now down at Grant’s headquarters, 
might ruthlessly do. The President: “O, no, Stanton is not going to do any- 
thing desperate. He has always heretofore been as much in favor of the 
trade as I am.” 

The affair had many angles and phases. On February 7 Lincoln decided 
Singleton was perhaps a fisher in muddy waters. Grant, nearer Richmond, 
should have the complete say-so on whether Singleton could go to Rich- 
mond. So Lincoln wrote Grant to that effect. A few weeks passed and 
Grant too decided Singleton was a peculiar operator and the day might 
come when it would not look well that Grant had given him approval. So 
Grant sent wrathy telegrams to the War Department, excoriating Singleton. 
This timed with a story that flared in the newspapers, of Singleton’s 200,000 
pounds of cotton seized and destroyed. To that story Browning referred 
in his diary entry March 21 “Mr Stanton returned on yesterday from 
Genl Grant’s head Quarters. I met [him] this morning in the War Depart- 
ment. He took my arm-said he was going to the Presidents, and asked me 
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to walk with him. I did walk with him to the front portico of the White 
House. As we walked he looked at me, laughing, and said ‘That was not 
Singletons tobacco that was seized at Fredericksburg after all-Strange what 
stories get in circulation’ ” To Browning’s point that Singleton was acting 
“in perfect good faith,” toward benefit of the Government, and that he 
should hate to see Singleton ruined, Stanton replied, “We’ll not ruin him 
bad.” Browning said he was sorry anything had been undertaken “which 
does not meet your approbation,” wished that Stanton had been consulted 
in the beginning. This brought from Stanton words rare and remarkable, 
coming from him: “I am as liable to be mistaken as any body else— I may 
be wrong.” 

On March 25 Singleton was back in Washington from his second trip to 
Richmond, and Browning noted: “He has contracted for a large amount of 
produce, and we hope ultimately to be able to save it and get it out. Mrs. 
Helm and Miss Breeden came with him. I called on them at the Metropoli- 
tan in the afternoon. Mrs Helm claims to have 600 bales of cotton in the 
South, which the President is anxious for her to get out, and Genl Grant 
has given her an order for its protection.” 

There, for the time, this matter rested. Lincoln hoped that his wife’s 
sister would be able to salvage her cotton. Singleton knew that he was under 
suspicion and whatever contracts he put through with profits would be 
with watch and scrutiny on him. 

Very little came before the Cabinet meeting of February 7, noted 
Welles. “The President, when I entered the room, was reading with much 
enjoyment certain portions of Petroleum V. Nasby to Dennison and Speed. 
The book is a broad burlesque on modern Democratic party men. Fes- 
senden, who came in just after me, evidently thought it hardly a proper 
subject for the occasion, and the President hastily dropped it.” 

In the Senate that day Wilson of Massachusetts sought to discredit the 
President* saying that Grant would have won the war by now if three 
months ago he could have had a reinforcement of 50,000 or 75,000 men 
to which he was entitled. “Why did we not have it> . . . We have had 
all sorts of interference.” Committees representing draft-evaders had come 
to Washington to ask the President, the Secretary of War, or the Provost 
Marshal General “to do what none of them had any right to do.” On so 
grave a matter Senator Wilson lacked particulars and offered rumors to 
support his allegations. “There is a report in circulation that a large per- 
centage of the number called for from one of the States has been re- 
mitted by the President, who has no more right to do it than I have.” On 
the basis of “a report in circulation” Wilson would like to convict the 
President of failing to get Grant troops needed to end the war. Well under- 
stood was it, among those who sought motives, that draft enrollment was 
a minor affair and Wilson was taking part in a concerted move to drag 
down the executive and raise up the legislative end of the Government. 

In the same week Ben Wade tore into the President’s “pretensions” in 
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Louisiana, saying of Lincoln’s ten-per-cent plan that it was “the most absurd 
and impracticable that ever haunted the imagination of a statesman.” He 
pictured Lincoln as a military autocrat setting up in Louisiana a semblance, 
a counterfeit State government. In the campaign of the year before, said 
Wade of Lincoln, “if it had taken these semblances, these counterfeits, to 
make out his title to the Presidency, before God I would not have con- 
sented to receive them.” 

An artist in vocal discourse and a superb debater, Wade could hit hard, 
if not always clean. Perfect courtesy in Chesterfieldian style got mixed with 
a smooth-flowing insolence in short words. Doolittle of Wisconsin under- 
took a defense of the President and came off a bad second. “If he wants to 
make it appear that he is the peculiar defender of the President of the United 
States,” said Wade, “and that the President cannot stand alone anywhere 
unless braced up . . . allow me to say that he has a much poorer opinion 
of the President than I have. [Laughter.] ... I care nothing for the Sena- 
tor’s attacks. Why wake up Rip Van Winkle^ ... I have done nothing to 
stir up the Senator’s malice that I know of. I have not spoken of him or 
about him or thought of him. He was not even immy thoughts or in my 
mind. I care nothing about him any more than I do about anybody else. 

I bear him no malice, and very little good-will. [Laughter.] ... As I said 
before, he will not provoke a reply from me. Perhaps I ought not to say a 
word in reply, as J did not before. I care nothing for what he has said; I 
even bear him no malice for anything he can say, for I have never had any- 
thing to do with him and never want to have. [Laughter.] . . . What fine 
statesmanship for a ‘friend’ of the President here, instead of undertaking 
to make peace and conciliation in this great council of the United States, 
to descend to the lowest depths of demagogism in order to provoke a 
controversy.” 

This clash began over a resolution of Sumner that the President “be re- 
quested, if in his opinion not incompatible with the public interest, to 
furnish to the Senate any information m his possession concerning recent 
conversations or communications with certain rebels.” Sumner said he be- 
lieved the President was ready to make a full and frank communication. 
“Perhaps I might say that he desires to do it.” Sherman of Ohio doubted 
whether the President should be called on for information. What happened 
at Hampton Roads, Sherman surmised, “will probably never be disclosed, 
or at least not for some time. . . . The President of the United States ought 
to exercise his entire pleasure in the matter, and he ought not to communi- 
cate this information merely to satisfy the curiosity of the Senate and the 
country unless he thinks it will tend to quiet the public mind.” 

Doolittle stepped in with a heavy and lumbering defense of the Presi- 
dent His intentions good enough, what Doolittle had to say made no im- 
pression except to later draw a fierce fire from Wade. “Although he [the 
President] may not have displayed as much genius as some men possess,” 
said Doolittle, “in the end he has displayed a wisdom and a sagacity which 
entitle him to the confidence of the country.” And as though he might be 
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speaking for the President, and certainly aware that it could be so con- 
strued, Doolittle advised that a request to the President for a peace con- 
ference report was “unwise,” and in fact was “an attack substantially upon 
the President.” Morrill of Maine joined Sumner in the point that Doolittle 
was jumpy and oversolicitous in his role of the President’s friend. Doo- 
little rejoined that they were trying to cross-examine the President with 
impudent queries* “What have you been doing ^ Render us an account of 
yourself.” Morrill returned to the fray, holding Doolittle’s speech “ob- 
noxious” and “offensive” in assuming a tone “as if there were a body of 
radical men in this Senate against whom the President of the United States 
needed to be defended.” Doolittle insisted he was misunderstood, but he 
would quote the Senator from Ohio, meaning Mr. Wade, as having said: 
“Your Executive lacks blood, he has not got the nerve to carry out and 
perform his duties as he ought.” 

Wade had sniffed the battle from afar. He now arose, opened new 
issues and old sores of discussion, and in the course of several thousand 
words sowed about as many seeds of discord and bad feeling between the 
executive and legislative ends of the Government as one man might hope to 
in a day’s work. First as to Doolittle: “I fear the President will fare very 
hard unless he has better support; but I care nothing about that; it is 
between him and the President.” Then as to the President. “I do not think 
that it always consists with the honor even of the President that we should 
be his mere servants, obeying everything that we may ascertain to be his 
wish and will, because he is not always wiser than the whole of us or a 
majority of us. ... I wish to God that the President had taken a different 
view from that by which he seems to have been actuated. I wish the Presi- 
dent had conceived it incompatible with the high position he holds as the 
President of the United States to . . . meet the emissaries of the rebel 
chief. I think it was a condescension not very honorable to the nation, on 
his part. ... I think the President ought to tell us what propositions he 
made to these scoundrels, and what they rejected, that the whole country 
may know how we stand related to them.” 

In the House session of the same day of February 8 Stevens put through 
a resolution, much like Sumner’s in the Senate, requesting the President 
to report on Hampton Roads. In the House however it was managed with 
no show of what they liked to call “acrimony.” 

Many Senate and House members nursed a sullen mistrust of Lincoln’s 
latest errand. With more than a few it was a baffled and inarticulate hate 
of the President. One hater and belittler was Representative George W. 
Julian of Indiana. He embodied the viewpoint known as radical. He spoke 
for associates. They agreed with Julian that the return of Lincoln from 
Hampton Roads was a proper moment for a statement of their case against 
the President. The atmosphere was there. When Lincoln had followed 
Seward to Hampton Roads and the completely unexpected news of it went 
forth over Washington, the undercurrents of excitement and frustration 
raged and whirled, wrote Noah Brooks. “The Peace Democrats went about 
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the corridors of the hotels and the Capitol, saying that Lincoln had at last 
come to their way of thinking, and had gone to Hampton Roads to open 
peace negotiations. The radicals were in a fury of rage. They bitterly com- 
plained that the President was about to give up the political fruits which 
had been already gathered from the long and exhausting military struggle.” 
The moderate Republicans of unshaken faith m Lincoln were m a minority; 
they failed to convince the radicals that Lincoln would not give ground 
on emancipation. Forney’s morning Chronicle had blazed with claptrap 
editorials “which sought to prepare the public mind for the sacrifice of 
something vaguely dreadful and dreadfully vague.” These, wrote Brooks, 
were “telegraphed all over the country, and indorsed by thoughtless men 
as the outgivings of President Lincoln. They were read by astonished and 
indignant thousands, were flouted and scouted by the followers of Wade 
and Davis, and they filled with alarm and dejection the minds of multi- 
tudes of readers not conversant with the facts.” Brooks, as newspaperman 
and as a partial confidant of Lincoln, wrote of motives: “The war upon 
President Lincoln for his alleged slowness in regard to the slavery question 
having no longer that excuse . . . the ultra-radicals had flown to negro 
suffrage and a more vigorous system of retaliation upon rebel prisoners 
as convenient weapons in a new aggressiveness, and when it was confidently 
stated that Lincoln had gone to Hampton Roads because he feared that 
Seward would^not make his terms ‘liberal enough,’ the excitement in and 
around the Capitol rose to fever heat.” 

Thad Stevens among the bitterest, according to Brooks, was saying 
“that if the country were to vote over again for President of the United 
States, Benjamin F. Butler, and not Abraham Lincoln, would be their 
choice.” And for the first time since Lincoln had been President a faction 
of his own political party, ruthless men of no hesitations about extreme 
methods when necessary, mentioned the final and desperate weapon they 
might use against him. “Others,” wrote Brooks, “of the same uncompro- 
mising and unreasonable stripe [as Stevens] actually hinted at impeach- 
ment and trial.” 

Certainly the February 7 speech of Representative George W. Julian 
set the frame and laid the scene for a possible impeachment of Lincoln. In 
case the radicals should find that his report on Hampton Roads was con- 
sidered by them a betrayal of their cause, Julian had opened the course 
with a first blast. In some ten thousand words Julian reviewed the war as a 
procession of mistakes, chiefly by the Administration and its head. A 
mediocre speech in phrase, in direct utterance, in perspective or propor- 
tion, it lacked the passion of Wade, wanted the incisive color of Stevens. 
Nevertheless Julian gave it in a tone as though he hoped to be taken for 
a Domesday Book scribe. He would be the muse of History. “I shall not 
shrink from . . . it.” He would bring out “the contrast between Radicalism 
and Conservatism” for Posterity to read in the Congressional Globe and to 
understand. “Justice to public men is as certain as that truth is omnipotent.” 

The war in the beginning lacked hate in the North, ran Julian’s sketch. 



HEAVY SMOKE — DARK SMOKE 59 

A major general early in the war told him “we did not adequately hate,” 
urging him to breathe into loyal people “a spirit of righteous indignation 
and wrath toward the rebels.” This “sickly policy of an inoffensive war” 
was in part the result of the President m July, 1 86 1, disavowing a policy 
“of coercing the revolted States.” Under McClellan, a proslavery com- 
mander sanctioned by the President, the enemy was referred to as “our 
misguided fellow-citizens,” “our erring southern brethren,” “our wayward 
sisters.” It was the radicals who insisted on violence, on blood and money 
being poured out, for the purpose of “ subjugation ” The time of “brotherly 
love toward rebels” had gone by. “Both the people and our armies, under 
this new dispensation, have been learning how to hate rebels as Christian 
patriots ought to have done from the beginning ” 

The radicals refused to go along with the Government and its head in a 
persuasion that “The rebellion was the work of chance; a stupendous acci- 
dent, leaping into life full-grown, without father or mother. . . . Hence it 
was that the President, instead of striking at slavery as a military necessity, 
and while rebuking that policy in his dealings with Hunter and Fremont, 
was at the same time so earnestly espousing chimerical projects for the 
colonization of negroes, coupled with the policy of gradual and compen- 
sated emancipation, which should take place sometime before the year 
1900, if the slaveholders should be willing.” Hence the Administration gave 
four-fifths of the offices in the army and navy, m the government depart- 
ments, to Confederate sympathizers and to men hostile to the principles 
of the Republican party of i860. 

The war moved on, continued Julian’s picture, till the President saw 
slavery as its cause. No longer did the President recoil from “radical and 
extreme measures.” No longer did the President mention fears of “a re- 
morseless revolutionary conflict.” Now “he at last marched up to the full 
height of the national emergency,” though it was after “much hesitation 
and apparent reluctance . . . great deliberation, and many misgivings” that 
he issued his proclamation of freedom. “Months afterward he doubted its 
wisdom; but it was a grand step forward, which at once severed his rela- 
tions with his old conservative friends, and linked his fortunes thence- 
forward to those of the men of ideas and of progress.” It was the radicals 
who had “saved our nation from . . . political damnation.” 

Now that hate as a motive had been generated and was winning the 
war, it was no time for “tenderness” toward the “rebels” by a faltering 
Administration, warned Julian. The people had “little faith in the early 
policy of Mr. Lincoln,” and he would better not return to it. The people 
voted in November “not that Abraham Lincoln can save the country, but 
that they can save it, with him as their servant.” In seven presidential elec- 
tions had Julian participated, and “I remember none in which the element 
of personal enthusiasm had a smaller share ” Lightly and easily Julian dis- 
missed the personality of Lincoln as any influential factor in the 1864 cam- 
paign. “Should the President now place himself in the people’s way, by 
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reviving the old policy of tenderness to the rebels . . . the loyal men of 
the country will abandon his policy.” 

Julian outlined the immediate demands of the radicals. They expected 
Congress to reconstruct the rebellious States with a guarantee of republican 
government in each of those States, with “complete enfranchisement of the 
negro; and they will not approve of any executive interference with the 
people’s will as deliberately expressed by Congress.” Congress would parcel 
out forfeited and confiscated lands of “rebels” in small homesteads among 
soldiers and seamen of the war. Julian indicated that Negroes as well as 
white men of Union Army service would get farms “as a fit reward for 
their valor and a security against the ruinous monopoly of the soil in the 
South.” Should this measure fail through fault of Congress or the Executive, 
prophesied Julian, there would be disappointment. Expected also was “just 
retaliation” for outrages on Union prisoners. On these demands and expecta- 
tions, forecast Julian, there would be steady and unrelenting pressure in 
Congress and on the President. The radicals, he assumed, had won the war 
and would dictate the terms of peace and reconstruction. 

The negative, sickly, and awkward policies of the Administration, hoped 
Julian, would not be resumed. Having learned under the guidance of the 
radicals to treat the “rebels” as public enemies, the Administration must not 
again make its bed with slaveholders. “Clothed with solemn official authority, 
and intrusted by the nation with the sworn duty of serving it in such a 
crisis, it [the Administration] had no right to become the foot-ball of 
events.” This of course was a direct reference to Lincoln’s saying in April 
of ’64, “I have been controlled by events.” 

In molding and shaping public opinion and feeling, the Government held 
immense power. When the President revoked Fremont’s first emancipation 
proclamation it “chilled the heart of every earnest loyalist in the land, and 
came like a trumpet-call to the pro-slavery hosts to rally and stand together.” 
From that event dated the birth of organized Copperhead Democracy. “The 
rebels of the South and their sympathizers in the North felt that they had 
gained an ally in the President.” Had his official name and sanction been 
as often given to the radicals as they were to the conservatives, military 
victory would have come sooner. 

This document uttered by an Indiana Congressman for Posterity closed 
with the shibboleths and worn platitudes of the second-rate abolitionist 
orators. It sounded a little as though Julian had heard and rehearsed the 
points of his speech so many times that he hoped for an era wherein he 
would not have to repeat it. It failed of the precisions, sonorous lines, dra- 
matic human touches, of Garrison and Phillips. Garrison would have dis- 
agreed with the speech in all its mam tones and trends. The President 
would, with his advisers and generals, be “weighed m the balance by the 
people and the generations to come,” offered Julian toward the finish. He 
relented for a moment to say, “Much will be forgiven or excused on the 
score of the surpassing magnitude and difficulty of their work,” returning 
to indicate again that Lincoln would not escape record of “the blunders 
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proceeding from a feeble, timid, ambidextrous policy, resulting in great 
sacrifices of life and treasure, and periling the priceless interests at stake.” 

Outdoors on this day snow was falling, the nation’s capital lay blanketed 
white. Hour on hour all day, on the just and on the unjust, came the 
snowfall. 

This was on the same day, February 7, that Welles found Lincoln 
waiting for the Cabinet to come in, “reading with much enjoyment certain 
portions of Petroleum V. Nasby.” When in the chaos of human events 
reason tottered on its proud throne, it seemed that Lincoln took shelter 
under the jibes and drolleries of the latest from Nasby, reading in part: 
“Cussid be Sherman, for he took Atlanta. And he marcht thro the Confed- 
risy, and respected not the feehns of ennybody. And the people of the 
South lift up their voisis and weep, becoz their niggers are not. And he took 
Savanner, and cotton enufT 2 hev satisfide Booltannon’s cabbynet. And he 
turns his eyes toward Charleston, and is serusly thinkm uv Richmond. The 
wind bloweth where it listeth— he listeth where he goeth. Who will save us 
from the fury uv this Sherman > who will deliver us from his hand> Johnston 
he beat, Hood he fooled, and Wheeler he flogged. So he cavorts ez he 
wills, like a yearlin mule with a chestnut burr under his tale. Bitter in the 
mouth uv a Dimokrat is qwmine, bitter is gall, but more bitter is Fedral 
victrys. The Dimokrasy uv this sekshun [is] Hart-sick, weery, alone, bustid. 
Gone-up, flayed, skind, hung out. Smashed, pulverized, shivered, scattered. 
Physikt, puked, bled, blistered. Sich is Dimokrasy 1 ” Perhaps it was there 
Fessenden came in and the President “hastily dropped” the reading of 
Nasby. 

It may have been that someone from Capitol Hill brought Lincoln word 
that the radicals were getting ready “to skin him alive,” a phrase in use 
by ruthless politicians, and Lincoln chose Dennison and Speed to listen 
to his reading of Nasby because they happened to be in the room and 
not because those very serious gentlemen had any notion that Petroleum 
V. Nasby was lightening the burden of war grief for many people by such 
folly as: “Dreems is unsubstanshel, and result, 9 cases out uv 10, from 
aboose uv the stummick. I am no bleever in gosts or dreems, or sich, nor 
never wuz. Ef the tyrant Linkin (which is a ape) shood draft me, and I 
shood be dragged to the tentid feeld, a unwilling marter, I know I shood 
much prefer meetin the gost uv a rebel soljer, wich is a shadder, than 2 
enkounter wun in the flesh, with a muskit and baynet, wich is no shadder.” 

One rumor now gaining headway and credence was that Lincoln at 
Hampton Roads had taken a sheet of paper, written at the top the one 
word “Union,” and shoving it across the table toward Stephens, had said, 
“Let me have that one condition and you can write below it whatever 
peace terms you choose.” This reported repudiation of the Emancipation 
Proclamation was to the radicals a hair-raising piece of news. 

Lincoln’s trip to Fortress Monroe and the rumors about it had “pro- 
duced a veritable panic among the Radicals who are preparing to attack 
the President if he makes the slightest concession to the South,” wrote 
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the Russian Minister, Baron Edward de Stoecld, to his Government in St. 
Petersburg. “Already a certain coolness exists between the President and 
the ultras of his party who fear that Mr. Lincoln, now that he has been 
reelected, will try to free himself from their influence.” The Russian Minis- 
ter quoted one of “the ultras” as saying to him* “We did not reelect Mr. 
Lincoln because of his ability, but only because he obeys the party orders 
to the letter. He must accept our views, whatever they are, or we will find 
means to ruin him. We want to subjugate the South completely, and reduce 
it to a territory governed by the North.” 

On February io the tension began to let down. The House had been 
dealing with a new bridge over the Ohio River at Cincinnati, Pacific rail- 
way, national currency, pension laws, mileage of members, and was taking 
up a resolution to punish by fines a large number of members who were 
spending too much time elsewhere in Washington, absenting themselves 
from business of the House. In the midst of this the clerk announced “A 
message m writing received from the President of the Umted States, by 
Mr. Nicolay, his Private Secretary.” 

All other business was suspended. They wanted to hear about Hampton 
Roads. 

The clerk began reading what the President had the honor to state 
pursuant to their resolution of the eighth instant. Documents, letters, dis- 
patches, poured forth in a long stream. It seemed almost as though Lincoln 
had awaited this hour and knew it was coming during every moment when 
he made the slightest record of any transaction since Old Man Blair had 
come to him in December. The pass written for Blair to Richmond, the 
letter of Davis to Blair which Blair carried to Lincoln, the reply of Lincoln 
to Blair meant for Blair to carry to Richmond and show to Davis, the 
rise of the phrases “our one common country” and “the two countries,” 
the documents passing between the Confederate commissioners showing at 
Grant’s army lines and what passed between them and Grant, the further 
transactions between Eckert and the commissioners, the Lincoln letter of 
instructions to Seward with its three “indispensable” points, the dispatch 
to Grant to keep the war going no matter what he heard about peace, 
Grant’s reply that he would sure keep the war going, the Eckert telegram 
in cipher to Lincoln which for the moment wrecked all chance of a con- 
ference, the long telegram of Grant to Stanton with Lincoln’s brief com- 
ment that “this despatch . . . changed my purpose,” the meeting at Hamp- 
ton Roads and the reading of the commissioners’ instruction from Davis 
that they were there “for the purpose of securing peace to the two coun- 
tries,” the breakdown of the negotiations ending with no result. The fore- 
going, “containing as is believed all the information sought,” was respect- 
fully submitted. 

Pressmen from their gallery noted “absolute silence” from first to last 
during the reading of this message. Looking over the hall at the hundreds 
seated or standing, one might say, wrote Noah Brooks, they “had been 
suddenly turned to stone ” They strained to hear, as a story unfolded docu- 
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ment by document, fascinated by what important and mysterious end it 
might have. “For a little space at least no man so much as stirred his hand. 
Even the hurrying pages, who usually bustled about the aisles . . . were 
struck silent and motionless.” At the President’s final instruction to Seward, 
“You will not assume to definitely consummate anything,” came a ripple 
of mirth from the many who suspected Seward’s sinister influence over 
President Lincoln. Soon House members began exchanging smiles and 
glances of meaning. The President had never for a moment lost footing, 
had gone into a winding labyrinth where anything could happen and had 
come out without a flaw in the many delicate moments of diplomatic 
sharpshooting involved. 

“When the reading was over,” noted Brooks and the full name of 
“Abraham Lincoln” signed to the communication was read by the clerk 
with a certain grandiloquence, Brooks heard “an instant and irrepressible 
storm of applause, begun by members on the floor, and taken up by the 
people in the gallery.” Speaker Colfax made only a pretense at stopping the 
disorder. “It was like a burst of refreshing ram after a long and heart- 
breaking drought.” 

Washburne moved that 20,000 extra copies of the message be printed. 
“The entire loyal people of this country” would approve the “wisdom and 
discretion in the President of the United States” shown in this matter, 
believed Washburne. Not so the Democratic Congressman from New York, 
James Brooks. He saw the “petty intricacies” of a President responsive to 
“fanatics.” It was not a pointless speech Brooks made. He could see Abraham 
Lincoln and Jefferson Davis each helpless to “hush the storm they have 
raised,” each limited by “wild men” as to peace terms. 

Thad Stevens wished to correct Representative Brooks. Who but Brooks 
and his associate Democrats had a month ago been crying out loud for 
President Lincoln to send ambassadors or agents to hear what the South 
would say about peace 15 “But the President,” continued Stevens, “has 
thought it was best to make the effort, and he has done it in such a masterly 
style, upon such a firm basis and principle, that I believe even those who 
thought his mission was unwise will accord to him sagacity and patriotism, 
and applaud his action.” Stevens now read from a Richmond newspaper 
part of a Davis speech sarcastic and denunciatory of Lincoln, along with 
a mass-meeting resolution: “That we spurn with indignation the grossly 
insulting terms which the President of the United States has proffered.” 
Stevens proceeded with a surmise that the war would last six to twelve 
months before those who had “concocted without the least cause the 
vastest and the foulest rebellion” would be subjugated. After their armies 
were crushed he looked for a year or two of guerrilla warfare. 

Cox of Ohio, Democrat, wished to emphasize that Grant had tele- 
graphed Lincoln of the good intentions and sincere desires of two Con- 
federate commissioners for peace, wherefore “the thanks of this Congress 
and the thanks of the country are due to President Lincoln for this effort 
to negotiate.” Cox could see peace coming sooner “if the President is not 




broken down in his laudable efforts by the fierce onslaughts of his radical 
adherents. God help him.” 

The high surprise, for those who listened to the reading of the stream 
of documents from Lincoln that day, perhaps was in the revelation that 
Grant had changed the President’s purpose, that Grant’s judgment had 
brought on the conference. Those who gossiped so freely that the wily 
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Seward was leading Lincoln into pitfalls were lost for excuses. They were, 
wrote Noah Brooks,, “greatly chagrined when they ascertained that it was 
General Grant, the idol of the hour, who had influenced Lincoln” to go 
to Hampton Roads. Grant truly stood “the idol of the hour,” and three 
days later on February 1 1 was to enter the House of Representatives, receive 
a lavish introduction— and make a low grave bow and leave without giving 
them a speech. For the first time in the years of war a Union general had 
so achieved that the House of Representatives considered it an honor to 
have him come in, show himself, and depart, so that they could say they 
had seen him and knew what he looked like. 

To the Senate the President sent no such marshaled array of documents 
as he gave the House. To that graver and more sedate body, empowered 
to ratify treaties and conduct foreign affairs, went a copy of a long note 
written by the Secretary of State to Minister Adams at London, reciting 
the Hampton Roads negotiations. Saulsbury of Delaware, on hearing it 
read, said it was the most important message ever delivered to the Senate 
and moved to refer it to a select committee of five. To Senator Sherman it 
seemed it should lie over. Sumner thought it would be enough to order 
it printed. Sherman interposed that it better he on the table. Sumner moved 
it be both printed and lie on the table. Saulsbury served notice he would 
move as he first indicated. This seesaw went on till the presiding officer 
ruled that a motion to lay on the table took precedence of all others, it 
was agreed to, and there would be no select committee of five and no 
printing of the message. The Senate was not impressed by the very dull, 
formal letter Seward wrote to the London Minister. When later the Senators 
learned that the whole array of storytelling documents had gone that day 
to the House they murmured that the President had slighted the upper 
body. 

On February 15 the body of Senator Thomas Holliday Hicks of Mary- 
land lay in state in the Senate chamber, the President, Senate, and House 
attending. The ritual of the Order of Knights Templar, with responses by 
Knights, was performed. At memorial ceremonies the next day extraordi- 
nary tributes were pronounced on the man who as Governor of Maryland 
stood as a loyal Unionist in the late winter of ’61, seeming to waver when 
armed secessionists seized his State capital, then taking action that “secured” 
the presidential inauguration of March 4. 

An old order was passing. What of the new ? Now in the Supreme 
Court chambers where the Dred Scott decision had gone forth, for the first 
time a Negro was admitted to practice before that high tribunal: John S. 
Rock, an attorney of ability and good name in the city of Boston. 

In House and Senate bills the American scene in varied lights passed 
before the President. Should Commodore Cornelius Vanderbilt receive from 
Congress a $3,000 medal m appreciation of his having donated to the Federal 
Government a $500,000 steamer? Two Californians rose in the House to 
say Vanderbilt was a monopolist and an extortioner; they had to travel on 
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his boats and hated his exactions and pretensions. Brooks of New York 
and Stevens of Pennsylvania rebuked the West Coast men, and the medal 
was voted by a liberal margin. The five living veterans of the Revolutionary 
War, their ages from ninety-four to one hundred and one years, were 
voted pensions of $300 a year. Representative Henry L. Dawes brought up 
the case of Major David H. Hastings, convicted of forgeries and embezzle- 
ment of $26,000, Judge Advocate Joseph Holt recommending that the find- 
ings and sentence be disapproved. Dawes contrasted Holt’s leniency with 
the treatment of a common private soldier getting five years in the Dry 
Tortugas for having while drunk insulted an officer. Da^wes’s motion was 
agreed to; all documents in the Hastings case should be printed, thus leaving 
Judge Holt’s action a matter of record. A bill “to drop unemployed gen- 
erals” failed to pass the Senate, Schenck in the House speaking m behalf 
of hundreds of colonels commanding brigades without brigadier pay. A 
bill authorizing payment of $25,000 to William H. Powell for a painting 
on the Capitol staircase “illustrative of some naval victory” passed the 
Senate after rejection of several Sumner substitutes and amid banter and 
laughter at Sumner’s lectures on art and the beautiful. For more than five 
months hundreds of thousands of soldiers had failed to receive their $i6-a- 
month pay, ran Senator Wilson’s reminder as to government spending. 
Garfield in the House wished something could be done about brokers 
selling and buying substitute soldiers for the armies, holding them little less 
infamous than slave-traders. Chandler said these “depraved speculators m 
human flesh throng to New York.” 

Those echoing “the tyranny of Lincoln,” raising a cry against military 
courts and their dealings with political prisoners, would be found other 
than loyal Union men, protested Senator Henry S. Lane of Indiana. “What- 
ever else Abraham Lincoln may be, he is to-day one of the kindest and 
most amiable gentlemen upon earth, having a sense of justice equal to any 
man who ever lived.” Such bouquets in the printed record of the Congres- 
sional Globe were few and far between. Yet the old-time lamentations about 
an “imbecile Administration” came not so often now. 

The race issue writhed and snarled again in debates over the proposed 
Bureau for the Relief of Freedmen and Refugees. Even with slavery 
abolished by the Thirteenth Amendment, the race issue was to persist, the 
color line be heard of. Politicians and journalists on both sides for a long 
time were to keep it alive, often for their own personal ends. The bill gave 
the President power to appoint commissioners to control the bureau, with 
authority to distribute “abandoned lands” among the Negroes, to pay out 
money and supplies. Senator Powell of Kentucky charged that these 
“bureaucratic overseers of freedmen” would give the Negroes “the care that 
the wolf does the lamb,” Powell crying as he gazed at Sumner, “In the 
name of God, sir, do you want one half the people of this country to 
become salaried officers^” Powell was playacting, but not entirely. 

Representative Joseph K. Edgerton of Indiana spoke of reconstruction 
and Lincoln’s pocket veto at the close of the last session of Congress in 
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July of ’64. “The President’s will undid the work of his friends. . . . The 
majority in Congress kissed the hand that smote them.” This again was 
chiefly playacting. 

Motives on both sides of the Senate were honorable enough, said Senator 
Thomas Hendricks of Indiana. The strife between the Senators was not 
personal. It ranged around the question “What is to be done with the four 
million negroes when they are set free>” Hendricks would reply for his 
party that they were a unit in one sentiment. “This Government was made 
by white men for white men. . . . Let the controversy go on.” Harris of 
Maryland, however, was less helpful than Hendricks, Harris alleging that 
Sumner and his associates “have contracted the disease called ‘nigger on the 
brain.’ ” Sumner spoke his fear that by evasions and devices the whites of 
the South would bring back slavery “under a new alias.” Sumner believed 
a bureau for freedmen could be set up to protect the rights of Negroes 
and to give them land. 

By joint resolution Congress threw out the Electoral College votes of 
seceded States and set forth its constitutional powers to so do. Returning 
this joint resolution to Congress with his signature, Lincoln attached a curi- 
ous little message. The Executive, he noted, signed it “in deference to the 
view of Congress implied in its passage and presentation to him.” The 
Executive, “In his own view, however,” held that the two houses of Con- 
gress had complete power to exclude from the count “all electoral votes 
deemed by them to be illegal”, and it was not competent for the Execu- 
tive to defeat or obstruct that power by a veto. The preamble of the joint 
resolution, however, might be taken as having certain implications. These 
he was not signing. And to be safe against any such implications being 
brought up m the future, he took his own way of saying that he would 
not be responsible for them, writing of the Executive- “He disclaims all 
right of the executive to interfere in any way in the matter of canvassing or 
counting electoral votes; and he also disclaims that, by signing said resolu- 
tion, he has expressed any opinion on the recitals of the preamble, or any 
judgment of his own upon the subject of the resolution.” 

This was “a very extraordinary course for the President to pursue,” 
it seemed to Senator Reverdy Johnson of Maryland. “It is, m my judgment, 
a reflection upon the Senate and upon Congress, although not so designed.” 
Johnson continued at length to say that the President ought either to ap- 
prove or disapprove. “He reads us a lecture, virtually, in this paper.” It 
savored of the pocket veto of last July, believed Johnson, speaking with 
deference. “Of course, I do not call m question his sincerity.” No other 
Senators had comment, and the message was laid on the table. 

Overshadowing all other discussions across February were those on bills 
for recognizing as “legitimate” the government set up in Louisiana a year 
earlier under the guidance of President Lincoln and the military commander 
of the department, General Banks. The election of State officers ordered by 
Banks for February 22, 1864, covered an area of about one-third of the 
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State. The voters were 11,411 white men, each having taken the oath re- 
quired by the President, and they made a total of more than one-fifth of 
the entire vote of the State of Louisiana in i860. They had elected three 
Congressmen and a governor. At a later election they had chosen delegates 
to a constitutional convention, which met in New Orleans in April. This 
convention, as such bodies go, was neither drab nor brilliant but rather 
ordinary as an instrument of democratic procedure. It abolished slavery m 
Louisiana “forever” by a vote of 72 to 13. It gave the ballot to white males 
only, yet it empowered the legislature to give the ballot to Negro soldiers 
of service in the Union Army and to Negroes who could read and write, 
meeting the qualifications Lincoln had suggested in his letter to Governor 
Hahn. The new State constitution was adopted by 66 to 16— though in the 
election by which the people ratified it only 8,400 votes were cast. 

Of course these very human procedures in a scene of much chaos had 
many lapses, faults, contradictions, seized on for criticism of the President 
in House and Senate. What he saw he was up against in his preliminary 
attempts to bring a peaceable rebuilding of the wrecked State governments, 
the President recorded in both public and private writings. The new State 
governments he had guided were “shadows” and not “realities,” according 
to the opposition. For himself he wished to regard them as “important,” as 
“earnestly struggling,” as admittedly “short of complete success.” This was 
his view in his December message to Congress, relating* “Important move- 
ments have occurred during the year to the effect of molding society for 
durability in the Union . [Italics added.] Although short of complete suc- 
cess, it is much in the right direction that 12,000 citizens in each of the 
States of Arkansas and Louisiana have organized loyal State governments, 
with free constitutions, and are earnestly struggling to maintain and ad- 
minister them.” 

Wade, Sumner, Julian, and other friends of the Negro did not like it that 
Lincoln in his Louisiana policy had the complete and unreserved endorse- 
ment of William Lloyd Garrison. If Garrison was not the friend of the 
Negro, who was 5 What other man had more often been hatefully termed 
“nigger-lover”? Yet here was the ascetic old agitator speaking Lincoln’s 
case as though he had rehearsed it with the President in the White House 
and had it letter-perfect. “When was it ever known that liberation from 
bondage was accompanied by a recognition of political equality 5 ” wrote 
Garrison in reply to an English abolitionist. “Chattels personal may be in- 
stantly translated from the auction-block into freemen; but when were they 
ever taken at the same time to the ballot-box and invested with all its rights 
and immunities 5 According to the laws and development of progress, it is 
not practicable. To denounce or complain of President Lincoln for not 
disregarding public sentiment, and not flying in the face of these laws, is 
hardly just.” 

And who could say the Federal Executive had the right to dictate who 
in Louisiana should vote or not vote 5 Garrison doubted that any Federal 
authority, executive or legislative, had that right* “Ever since this govern- 
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ment was organized, the right of suffrage has been determined by each 
State in the Union for itself, so that there is no uniformity in regard to it. 
In some free States, colored citizens are allowed to vote; in others, they are 
not. It is always a State, never a National matter.” 

Suppose “by Presidential fiat” the freed blacks were given the ballot. 
Garrison could not see “any permanent advantage likely to be secured by 
it.” At first it would be submitted to as a necessity, but later, “the white 
population, with their superior intelligence, wealth, and power, would 
unquestionably alter the franchise in accordance with their prejudices. . . . 
Coercion would gain nothing . . . universal suffrage will be hard to win 
and to hold without general preparation of feeling and sentiment. But it will 
come . . . yet only by a struggle on the part of the disfranchised, and a 
growing conviction of its justice, ‘in the good time coming.’ With the 
abolition of slavery in the South, prejudice or ‘colorphobia,’ the natural 
product of the system, will gradually disappear. . . . Black men will win 
their way to wealth, distinction, eminence, and official station. I ask only a 
charitable judgment of President Lincoln respecting this matter, whether 
in Louisiana or any other State.” 

Not to the public of this hour could Lincoln have given the painful 
details and sorry embarrassments which he confessed in peremptory letters 
to Union generals who were wrecking his work. On November 14, 1864, 
he began a letter to General S. A. Hurlbut, successor to Banks in command 
at New Orleans: “Few things since I have been here [that is, since he 
had been in the White House as President] have impressed me more pain- 
fully than what, for four or five months past, has appeared as bitter military 
opposition to the new State government of Louisiana.” He had hoped he 
was mistaken as to the facts, but having seen copies of letters exchanged 
between Generals Hurlbut and E. R. S. Canby, the hope was gone. He 
sketched for Hurlbut, a fellow Illinois lawyer, what had been done. “A 
very fair proportion of the people of Louisiana have inaugurated a new 
State government, making an excellent new constitution— better for the poor 
black man than we have in Illinois. This was done under military protec- 
tion, directed by me, in the belief, still sincerely entertained, that with such 
a nucleus around which to build we could get the State into position again 
sooner than otherwise.” That two of his generals should join with seces- 
sionists in trying to undo his work was “incomprehensible”— and if con- 
tinued would not be overlooked. This was the admonition in the closing 
part of this long letter, reading in part: 

During the formation of the new government and constitution they [the nucleus] 
were supported by nearly every loyal person, and opposed by every secessionist. And 
this support and this opposition, from the respective standpoints of the parties, was 
perfectly consistent and logical. Every Unionist ought to wish the new government to 
succeed; and every disumomst must desire it to fail. Its failure would gladden the 
heart of Slidell in Europe, and of every enemy of the old flag in the world. Every 
advocate of slavery naturally desires to see blasted and crushed the liberty promised 
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the black man by the new Constitution. But why General Canby and General Hurlbut 
should )om on the same side is to me incomprehensible. 

Of course, m the condition of things at New Orleans, the military must not be 
thwarted by the civil authority, but when the Constitutional Convention, for what 
it deems a breach of privilege, arrests an editor in no way connected with the mili- 
tary, the military necessity for insulting the Convention and forcibly discharging the 
editor is difficult to perceive Neither is the military necessity for protecting the people 
against paying large salaries fixed by a legislature of their own choosing very apparent. 
Equally difficult to perceive is the military necessity for forcibly interposing to pre- 
vent a bank from loaning its own money to the State. These things, if they have 
occurred, are, at the best, no better than gratuitous hostility. I wish I could hope that 
they may be shown to not have occurred. To make assurance against misunderstand- 
ing, I repeat that m the existing condition of things m Louisiana, the military must 
not be thwarted by the civil authority, and I add that on points of difference the 
commanding general must be judge and master. But I also add that m the exercise 
of this judgment and control, a purpose, obvious, and scarcely unavowed, to transcend 
all military necessity, in order to crush out the civil government, will not be over- 
looked. 

To General E. R. S. Canby, commanding in West Mississippi, the Presi- 
dent wrote a month later humbly and pleadingly of the new State govern- 
ment of Louisiana. “Most certainly there is no worthy object in getting up 
a piece of machinery merely to pay salaries and give political consideration 
to certain men. But it is a worthy object to again get Louisiana into proper 
relations with the nation, and we can never finish this if we never begin it. 
Much good work is already done, and surely nothing can be gained by 
throwing it away.” 

Without losing cordial relations with Senator Sumner, Lincoln had held 
many talks with that Senator, who wrote to John Bright on January r 
“The President is exerting every force to bring Congress to receive Louisi- 
ana under the Banks government. ... I have discussed it with the President, 
and have tried to impress on him the necessity of having no break between 
him and Congress on such questions.” 

Banks at this time was “very sore” at Sumner over his opposition to the 
Louisiana plan, so Sumner wrote to Franz Lieber. Also it was near fantasy 
at this time that Mrs. Lincoln was writing notes to Sumner asking him to 
use his influence to prevent Banks’s appointment to the Cabinet, which she 
feared might take place. 

Undoubtedly Lincoln in his discussions with Sumner advanced such 
points as he had written in December of ’63 to a Louisiana man. “The 
strongest wish I have, not already publicly expressed,” ran part of this 
letter, “is that in Louisiana and elsewhere all sincere Union men would 
stoutly eschew cliquism, and, each yielding something in minor matters, 
all work together. Nothing is likely to be so baleful in the great work 
before us as stepping aside from the main object to consider who will get 
the offices if a small matter shall go thus, and who else will get them if it 
shall go otherwise.” 

On December 18 the President had met Monty Blair and General Banks 
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in a White House hall and called them into his office. “They immediately 
began to talk about Ashley’s bill,” wrote Hay in his diary. The bill in- 
cluded recognition of the new State government of Louisiana. “The Presi- 
dent had been reading it carefully & said that he liked it with the exception 
of one or two things which he thought rather calculated to conceal a 
feature which might be objectionable to some. The first was that under the 
provisions of that bill negroes would be made jurors & voters under the 
temporary governments.” Banks observed “Yes, that is to be stricken out, 
and the qualification 'white mail [male] citizens of the U. S.’ is to be re- 
stored. What you refer to would be a fatal objection to the Bill. It would 
simply throw the Government into the hands of the blacks, as the white 
people under that arrangement would refuse to vote.” This of course was 
in substance the same view that Banks in Louisiana a year before had written 
to Lincoln. 

Banks and Lincoln agreed the bill did not lay down “any castiron 
policy.” It left the way clear for a different approach in other States. Blair, 
noted Hay, talked more than Lincoln and Banks, accusing the radicals in 
House and Senate of interested motives and of hostility to Lincoln. 

The President said to Blair: “It is much better not to be led from the 
region of reason into that of hot blood, by imputing to public men motives 
which they do not avow.” 

For weeks across January and February Ashley’s bill was debated and 
taken back to committee for revisions and modifications. Five times it was 
redrafted, always fixing cast-iron requirements to be followed in letting the 
seceded States come back into the Union. The uneasiness of the President 
and of many House members was spoken by Dawes of Massachusetts “No 
form can be prescribed, no law laid down here, no unbending iron rule 
fixed by the central Government, for the governing of that people, or 
prescribing the method in which they shall make their organic law. Each 
of them shall work out that problem for itself and m its own way. That 
form and system . . . best adapted to Louisiana and Arkansas is quite 
different from that ultimately to be adopted in South Carolina and Georgia.” 
Henry Winter Davis on February 21 spoke his fear that “the will of the 
President” since the November election had affected in the House “some 
minds prone to act upon the winking of authority.” Suppose men came 
from Louisiana seeking seats m the House and Senate at Washington. They 
would be merely “the representatives of the bayonets of General Banks 
and the will of the President.” The President stood for “anarchy.” He, 
Davis of Maryland, favored legal rule. Davis closed his speech with the 
antique convention “Sir, I have done ” He meant he was through. His forty- 
five minutes were up. As an actor and a wavy-haired orator the House 
always enjoyed him. It was the kind of fine public speaking that convinced 
nobody of anything particular to be done. Ashley arose in the same hour 
to say he was “pretty sure” that the bill with all its amendments and substi- 
tutes would fail of a majority. “It is very clear to my mind,” ventured 
Ashley, “that no bill providing for the reorganization of loyal State govern- 
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ments in the rebel States can pass this Congress.” He proved correct. On 
the final vote it failed by 80 to 65, with 37 members not voting. 

In the Senate, reconstruction acts ran a different course. There Trumbull 
of Illinois reported from the Judiciary Committee a joint resolution de- 
claring that the United States recognized the Louisiana government “inaugu- 
rated under and by the convention which assembled on the 6th day of 
April, a.d., 1864, at the city of New Orleans, as the legitimate government 
of the said State, entitled to the guarantees and all other rights of a State 
government, under the Constitution of the United States.” Senators Sumner, 
Wade, and Howard spoke amazement and scorn that their former associate 
in opposition to the President now acted in behalf of the President’s most 
earnest wishes. Serene and without a flicker of resentment, Trumbull led a 
parliamentary fight that had his old allies sore and desperate. 

As the Senate debate rolled along in late February it was seen that 
most of the Democrats would vote against recognizing the new Louisiana 
State government. It was again the familiar Lincoln “military despotism,” 
said Garrett Davis of Kentucky, a horse-thief Government which had 
illegally run off with some of the best horseflesh in Kentucky, impressed 
for Union Army cavalry. In his State of Delaware, urged Saulsbury, “the 
armed soldiery sent by the President of the United States” had in 1863 ruled 
at the polls, where voters walked “under crossed bayonets” to drop their 
ballots, in the event they had not been “run into the swamps, compelled 
to lay out in the night in the snow.” The outspoken fear of other Demo- 
crats was that a military rule directed by a Republican administration at 
Washington would favor the Negroes. On the other hand the outspoken 
fear of the five Republican Senators who joined the Democratic opposition 
was that under the new State government of Louisiana, if it should be 
recognized, the whites would control and refuse the ballot to the Negroes. 
Therefore these five Republicans sought to put a rider on the bill which 
would insure the Negro the right to vote in Louisiana, this to be a prece- 
dent imperative on all other reorganized States. 

Pomeroy of Kansas was for the bill. He replied to Saulsbury that Kansas 
had seen what Democrats could do with armed soldiery at the polls, saying, 
“Sometimes w r e could not get near enough to it [the ballot box] to shoot a 
ballot into it with a revolver. [Laughter.]” Patriotic and loyal men of 
every State should have the right to vote, continued Pomeroy. “I do not 
think that rebels should vote. I do not know that they have any rights that 
white men are bound to respect. [Laughter.]” 

Ben Wade now picked his javelins with care and flung them with high 
scorn. “When the foundation of this Government is sought to be swept 
away by executive usurpation, it will not do to turn around to me and 
say that this comes from a President whom I helped elect, or that the 
measure is supported generally by my own party.” Of the elected Louisiana 
men now in Washington and seeking seats in Congress: “If the President 
of the United States, operating through his major generals, can initiate a 
State government, and can bring it here and force us, compel us, to receive 
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as associates on this floor these mere mockeries, these men of straw who 
represent nobody, your Republic is at an end.” Of Lincoln’s “ten-per-cent 
principle . Wade would say, “A more absurd, monarchical, and anti-Ameri- 
can principle was never announced on God’s earth.” 

There was nothing halfway about Wade’s style. It was the same Ben 
Wade who in the old days had sent word to Bob Toombs that he was 
willing to fight a duel and shoot it out instead of arguing. Now he thun- 
dered. “Sir, I have as much respect for the President of the United States 
as anybody else has. I helped to elect him; I labored hard to do it; but I 
never did, and God knows I never will, sanction such fatal heresies as these. 
What, sir, the President of the United States attempt by a military order 
to initiate a State government 1 It is a dangerous precedent, and if it be sub- 
mitted to here with our consent, it will reduce this great Republic of ours 
to a mere military despotism. If the President may do that in Louisiana, 
he may do it in any other State, and our associates on this floor may be 
the mere creatures of the President of the United States, representing 
nothing but his military power. . . . Are unwashed rebels to be brought in 
here, men who have not taken the oath, and who, without perjuring them- 
selves to the lowest hell, cannot take it* . . . The Senator [Trumbull] says 
that two thirds of the people there were so conditioned that they could 
vote for or against the constitution. I do not believe a word of it, but 
suppose it was so, will you permit one third of the people of Louisiana to 
be under military duress while the other two thirds make a constitution 
for the wholes . . . Sir, you can never do it, it is not in the power of the 
President and Congress to set up a republican form of government in a 
State whose people are deliberately opposed to republican government. The 
Senator has well said that a military government is all you really have.” 

And what presentations had come from Senator Trumbull to rouse Ben 
Wade to such anger and denunciation* Trumbull had offered the figures on 
the Louisiana case. He gave the first complete details, the statistics and 
computations, showing that in the Louisiana polls the so-called “Lincoln’s 
ten per cent” was nearer 20 per cent and more. The facts were dry, yet 
somewhat luminous— and certainly specific. They were as follows, the very 
sober and somewhat austere Trumbull said 

At the first election for State officers in Louisiana, which was held in February, 
1864, 11,411 votes were cast. Some of the Senators say that is very few votes for 
Louisiana, when she cast 50,000 votes before the rebellion. 

What if she did* She never but once in her whole history cast 50,000 votes. The 
vote of Louisiana has usually been exceedingly small, and will the Senator from Ohio 
be astomshed when I tell him that at the gubernatorial election of 1853 only 22,000 
and some odd votes were cast? More than half as many votes were cast for Governor 
at this election a year ago last February as were cast in 1853, when there was no 
disturbance m the State— 22,000 then cast and 11,000 cast at this election. 

And will the Senate be astomshed when I tell them that even in 1859, at the last 
State election held in Louisiana before the rebellion, only 37,000 and some odd votes 
were cast? About one third as many votes were polled at the election held in February. 
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1864, as were cast for Governor m 1859, when there was no rebellion. Taking all the 
elections for ten years prior to that of 1864, and the average vote of the State was 
only 34,000. 

You have about one third of all the voters in the State voting at this time, and 
some allowance must be made for the number of persons that have gone out of the 
State. Every Senator knows that hundreds and thousands of the voters of Louisiana 
went into the rebel army, many have died, many have fled the State, some are in 
our Army; and is it any wonder that the vote should not have been as large in 1864 
as formerly? It is not then, you will see, a mere fraction of the people who voted 
at this election. 

Again, on the ratification of this constitution 8,402 votes were cast. I heard some 
Senators stating that 6,000 voted for the constitution. Six thousand and odd voted 
for the constitution, and some one or two thousand voted against the constitution. 
Are not the men who voted against it just as much bound as those who voted 
for it? You must take the whole vote, and at that very election, when only 8,402 
votes were cast on the ratification of the constitution, 9,024 persons took part m the 
election and voted on other questions. They did not all vote either one way or the 
other on the constitution. Its ratification was not seriously contested, it was conceded 
that it would be adopted. 

In the State of Louisiana there are forty-eight parishes. Twenty of these parishes 
cast votes on the ratification of the constitution, and they are the large parishes, the 
most populous ones. I have had prepared a table showing exactly the population which 
was represented in the convention which framed this constitution, and the population 
of the twenty parishes which sent delegates to the convention, and which voted on 
the ratification of the constitution was, m i860, 463,855, while the population of the 
State at the same time was only 708,002. These figures are from the census of i860. 
So it will be observed that about two thirds of the population of the State took 
part in the formation and ratification of the constitution. 

How different is that from the statements that have been made in the Senate! 
About two thirds of the entire population of the State was represented in this conven- 
tion and took part in the adoption of this constitution, the entire population of the 
State being only some seven hundred thousand, and four hundred and sixty-three 
thousand of that population taking part in the organization of this State government. 

Again, sir, the convention, which I believe was fairly . apportioned through the 
State according to population, was made to consist of one hundred and fifty delegates. 
If every parish in Louisiana had sent a delegation to the convention according to 
population, there w T ould have been present one hundred and fifty delegates. How 
many were there> Ninety-eight were elected and served, and seventy-nine signed the 
constitution which w r as adopted. To the State Legislature, which is made by the con- 
stitution to consist of thirty-six senators and one hundred and eighteen representatives, 
provided every part of the State was represented, twenty-seven senators and eighty- 
four representatives were elected and took their seats. 

Thus you see that about two thirds of the population of Louisiana and about two 
thirds of the number of delegates if the whole State had been represented, and about 
two thirds of the members of the Senate and of the House of Representatives, if the 
whole State had been represented, have taken part in this new government. 

What, them does this show? It shows, in the opimon of the committee and accord- 
ing to the testimony that was before them, a clear case where a majority of all the 
people of Louisiana iiave expressed their preference for the State government which 
has been set up, whether it is considered upon the representative basis in the Legis- 
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lature, upon the representative basis m the convention, or according to the population 
in the portions of the State represented. It is no answer to say that everybody did 
not vote. You could not expect as many voters there as before the rebellion. 

Why, then, sir, not recognize this existing State government* The testimony was 
concurrent before our committee that a majority of the loyal people were represented 
in the convention and approved this government which had been set up. Under these 
circumstances, being desirous to remove the military government at the earliest prac- 
ticable period, believing it would be better for the United States to recognize this 
government, and thinking it highly important at the earliest moment to have a govern- 
ment m Louisiana loyal to the United States around which the loyal men might 
rally, thinking it would add strength to the Government of the United States, we 
came to the conclusion under all the circumstances that it was best to recognize this 
State government. I think so now. 

On this rested Lincoln’s plea of urgency in Louisiana, no time to be 
lost, his friend Henderson of Missouri telling the Senate in words having a 
likeness to Lincoln’s, “If we would have State governments we must begin 
somewhere and at some time.” 

How much of this array of allegations did Lincoln know to be true* 
Trumbull wanted to know about that. He had sent to Lincoln a paper on 
Louisiana conditions, submitted to the Senate Judiciary Committee by 
General Banks. In returning it to Trumbull on January 9 the President 
wrote: “The whole of it is m accordance with my general impression, and 
I believe it is true; but much the larger part is beyond my absolute knowl- 
edge, as in its nature it must be. All the statements which lie within the 
range of my knowledge are strictly true, and I think of nothing material 
which has been omitted.” He made no mention of military force. The 
domineering genius of bayonets depicted by Senator Wade had a soft 
touch. This was the language Lincoln used m writing Trumbull about 
unhappy Louisiana- 

Even before General Banks went to Louisiana I was anxious for the loyal people 
there to move for reorganization, and restoration of proper practical relations with 
the Union; and when he at last expressed his decided conviction that the thing was 
practicable, I directed him to give his official cooperation to effect it. On the subject 
I have sent and received many letters to and from General Banks and many other 
persons. These letters, as you remember, were shown to you yesterday, as they will 
be again if you desire. 

If I shall neither take sides nor argue, will it be out of place for me to make 
what I think is the true statement of your question as to the proposed Louisiana 
senators* 

“Can Louisiana be brought into proper practical relations with the Union sooner 
by admitting or by rejecting the proposed senators*” 

Against the case made out by Trumbull, Wade hurled his barbed points 
and made no dent. Powell of Kentucky, a Democrat, alleged soldiers con- 
trolled the polls, alleged perjuries, alleged Northern soldiers had voted, 
alleged “the coercive finger of the military” operated, and went on with 
many allegations— and no particulars, nothing that shot a hole anywhere 
in Trumbull’s case. Powell’s style ran on like this: “Talk to me of freedom 
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of election under such military orders! Why, sir, there was but one free 
man, in my opinion, in all Louisiana at that time, and that was Major- 
General Banks; and I do not know that he was free, for he was serving his 
master at the White House.” 

“There is no evidence to show that a single citizen of Louisiana was 
excluded from the right of voting,” said the eminent Democrat Reverdy 
Johnson of Maryland. He pointed to the war taking away many voters 
from Louisiana. Thousands who had “forfeited their lives” on the battle- 
field, he was sure, would never vote again in Louisiana. 

Leading all others in speeches of condemnation, in amendments, in 
motions to delay voting, was Sumner. In the Senate gallery from day to 
day sat one listener, one spectator, who charmed Sumner, fascinated him. 
She was to him the one woman in the world. He had fallen in love with 
her, Alice Mason Hooper, a niece of Jeremiah Mason of Boston, the 
widowed daughter-in-law of Sumner’s friend and colleague Samuel Hooper. 
“His devotion [to her] had been marked and somewhat opposite to his 
usual stately ways,” wrote Anna Laurens Dawes. “Among all the fascinating 
women of Washington she stood pre-eminent. Beauty, grace, a slender and 
stately form, a high-bred manner, and aristocratic reserve were all hers, and 
withal a special fascination, coming perhaps from the uncertain moods 
of an extremely variable temper— a temper which would pay its debts in 
the small coin of teasing or in the grand style, as fitted the mood of the 
hour.” The match, the engagement to marry, came, wrote Miss Dawes, 
through “fascination and hope on the one side, fascination and ambition on 
the other.” He was fifty-seven, a lifelong bachelor, and she at twenty-seven 
sat in the gallery watching him, she with “the habits at once of a belle 
and a spoiled child, looking forward eagerly to the new gayeties of a 
senator’s wife, and contemplating a near future when she should be mistress 
of the White House.” 

For her now, besides his regular public, Sumner performed, not knowing 
that soon after their marriage, soon after moving into a house of their 
own, his pride and will would come into collision with hers, they would 
part soon, and he was to meditate suicide and never after refer to her 
except as “that person.” Now in February of ’65 he enjoyed it that his 
betrothed was there in the gallery watching him in a parliamentary fight 
that called to his blood. 

On the Senate floor now Sumner rose to heights of stubborn granite 
and grandeur; also he sprawled in puddles of the ridiculous and the asinine. 
To brother Henry wrote Charles Francis Adams, Jr., “Sumner has run more 
than ever to seed, and now out-Sumners himself.” Sumner argued that before 
he would recognize the new government of Louisiana the right of Negroes 
to citizenship must be therewith guaranteed. The difference of view between 
Sumner and the President in this was much the same as it had been with 
the Thirteenth Amendment, when Ashley had urged the President to send 
for Sumner and the President had replied: “I can do nothing with Mr. 
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Sumner in these matters. While Mr. Sumner is very cordial with me, he 
is making his history in an issue with me on this very point. He hopes 
to succeed in beating the President so as to change this Government from 
its original form and make it a strong centralized power.” Oddly enough, 
according to this, it was States’ Rights rather than Negro suffrage on which 
Sumner and Lincoln parted ways— and parted cordially, for Sumner in his 
many stubborn thrusts aimed to kill the joint resolution never hit at the 
President, never struck at Lincoln’s motives. 

Agreeing with others that the measure was perhaps the most important 
that ever had come before the present Senate body, Sumner said. “I shall 
regard its passage as a national calamity. It will be the political Bull Run 
of this Administration, sacrificing, as it will, a great cause, and the great 
destinies of this Republic.” Trumbull spoke of Sumner as determined “to 
browbeat the Senate,” as “associating himself with those whom he so often 
denounces, for the purpose of calling the yeas and nays and making dilatory 
motions.” Sumner rejoined that the question between the Senator from 
Illinois and himself was simply this. “He wishes to pass the measure, and 
I do not wish to pass it. He thinks the measure innocent; I think it danger- 
ous, and thinking it dangerous, I am justified in opposing it, and justified, 
too, in employing all the instruments I can find m the arsenal of parlia- 
mentary warfare.” Doolittle of Wisconsin filed a verbal memorandum: 
“There are but five who usually act with the Administration who are 
making and voting for these dilatory motions, and there are eighteen of the 
friends of the Administration opposed to them.” 

Doolittle went farther. He pointed to Sumner as enjoying himself being 
wrongheaded and strongheaded, inconsistent, flighty, temperamental and 
huffy. This brought from Sumner one of the frequent little speeches which 
made Senators wonder how a man could be so completely unaware of his 
own fastidious postures. “Mr. President,” began Sumner, “I do not like con- 
troversy. I am sorry always when I am engaged in it. [This from the most 
controversial man in the Senate, everyone knowing that controversy was 
his meat and drink.] I differ m that respect from the Senator from Wis- 
consin. [This being one of many forms in which Sumner could say “I am 
holier than thou.”] He does like it. . . . He is perpetually alluding to me, 
and in an odious, I might say, almost vindictive spirit.” After which Sumner 
dwelt farther on Doolittle as having “a monomania” for “attacking me.” 
Near midnight of February 25 McDougall of California blamed Sumner 
for the lateness of the session, saying, “If volubility and wisdom are one, 
he is the wisest man in the world.” Sumner on that day shared in a 
colloquy: 

Mr. Sumner. . . . What I have to say now is simply to correct errors. I see the 
Senator from Maryland is reading a newspaper. 

Mr. Johnson. That is not unconstitutional, I hope. [Laughter.] 

Mr. Sumner. The Senator says he hopes it is not unconstitutional. With his lati* 
tudinananism in the construction of the Constitution, certainly it is not. 
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Never quick on his feet in debate, always preferring to write out his 
speeches elaborately beforehand, Sumner lost ground in several passages, 
one being prized by those who heard it or read it m the official Globe . 
Sumner had asked Senator Johnson whether in his opinion Northern States 
sliced out from the old Northwest Territory could override the slavery 
prohibition of the Territory’s Ordinance. 

Mr. Johnson I certainly think they can, except so far as rights are vested. 

Mr. Sumner. The Senator, then, thinks Ohio can enslave a fellow-man^ 

Mr. Johnson. Just as much as Massachusetts can. 

Mr. Sumner. Massachusetts cannot. 

Mr. Johnson. Why not? 

Mr. Sumner. Massachusetts cannot do an act of injustice. 

Mr. Johnson. Oh, indeed! I did not know that. [Laughter.] 

There was laughter again when Henderson inquired what had become 
of Sumner’s “state suicide” theory. Was Louisiana in or out of the Union? 
Sumner: “It is in and it is not.” 

Others lingered toward the rear but Sumner pressed forward, saying 
toward the close of the debate: “The pretended State government in 
Louisiana is utterly indefensible whether you look at its origin or its charac- 
ter. To describe it, I must use plain language. It is a mere seven-months’ 
abortion, begotten by the bayonet in criminal conjunction with the spirit 
of caste, and born before its time, rickety, unformed, unfinished— whose 
continued existence will be a burden, a reproach and a wrong. That is the 
whole case.” 

Allied with Sumner and Wade in this crusade were three other Repub- 
licans, B. Gratz Brown of Missouri, Jacob M. Howard and Zachariah 
Chandler of Michigan. These five voted together with 7 Democratic 
Senators on dilatory motions against from 1 8 to 20 Republicans who favored 
recognizing Louisiana. In some Yea and Nay votes 20 Senators, a majority 
of them Republicans, were silent. The Senate journal showed the measure 
on February 27 postponed by a vote of 34 to 12 “to to-morrow.” This 
“to-morrow” never came. The session closed March 4 without a vote. 
Trumbull spoke his belief that there would have been a clear majority 
for the resolution had it not been fought by Sumner. 

The central figure of the Senate, gazed at by all, Sumner in the last 
days of the session piled his desk high with documents, books, papers, notes, 
gave the word he was going to filibuster. There at his post, where once 
he had taken a merciless beating and come near death, there he would 
stand and speak and read— and read and speak— till the session officially 
ended. Thus he would kill three bills— a tax, a tariff, and an appropriation 
bill. 

The Senate gave in. Sumner had his way. Louisiana was out. But for 
Sumner the first of the seceded States would have been invited back in the 
Union, with Senate approval of its constitution abolishing slavery, leaving 
to future action civil rights and the ballot for the Negro. Lincoln’s foremost 
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immediate project was lost, for the time. Another Congress, farther events, 
would pass on Louisiana. 

Five Louisiana men claiming seats as Representatives had been in Wash- 
ington since December 5. They now packed their bags and went home. 
Chairman Dawes of the Committee on Elections had reported m February 
that three of these Louisiana claimants were entitled to seats in the House. 
The House refused to seat them. Dawes reported a resolution that there be 
paid each of them $2,000 for compensation, expenses, mileage. They came 
not as adventurers but under what they supposed was the policy of the Gov- 
ernment, said Dawes. The words “claimants for seats” troubled Thad 
Stevens. He asked to have the words stricken out. “I do not want to recog- 
nize the idea that anybody on earth thinks that these men are entitled to 
seats.” The request however was denied, and the resolution adopted. Three 
like claimants from Arkansas were included in the compensation. 

Of course it had not helped matters that A. P. Field, former judge of 
a circuit court in Louisiana, one of the claimants, had been m a high-toned 
restaurant one evening and following profane remarks which he directed at 
Representative William D. Kelley, had pulled a knife and inflicted a painful 
wound on Kelley, threatening that the next time he would have a gun and 
shoot Kelley. The House held a hearing and ordered that Judge Field be 
summoned for a reprimand at the bar of the House by the Speaker. The 
kindly and dignified reprimand of Colfax closed with the warning “Look 
not upon the wine when it is red, when it giveth its color in the cup; for 
at last it biteth like a serpent and stingeth like an adder.” 

Thus the tangled episode of Louisiana’s political fate came to its climax 
and diminuendo. Heavy folios of narrative would be required to tell the 
entire story in all its chaotic and troubled lights. Passions— the same passions 
that had made the war— ran through all the breath of it. There were con- 
temporary judgments. Sumner’s behavior, wrote Samuel Bowles on March 
12, was “perfectly unjustifiable” and “I shall henceforth always be intoler- 
ant of him.” “Sumner,” wrote Richard H. Dana on March 3 to Charles 
Francis Adams, “has been acting like a madman in the Louisiana question 
. . . not in the extreme course he took in defeating the majority by resort 
to delays— for that may be necessary and permissible in extreme cases, but 
in the positions he took, the arguments he advanced and the language he 
used to the twenty out of twenty-five Republican senators who differed 
with him. If I could hear that he was out of his head from opium or even 
New England rum, not indicating a habit, I should be relieved. . . . His 
answers to questions were boyish or crazy, I don’t know which.” 

Yet Sumner in all his stubborn course of procedure had cast no aspersion 
on the President. And Lincoln in his turn had kept a perfect serenity toward 
Sumner. Each had stood by his sincere convictions as spoken to the other 
m early winter discussions. Anna Laurens Dawes, keenly sympathetic with 
both men, wrote of them in this latest chapter of their relations: “The 
phrases Sumner had been wont to hurl in the face of the slavemaster now 
did new duty for the policy of the President. This was a pet project with 
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Lincoln, and one upon which he built many hopes. The difficulty with Lin- 
coln was his logic; more capable of an unprejudiced view than Sumner, he 
could not twist his law and his interpretations to suit his wishes. Thus in 
his theories he was the slave of his logic, but in practice he often freed him- 
self from its bonds. Sumner, on the other hand, was above and beyond logic, 
and basing his action on what he believed ought to be true, he would not 
turn about or change that action.” 

It was about this time, according to an incident later related by Joseph 
G. Cannon of Danville, Illinois, that several Northern Congressmen in Lin- 
coln’s office were calling for retaliation. They wanted hangings of “rebel” 
leaders. A Pennsylvania Representative, James K. Moorhead, was making a 
second and more vitriolic attack than his first one when Lincoln leaned 
across his table, shot out an arm and pointed a long finger: “Mr. Moorhead, 
haven’t you lived long enough to know that two men may honestly differ 
about a question and both be right?” 

Along the hallways of the War Department building young Lieutenant 
G. S. Carpenter, an assistant of the adjutant general, had in the half-lights 
occasionally glimpsed a tall form which on second look he saw was Presi- 
dent Lincoln. One day in the second week of February Lieutenant Carpen- 
ter had a few moments alone with Lincoln— and later wrote about it. The 
young assistant entered Major Eckert’s large room on business, saw no one, 
and supposed the room to be empty. Suddenly he made out two men leaning 
in the deep angles and drapery of a big window where the daylight was 
good. They were scrutinizing and studying a yellow sheet of paper, a mani- 
fold copy of a telegram. Major Eckert saw Carpenter, came over for his 
message, then abruptly left for the telegraph room. 

Carpenter saw the window drapery moving. Out of it slowly emerged 
the President, his tall silk hat on, his shoulders covered with a man’s large 
tweed shawl. He slowly advanced, peering at the yellow manifold sheet, 
calling out in a high, strident voice, “Where is Salkehatchie?” 

Carpenter had no idea where Salkehatchie was. It was the first he had 
ever heard of a Salkehatchie anywhere. He answered, “Major Eckert has 
gone out a moment, Mr. President, and I do not know, sir.” 

Still reading the dispatch, as though he could not be too sure about 
places named in it, the President said: “There is a map on the wall. It ought 
to be northwest from Savannah, in South Carolina.” 

Carpenter ran his young eyes over a large common map of the United 
States, hoping to find Salkehatchie, couldn’t find it, had to tell the President 
so. As Lincoln came near, Carpenter noted the face mournful, anxious, 
“cross-lined with deep seams.” His eye catching Carpenter’s wornment, Lin- 
coln lighted up with a smile. 

Taking off his hat as if in salute, Lincoln remarked, “This is out of re- 
spect to General Sherman’s despatch and”— hesitatingly— “my eyesight.” The 
younger man was put at ease; it interested him that Lincoln too in searching 
the map couldn’t find Salkehatchie. 
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Now Major Eckert returned, and soon brought out a large-scale war 
map of the region north of Savannah. “While I held one end, and the major 
the other,” wrote Carpenter, “the President found the place, and with face 
abstracted and in deep anxiety studied for some time the whole region. From 
the occasional remarks that he dropped I gathered that this was the first 
intelligence from General Sherman in his progress northward, and it was 
still problematical whether his immediate objective was Charleston or Co- 
lumbia, also, that he was then obstructed, foundering in swamps and streams 
with high water.” On the President’s face could be seen “distressful anxiety 
as he endeavored to trace the footsteps of the army.” 

Out of Savannah on February i Sherman had moved, his plan of cam- 
paign a secret, his lines of march baffling, the outside world unaware 
whether he was heading along the coast to Charleston or inland to Columbia. 
Now a dispatch had come through to Stanton and Lincoln that his route 
was inland, crossing the Salkehatchie River first, moving into Whippy 
Swamp. Before starting Sherman had said this march would be ten times as 
difficult, ten times more important, than the one from Atlanta to the sea. 
Able Confederate generals believed it impossible. Hardee at Charleston was 
sure that Sherman would not be so reckless. General Joseph E. Johnston, 
one of the supreme strategists of the war, waiting in North Carolina with 
40,000 Confederate troops to meet Sherman, wrote that his engineers re- 
ported it was “absolutely impossible for any army to march across lower 
portions of the State in winter.” To Johnston came a telegram from Hardee, 
“The Salk [short name for Salkehatchie] is impassable.” Undoubtedly simi- 
lar reports of a fearful area to traverse had come to Lincoln at Washington. 
His anxiety was deep. If Sherman now came through, the long war might 
be near its end. 

In two columns with outriding cavalry Sherman’s 60,000 men moved 
over the soil of the State that had led off in secession. Continuous winter 
rains had swollen all streams. Country not under water was mud and quag- 
mire. They marched day on day with rain about two days out of three. 
They crossed five large navigable rivers, swollen torrents. From high waters 
near the Savannah River, they plunged into the swamps of the Combahee 
and the Edisto, negotiated the hills and rocks of the Santee, crossed flats of 
river land where Confederate cavalry with details of Negro laborers had 
cut down trees, burned bridges, and pulled out culverts. The advance 
pioneer corps performed heavy and skilled labor. At times every private m 
the army served as a pioneer, split saplings and carried fence rails for cordu- 
roy roads, laid pontoons, cleared entanglements. They waded streams, no 
time to bridge. Some forces worked for hours waist-deep in icy floodwaters. 
One captured Confederate trooper, seeing these exploits, told the 104th Illi- 
nois, “If your army goes to hell, it will corduroy the road.” General Joseph 
E. Johnston said at a later time, “I made up my mind there had been no such 
army since the days of Julius Caesar.” 

The personnel of this army of Sherman had names that meant nothing 
beyond its picket lines, men who loved war as a game and were born to it. 
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These men knew each other—though to the outside world they were name- 
less shadows whose work and bravery in degree underlay the mighty name 
of Sherman. At the War Department or in the White House at Washing- 
ton, as an instance, the name of Joseph Anthony Mower meant nothing m 
particular, a rather ordinary division or corps commander. Yet Mower was 
a phenomenon, one of the strangest personalities of the war. No West 
Pointer, a Mexican War volunteer private, m September of ’6 1 commis- 
sioned a captain, he so fought and marched with his men that in August of 
’64 he was made major general of volunteers. A rough, irascible, hairy six- 
footer, swearing through his dark tawny whiskers, “you always had to look 
for him m the front line,” said other officers. “He never spoke of himself,” 
said Sherman, who added without reserve, “A better soldier or a braver man 
never lived.” Over and again Grant and Sherman had used Mower as a 
smasher. They could count on him to bore in and crack an enemy line. He 
had a marvelous instinct for holding his men, letting the enemy dash him- 
self to pieces against his rifle fire, then knew precisely the split second to 
yell “Charge 1 ” The reports were monotonous: “General Mower drove the 
enemy two miles.” He wrote few letters, seemed careless of distinction. Sev- 
eral successive sets of his staff officers had been killed in action while trying 
to keep pace with him. From a work of clearing Missouri of Confederate 
forces, on Sherman’s request Mower had been ordered East, had hurried to 
join up for the march from Savannah. In the forefront, a terrific marcher 
of men, he led them through ram and mud, through icy hip-deep waters, 
taking the punishments of bad weather and outdoor sleeping with his troops. 
His fellow officers could hardly find words to describe how superbly he 
handled his men in the push through the Salkehatchie swamps. One of the 
greatest of American soldiers, he was also one of the many valorous, pic- 
turesque unknowns, a grim, silent man with a contempt of either death or 
fame. 

Had Lincoln known Mower he would no more have worried about 
Salkehatchie than did Sherman, who emphasized as to Mower, “He never 
spoke of himself.” 

Confederate forces of about 1 5,000, chiefly under General Wade Hamp- 
ton, made no headway in stopping the Northern invaders, who seemed to 
have saved their fury for South Carolina. Sherman wrote later of noticing 
that his men were determined to visit on South Carolina “the scourge of 
war in its worst form,” and of his conclusion that “we would not be able to 
restrain our men as we had done in Georgia.” Troops of the 2d Minnesota 
heard Kilpatrick, the cavalry head: “There’ll be damn little for you infan- 
trymen to destroy after I’ve passed through that hell-hole of secession.” 
This from Kilpatrick just after the crossing of the Savannah River, when 
torpedoes mining the roadway had exploded, killing and wounding several 
soldiers. 

Troops of the 15th Corps were heard to say, ‘‘Here is where treason be- 
gan and, by God, here is where it shall end.” General Howard heard Sher- 
man laugh at Kilpatrick’s having changed the name of a town from Barn- 
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well to Bumwell. Officially Sherman’s orders, as in Georgia, were against 
wanton violence and destruction, but they were not repeated now. He 
wanted terror and proceeded to achieve it. His theory was that South Caro- 
lina more than any other State had instigated the war, had welcomed it 
when it began, had asked for what it was now to get, “a bellyful of war.” 
In Sherman’s own words: “My aim then was to whip the rebels, to humble 
their pride, to follow them to their inmost recesses, and make them fear and 
dread us. Tear is the beginning of wisdom’ ... the soldiers and people of 
the South entertained an undue fear of our Western men and, like children, 
they invented such ghostlike stories of our prowess in Georgia, that they 
were scared by their own inventions.” 

Over the South arose a tradition that Sherman had raved in wrath, “I’m 
going to bring every Southern woman to the washtub.” At the start of this 
march Sherman wrote to a lifelong friend, a Baltimore woman, “I will enter 
Carolina not as they say with a heart bent on desolation and destruction 
but to vindicate the just powers of a government which received terrible 
insults at the hands of the people of that State.” 

Undoubtedly his men went farther in robbery, violence, and vicious 
capers than he cared to have them, but their toils and marches, their readi- 
ness for hardship and fighting, were such that Sherman could not bring 
himself to penalize them. For himself he slept in a tree one night of flood, 
another night on a hard board church pew, living mostly as plain as any 
private. More than once he threatened to send the 8th Missouri to the rear 
for punishment, but knowing their valor over and again in battle, he said, 
“I would have pardoned them for anything short of treason.” 

Foragers stripped the country of many farm buildings, farm animals, 
fences, much property, and food of all descriptions. The railroads were torn 
up, and weather permitting, bridges burned, cotton bales set blazing, vacant 
dwellings and barns fired. Looters and bummers stole jewelry, watches, and 
silverware, smashed pianos and shattered mirrors, though the extent and the 
manner of these outrages became an issue of veracity as between Northern 
and Southern witnesses. Captain Daniel Oakey, 2 d Massachusetts Volun- 
teers, wrote of marching into the town of Cheraw with music and colors 
flying. The men stacked arms in the main street and made ready for a 
supper of commeal, sweet potatoes, and bacon brought in by foragers. “The 
railing of the town pump, and the remains of a buggy, said to belong to 
Mr. Lincoln’s brother-in-law, Dr. Todd, were quickly reduced to kindling- 
wood to boil the coffee. The necessary destruction of property was quickly 
accomplished, and on we went.” 

The mansion of Wade Hampton’s plantation was wrecked and burned. 
Not long afterward eighteen Union soldiers were found with papers fastened 
to them reading “Death to foragers,” some throats slit from ear to ear. Kil- 
patrick came storming to Sherman about this; the order from Sherman was 
to “kill man for man” and to mark the bodies in the same style. 

It was heartbreak time in South Carolina. The rains fell on the drooping 
Spanish moss of the live oaks, like Mrs. Chesnut at Columbia, “too dismal 
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even for moaning.” A letter from her husband warned her to make ready, 
“for the end had come,” railroads all blown up, swamps impassable, new 
freshets daily, Negroes “utterly apathetic,” no troops, f 16,000 of Confeder- 
ate bills traded for $300 in gold. “If I laugh at any mortal thing it is that I 
may not weep. Who dares hope>” In a little gathering someone prayed, 
“Grant us patience, good Lord,” a youth rejoining profanely, “Not Ulysses 
Grant, good Lord.” General Hood was staying at Mrs. Chesnut’s house, 
speaking dreadful words about “my defeat and discomfiture, my army de- 
stroyed, my losses.” The women told him their merriest stories. He seemed 
to hear nothing, sat staring into the fire, spots coming on his face, sweat on 
the forehead. 

“Yes,” whispered one woman to another, “he is going over some bitter 
scene; he sees Willie Preston with his heart shot away. He sees the panic at 
Nashville and the dead on the battlefield at Franklin.” A young man spoke: 
“That agony on his face comes again and again. I can’t keep him, out of 
those absent fits.” Came a telegram from General Beauregard to Mr. Ches- 
nut. General Beauregard was unable to inform Mr. Chesnut whether Sher- 
man’s army would come by way of Branchville, Charleston, or Columbia. 
Soon then, said the women, Sherman, the destroyer, the Hun, the burner 
and killer, soon he might be in Columbia. Then what? They shuddered. 

To Lincolnton, North Carolina, traveled Mrs. Chesnut, the last one to 
board the last railroad train of refugees fleeing Columbia. There at Lincoln- 
ton she was able to get a hotel room and meals of a sort for $240 for four 
days, in Confederate bills. Came a letter from her husband. He had been 
asleep on the morning of February 17 when the Yankees blew up the rail- 
road depot and awakened him. On the streets he found that “nearly every- 
body had left Columbia,” and the mayor had handed the city over to Sher- 
man. “Mr. Chesnut” managed to get a horse, ride out of the city and over- 
take Hampton’s command at Meek’s Mill. “That night, from the hills where 
they encamped, they saw the fire, and knew the Yankees were burning the 
town, as we had every reason to expect they would.” 

The final dooms were weaving, Mrs. Chesnut writing February 22. 
“Charleston and Wilmington have surrendered. I have no further use for a 
newspaper. I never want to see another one as long as I live. . . . Shame, 
disgrace, beggary, all have come at once, and are hard to bear— the grand 
smash! Rain, rain, outside, and naught but drowning floods of tears inside.” 
She couldn’t bear it, and rushed downstairs and out through the rainstorm 
to the home of the Reverend Mr. Martin, who said, “Madam, Columbia is 
burned to the ground.” Mrs. Chesnut bowed her head and sobbed aloud. 
“Stop that!” said the minister, trying to speak cheerfully, and, “Come here, 
wife,” to Mrs. Martin. “This woman cries with her whole heart, just as she 
laughs.” Then Mr. Martin began to break and his voice was hardly more 
calm than Mrs. Chesnut’s. 

Earlier that week she had spoken with friends of Lee possibly coming to 
help them. She wrote: “Lee could not save his own— how could he come to 
save us? Read the list of the dead in those last battles around Richmond and 
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Petersburg if you want to break your heart.” In bloody actions of February 
j, 6, and 7 Grant had so struck at Lee that by no chance could Lee send 
any men toward Sherman. 

In Washington on February 22 by order of the President there was a 
night illumination of the high domed building on the top of Capitol Hill- 
lights and singing bright windows in honor and celebration of victories re- 
sulting in Columbia, Charleston, Wilmington, and a fresh wide area coming 
again under the United States flag. 


CHAPTER 6 3 

THE SECOND INAUGURAL 


FOUR years now this February since Abraham Lincoln under cover of 
secrecy and a slouch hat had set foot in Washington with his first inaugural 
address in an inside coat pocket, a few weeks later in the White House no 
mail nor telegrams arriving, no railroad trains running, wire communication 
cut off from Washington. To save his Government from going down and 
under, he had begun a war, though the Constitution said only Congress 
could declare war; and he had taken millions of dollars from the national 
treasury, and otherwise under what he considered imperative necessity had 
disregarded the Constitution, sponsoring arrests of scores of men without 
warrant and the holding of them without trial, slowly drifting into a war 
whose thunders echoed round the world. In the name of a Union of States 
he had called up through persuasion and force 1,000,000 men, 2,000,000, 
with guns. Out of fog and storm had come Grant and Sherman and the en- 
forcement of Federal authority with bayonets. Tightening his strong hand- 
shake with a volunteer of Company K, 57th Massachusetts regiment, at a 
White House reception, he said to young William D. Ordway: “I am 
pleased to shake hands with a soldier. It is the soldier who has made us what 
we are today.” On Grant now menacing Lee before Richmond, on Sherman 
thrusting agony into the vitals of South Carolina— on these final struggles 
depended the length of the storm not yet spent. And on what the Chief 
Magistrate might have to say, on his words now, such had become his stature 
and place, depended much of the face of events and the character of what 
was to happen when the war was over. This no one understood more deeply 
and sensitively than Lincoln as he wrote his second inaugural address. 

To the committee reporting to him that the Senate had canvassed the 
Electoral College votes and found him “duly elected President of the United 
States for four years, commencing on the fourth day of March, 1865,” he 
had answered humbly, with an intricate humility. What might it fore- 
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shadow? He said: “With deep gratitude to my countrymen for this mark 
of their confidence; with a distrust of my own ability to perform the duty 
required under the most favorable circumstances, and now rendered doubly 
difficult by existing national perils; yet with a firm reliance on the strength 
of our free government, and the eventual loyalty of the people to the just 
principles upon which it is founded, and above all with an unshaken faith 
in the Supreme Ruler of Nations, I accept this trust. Be pleased to signify 
this to the respective Houses of Congress.” 

This he read to the committee, during informal talk afterward saying 
that his four years “in the depths of a great and yet unended national peril” 
had probably moved the public judgment “that I may better finish a difficult 
work in which I have labored from the first than could anyone less severely 
schooled to the task.” 

On the last Sunday evening in February Lincoln had come into his office 
holding in one hand a roll of manuscript. To the painter Carpenter and to 
a Congressman there by appointment he said: “Lots of wisdom in that docu- 
ment, I suspect. It is what will be called my ‘second inaugural,’ containing, 
about six hundred words. I will put it away here in this drawer until I want 
it.” Seating himself before the fireplace, in “a familiar and cheerful mood” 
he talked about old days in Illinois. Though now twice elected President, 
Carpenter heard him say that nothing had ever gratified him so much as the 
election just after his return from the Black Hawk War. In the township of 
New Salem he got 208 votes, his opponent only 3. Seldom had judgments 
on him been so nearly unanimous. 

The program on March 4 set 12 noon as the hour for the Senate to swear 
in its new members and the new Vice-President, after which the President 
was to take his second oath of office outdoors on a platform at the east front 
of the Capitol. Hours before noon Lincoln’s carriage brought him to his 
room in the Senate wing, where he considered and signed bills passed by 
Senate and House at the session to end at noon. Meantime a parade moved 
on Pennsylvania Avenue from the White House to the Capitol. The sky was 
gray, a light drizzle of rain falling, cold, gusty winds blowing. Two to three 
inches of muddy paste coated the sidewalks lined with spectators. Through 
a churned mud, in some places ten inches deep, moved four white horses, 
somewhat spattered, hauling a model of a navy monitor on wheels. The 
small cannon of its revolving turret blazed w T ith salutes fired by grinning 
navy lads having a holiday. Civic and patriotic bodies with banners followed. 
A delegation of visiting firemen from Philadelphia were in line with their 
host, the Washington Fire Department. On one wagon platform printers 
from the Typographical Society, a labor union, ran a hand press and scat- 
tered programs of the day’s events to the sidewalk public. For the first time 
in Washington a battalion of Negro troops in Union Army blue marched 
as inaugural guards, and in line with them the Negro Grand Lodge of Odd 
Fellows, 

Missing from the parade was the expected White House carriage. Lieu- 
tenant George Ashmun of the White House guard gave the explanation. 
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His troop, ready for escort duty, drew up in front of the White House at 
nine in the morning, sat their horses while a rain poured down on their 
white gloves, polished boots, spick-and-span uniforms, saddles and glossy 
steeds. At eleven a carriage received Mrs. Lincoln, Robert Lincoln, and Sen- 
ator Harlan, whose daughter was so rare a girl in Robert’s eye that he was 
hoping to marry her. At the west gate they waited twenty minutes with no 
word from the tangled mass of troops, fire engines, marchers, where this 
distinguished White House vehicle of honor was to go. “Mrs. Lincoln be- 
came impatient,” wrote Ashmun. “At last she inquired if a way could not 
be cleared for the carriage to pass out and on. Being assured that it could be 
done she gave the order to proceed at once, which was done at a gallop, 
and in spite of loud protests from marshals and aids, whose plans and efforts 
were thus demoralized. The carriage slackened its speed only when the Cap- 
itol was reached.” 

A holiday mood of the people disregarded the drab weather. Immense 
and impressive were the crowds “standing heroically on guard in front of 
the Capitol,” wrote Noah Brooks. Before ten m the morning the throng 
reached beyond the approaches to the Capitol eastern portico. Toward noon 
flocks of women streamed around the Capitol, “in wretched plight, crinoline 
smashed, skirts bedaubed, and moire antique, velvet, laces and such dry 
goods streaked with mud from end to end.” And the women met their test 
of heroism, noted Brooks, keeping unfailing good nature though “such an- 
other dirty crowd probably never was seen.” From the top flight of the 
marble steps came the bawlings of an officer in charge of a cordon of troops, 
while rain drizzled on the bonnets and velvets of a seething mass of women. 
Brooks and others managed to get word inside; “the epauleted popinjay” 
opened the doors, through which surged “a current of ladies, notables and 
newspaper men,” enough to fill the corridors and all available floor space. 

Later the doors of the galleries swung open. Women in wide crinoline 
drifted in, “filled the seats like a cloud,” filled every gallery, not a man find- 
ing a seat. “All were in full dress, diamonds flashed, feathers nodded 
(damply), and bright faces gleamed everywhere, the noise of feminine 
tongues like a swarm of bees hovering over a blossoming apple-tree or a 
troop of zephyrs among riverside reeds.” The ivory gavel of the presiding 
officer, Senator Foot of Vermont, came down rapping for order. “He might 
as well have talked to bees or zephyrs; the fair creatures 'would not stop; 
senators were mute before that rippling storm of small talk in the galleries, 
the women permitting their long-pent feelings to find vent in words.” 

The buzzing and clamor slowed down. Invited notables trod in to their 
reserved seats. General Joe Hooker, handsome, rosy, decked out as though 
for a corps review, strode in representing the army. From a side door stole 
a naval figure, women whispering “The dear old Admiral” as Farragut half 
slunk with modesty into his seat. From the press gallery young Noah Brooks 
enjoyed it as a show and wrote of it with occasional comic touches: “Mrs. 
Lincoln, attended by Senator Anthony, took a seat in the Diplomatic Gal- 
lery, where were many of the ladies and attaches of foreign embassies, who 
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were greatly discomposed by one of the Ministers of a seven-by-nine Euro- 
pean kingdom, whose legs got mixed up in his toggery so that he fell igno- 
miniously down stairs, whereat all of the spectators jumped up and looked 
disappointed because his embassadonal head did not break off on the railing 
and fall even into the Senatorial pit below. There was a buzz when the 
Justices of the Supreme Court came in, wearing their black robes of office, 
Chief Justice Chase looking very young, wearing a stove-pipe hat and a long 
black silk nightgown (so to speak), though it’s all according to law, you 
know. A few stray Governors came in and took back seats; then filed in the 
Diplomatic Corps, gay birds every one, dressed in gold lace, feathers and 
unseasonable white pantaloons. One embassador was so stiff with gold lace 
that he could not sit down except with great difficulty, and had to unbutton 
himself before he could get his feet on the floor. These occupied the seats 
on the right of the chair, the Supreme Court being in front; behind were 
the members of the House, who came in procession at noon. Next came the 
Cabinet, who occupied seats in the area on the left of the Chair, Seward 
leading off, and followed by Stanton, Welles, Speed and Dennison.” 

In the middle of the front row sat President Lincoln, his eyes turning 
with those of others as the clock struck twelve toward the main entrance, 
where Andrew Johnson, Vice-President-elect, came escorted by Senator 
Doolittle and arm in arm with Hannibal Hamlin, the outgoing Vice-Presi- 
dent. Hamlin rose and spoke his farewell, “heartfelt and undissembled 
thanks” for kindness bestowed on him by every Senator, closing, “Is the 
Vice-President elect now ready to take and subscribe the oath of office 5 ” 

Andrew Johnson of Tennessee rose for his big moment, saying, “I am,” 
and turning, “Senators, I am here today as the chosen Vice-President of the 
United States, and as such, by constitutional provision I am made the presid- 
ing officer of this body.” This had a slight intimation that somebody might 
try to stop him from so serving. He continued, “I therefore present myself 
here in obedience to the high behests of the American people to discharge 
a constitutional duty, and not presumptuously to thrust myself in a position 
so exalted.” This for an instant struck many of his hearers as more than an 
insinuation that Andy had been accused of presumptuously thrusting him- 
self forward. What next 5 Andy went on, facing with no embarrassment 
what the Congressional Globe described as “a distinguished and brilliant as- 
semblage,” saying: “May I at this moment— it may not be irrelevant to the 
occasion— advert to the workings of our institutions under the Constitution 
which our fathers framed and George Washington approved, as exhibited 
by the position in wffiich I stand before the American Senate, in the sight of 
the American people 5 ” This was either too egregious or not quite coherent. 
He would proceed. “Deem me not vain or arrogant; yet I should be less 
than man if under such circumstances I were not proud of being an Ameri- 
can citizen, for today one who claims no high descent, one who comes from 
the ranks of the people, stands, by the choice of a free constituency, in the 
second place in this Government. There may be those to whom such things 
are not pleasing, but those who have labored for the consummation of a free 



THE SECOND INAUGURAL 


89 

Government will appreciate and cherish institutions which exclude none 
however obscure his origin from places of trust and distinction. The people, 
in short, are the source of all power.” 

No written papers in his hand, speaking impromptu, Andy became per- 
sonal, saying to the Senators, then to the Supreme Court, that their power 
came from the mass of the people, and further, a You, Mr. Secretary Seward, 
Mr. Secretary Stanton, the Secretary of the Navy [he couldn’t quite dig up 
the name of Welles], and the others who are your associates [why call the 
roll on the Cabinet^ 5 ]— you know that you have my respect and my confi- 
dence— derive not your greatness and your power alone from President Lin- 
coln.” Andy was in a mood. They needed his instructions and he proceeded: 
“Humble as I am, plebeian as I may be deemed, permit me in the presence 
of this brilliant assemblage to enunciate the truth that courts and cabinets, 
the President and his advisers, derive their power and their greatness from 
the people. Such an assertion of the great principles of this Government 
may be considered out of place, and I will not consume the time of these 
intelligent people much longer; but I could not be insensible to these great 
truths when I, a plebeian, elected by the people the Vice President of these 
United States, am here to enter upon the discharge of my duties. For those 
duties I claim not the aptitude of my respected predecessor.” 

Part of this, of course, was Andrew Johnson’s traditional stump speech 
with an ever sure-fire appeal to his Tennessee audiences. There was a shak- 
ing of fists and a tone of defiance, however, with nothing clear as to who 
was being defied and what about. He was coming to that, though first he 
must repeat,' “I, though a plebeian boy, am authorized by the principles of 
the Government under which I live to feel proudly conscious that I am a 
man, and grave dignitaries are but men,” which was true enough, but he 
had three times before said he was plebeian, and reporters noticed there was 
a general feeling he was overdoing the business of being a plebeian. Next, 
however, he spoke as one somewhat inarticulate, arrogant, and chaotic, fresh 
from the fiery furnace of reconstruction. Before all of them, high and 
mighty, he desired to proclaim “that Tennessee, whose representative I have 
been, is free.” Today she stood redeemed. “She has bent the tyrant’s rod, 
she has broken the yoke of slavery.” 

By now Hamlin had pulled at the coattails of the speaker and tried to 
coax him to quit, while the clerk of the Senate, John W. Forney, with whom 
Johnson had been drinking the evening before, whispered loud, hoped to 
catch Johnson’s eye and flag him down. Johnson swept on into thanking 
God that Tennessee had never been out of the Union, and declaring flatly, 
“No State can go out of this Union; and moreover, Congress cannot eject 
a State from the Union.” To this he added his promise that Tennessee was 
today electing her governor and legislature and would soon have her Sena- 
tors and Representatives mingling with those of her sister States. Then 
Andrew Johnson took the oath of his new office, and Hamlin adjourned 
the Senate. 

Rather sorry, and a little funny-but far more sorry than funny— was this 



90 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

performance— the sour note of the day. His face flushed, his voice hoarse, 
Johnson looked worn and sick. For weeks that winter he had been in bed 
with typhoid fever and a general exhaustion from heavy labors amid terrific 
excitement. He had written to Lincoln and to Forney inquiring whether by 
any precedents he could stay in Nashville and take his oath of office. Lincoln 
had wired a reply January 24 that while Johnson’s wish was fully appre- 
ciated, “It is our unanimous conclusion that it is unsafe for you not to be 
here on the 4th of March. Be sure to reach here by that time.” So Johnson 
had come on, had joined in a convivial party with Forney and others the 
night of March 3, and in Hamlin’s room in the Senate building had required 
before going in to his inauguration that a bottle of whisky be brought him. 
“I am not fit to be here, and ought not to have left my home,” said Johnson, 
“as I was slow recovering from an attack of typhoid fever. But Mr. Lincoln 
telegraphed me, as did other friends, that I must be here, and I came.” He 
poured one tumbler of whisky and drank it down, and according to Hamlm, 
just before going into the overheated Senate chamber, drank another, say- 
ing, “I will take some more of the whiskey, as I need all the strength for 
the occasion I can have.” 

As Johnson had gotten well into his speech several Republican Senators 
bent their heads, unable to look at him, wishing themselves away. Sumner 
covered his face with his hands, and bowed his head down on the desk. 
“Seward,” wrote Noah Brooks, “was as bland and serene as a summer day, 
Stanton appeared to be petrified; Welles’s face was usually void of any ex- 
pression; Speed sat with his eyes closed, Dennison was red and white by 
turns. Among Union senators Henry Wilson’s face was flushed; Sumner 
wore a saturnine and sarcastic smile; and most of the others turned and 
twisted in their senatorial chairs as if in long-drawn agony. Of the Supreme 
Bench, Judge Nelson only was apparently moved, his lower jaw dropped 
clean down in blank horror. Chase was marble, adamant, granite in immobil- 
ity until Johnson turned his back upon the Senate to take the oath, when 
he exchanged glances with Nelson, who then closed his mouth. When John- 
son had repeated inaudibly the oath of office, his hand upon the Book, he 
turned and took the Bible in his hand, and facing the audience, said, with 
a loud, theatrical voice and gesture, ‘I kiss this Book in the face of my nation 
of the United States.’ ” 

Welles noted in his diary that Speed at his left whispered to him, “All 
this is in wretched bad taste,” and later, “The man is certainly deranged.” 
To Stanton on his right Welles said, “Johnson is either drunk or crazy,” 
Stanton rejoining, “There is evidently something wrong.” Seward said to 
Welles it was “emotion on returning and revisiting the Senate,” Welles not 
concurring, though “I hope it is sickness.” 

At Lincoln’s side during the scene sat the Senator who had escorted him 
to the Capitol, Henderson of Missouri. While the new Vice-President ranted, 
bellowed, and shook his fists, Henderson noticed Lincoln’s head drooping in 
deep humiliation. A day or two later the new Secretary of the Treasury, 
Hugh McCulloch, spoke to Lincoln about alarm in some quarters. What 
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would happen to the country if President Lincoln should be suddenly re- 
moved and Johnson replace him^ Lincoln after a moment’s hesitation and 
with unusual seriousness “I have known Andy for many years He made a 
bad slip the other day, but you need not be scared. Andy ain’t a drunkard.” 

Andrew Johnson was important. A terrible importance gathered around 
him now. He might be a key figure. High men wondered about him. His 
political instincts told him this. He had tried to voice it, with a humility and 
courtesy of which he was capable, but his mind befuddled it and his tongue 
spoke mainly what he had been saying on the stump all of his life about all 
political power going back to the mass of people. To this in maudlin style 
he had joined words habitual to him in Tennessee, words that had cost him 
toil and suffering and for which he had risked his life. To the home of the 
Blairs at Silver Spring he now went for two weeks of rest while hullabaloo 
about his speech let down. Old Man Blair held Johnson was “all right”; he 
hadn’t said anything “that was bad sense, only bad taste”; it wouldn’t have 
been “nearly so much of a thing if Sumner hadn’t been so exquisite about it.” 

As Senator Henderson offered his arm to Lincoln for taking their place 
in the march to the inaugural platform outside, Henderson heard Lincoln 
say to a marshal, “Do not let Johnson speak outside.” 

The procession formed and moved with the high figures of all branches 
of the United States Government, including the Supreme Court, the out- 
going and incoming President in one person, members of the Senate, the 
diplomatic corps, heads of departments, governors of States and Territories, 
mayors of Washington and Georgetown. The drizzle of rain had stopped, 
and in the great plaza as they went out the Capitol door they looked on a 
sea of heads as far as the eye could reach, ending in scattered fringes of 
people near the buds and spring greenery of the grounds beyond. “A tre- 
mendous shout, prolonged and loud, arose from the surging ocean of human- 
ity,” wrote Noah Brooks. The President with invited notables took the plat- 
form. “Then the sergeant-at-arms of the Senate, the historic Brown, arose 
and bowed, with his shining black hat in hand, in dumb-show before the 
crowd, which thereupon became still, and Abraham Lincoln, rising tall and 
gaunt among the groups about him, stepped forward to read his inaugural 
address, printed m two broad columns upon a single page of large paper. 
As he advanced from his seat, a roar of applause shook the air, and, again 
and again repeated, finally died far away on the outer fringe of the throng, 
like a sweeping wave upon the shore. Just at that moment the sun, obscured 
all day, burst forth in its unclouded meridian splendor, and flooded the spec- 
tacle with glory and with light. Every heart beat quicker at the unexpected 
omen.” 

Many could not help remembering how different it was four years ago, 
with anxiety and gloom hung everywhere, sharpshooters with rifles lurking 
on watch at each of the near-by Capitol windows, and General Scott ready 
around the hill with troops and cannon. Then the unfitted sections of the 
great Capitol dome lay scattered in disorder near the inaugural stand— an un- 
finished job; the bronze figure of the matron Liberty lay abandoned on the 
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ground; now she had been lifted to the supreme height of the Capitol, Walt 
Whitman writing of it, “I like to stand aside and look a long, long while, 
up at the dome; it comforts me somehow.” 

In a silence almost profound the audience now listened. Toward the 
edges of the crowd they listened but couldn’t hear, so far off were they. 
“Every word was clear and audible as the ringing and somewhat shrill tones 
of Lincoln’s voice sounded over the vast concourse,” wrote Brooks. Seldom 
had a President been so short-spoken about the issues of so grave an hour. 
He read his carefully and deliberately prepared address: 

“Fellow- country men: At this second appearing to take the oath of the 
presidential office, there is less occasion for an extended address than there 
was at the first. Then a statement, somewhat in detail, of a course to be 
pursued, seemed fitting and proper. Now, at the expiration of four years, 
during which public declarations have been constantly called forth on every 
point and phase of the great contest which still absorbs the attention and 
engrosses the energies of the nation, little that is new could be presented. 
The progress of our arms, upon which all else chiefly depends, is as well 
known to the public as to myself; and it is, I trust, reasonably satisfactory 
and encouraging to all. With high hope for the future, no prediction in 
regard to it is ventured. 

“On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago, all thoughts were 
anxiously directed to an impending civil war. All dreaded it — all sought to 
avert it. While the inaugural address was being delivered from this place, 
devoted altogether to saving the Union without war, insurgent agents were 
in the city seeking to destroy it without war— seeking to dissolve the Union, 
and divide effects, by negotiation. Both parties deprecated war; but one of 
them would make war rather than let the nation survive; and the other 
would accept war rather than let it perish. And the war came. 

“One-eighth of the whole population were colored slaves, not distributed 
generally over the Union, but localized in the Southern part of it. These 
slaves constituted a peculiar and powerful interest. All knew that this inter- 
est was, somehow, the cause of the war. To strengthen, perpetuate, and 
extend this interest was the object for which the insurgents would rend the 
Union, even by war; while the government claimed no right to do more 
than to restrict the territorial enlargement of it. 

“Neither party expected for the w T ar the magnitude or the duration 
which it has already attained. Neither anticipated that the cause of the con- 
flict might cease with, or even before, the conflict itself should cease. Each 
looked for an easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and astounding. 
Both read the same Bible, and pray to the same God; and each invokes his 
aid against the other. It may seem strange that any men should dare to ask 
a just God’s assistance in wringing their bread from the sweat of other men’s 
faces; but let us judge not, that we be not judged. The prayers of both could 
not be answered— that of neither has been answered fully. 

“The Almighty has his own purposes. Woe unto the world because of 
offenses! for it must needs be that offenses come; but woe to that man by 
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closing paragraph of the second inaugural address 
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whom the offense cometh.’ If we shall suppose that American slavery is one 
of those offenses which, in the providence of God, must needs come, but 
which, having continued through his appointed time, he now wills to re- 
move, and that he gives to both North and South this terrible war, as the 
woe due to those by whom the offense came, shall we discern therein any 
departure from those divine attributes which the believers in a living God 
always ascribe to him* 

“Fondly do we hope— fervently do we pray— that this mighty scourge of 
war may speedily pass away. Yet, if God wills that it continue until all the 
wealth piled by the bondman’s two hundred and fifty years of unrequited 
toil shall be sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the lash shall 
be paid by another drawn with the sword, as was said three thousand years 
ago, so still it must be said, ‘The judgments of the Lord are true and 
righteous altogether.’ 

“With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the 
right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we 
are in; to bind up the nation’s wounds; to care for him who shall have borne 
the battle and for his widow, and his orphan— to do all which may achieve 
and cherish a just and a lasting peace among ourselves, and with all nations.” 

Applause and cheers marked the sentence having the words “both parties 
deprecated war,” so that Lincoln paused long before adding “And the war 
came.” A subdued handclapping and occasional cheers punctuated other 
places in the address. Reporters noticed at the final paragraph many moist 
eyes and here and there tears coursing down faces unashamed of emotion. 

Silence being restored after the last prolonged cheer, the President turned 
toward Chief Justice Chase, performing today the ritual conducted four 
years ago by Roger B. Taney. The Chief Justice with his right hand uplifted 
directed the clerk of the Supreme Court to bring forward the Bible. Then 
Lincoln, laying his right hand on an open page of the Book, repeated the 
oath of office after the Chief Justice: “I do solemnly swear that I will faith- 
fully execute the office of the President of the United States, and will, to 
the best of my ability, preserve, protect, and defend the Constitution of the 
United States— so help me God.” Then Lincoln bent forward, kissed the 
Book, and arose to full height again, his authority complete to serve as Pres- 
ident of the United States for the next four years. 

Cannon boomed, cheers rang on cheers. Lincoln turned bowing in vari- 
ous directions, then walked into the Capitol, at a basement entrance took 
his carriage, and was escorted back to the White House by a great proces- 
sion. To Noah Brooks he said: “Did you notice that sunburst? It made my 
heart jump.” Another omen was noticed by several persons, Lieutenant Ash- 
mun of the cavalry escort back to the White House writing that some of 
his men looking skyward saw the star Venus shining clear and luminous 
about two o’clock in the afternoon, “the first and only time that most of us 
ever saw that star at that hour of the day.” Accounts of the day mentioned 
at the close of the high ceremonial “a bright star visible in the heavens.” 

Chief Justice Chase noted the place where the President’s lips touched 
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the Bible page. Presenting the Book to Mrs. Lincoln, the Chief Justice 
pointed to the pencil-marked verses kissed by the President. They were the 
twenty-seventh and twenty-eighth verses of the fifth chapter of the Book 
of Isaiah, reading: 

“None shall be weary nor stumble among them; none shall slumber nor 
sleep; neither shall the girdle of their loins be loosed, nor the latchet of their 
shoes be broken- 

“Whose arrows are sharp, and all their bows bent, their horses’ hoofs 
shall be counted like flint, their wheels like a whirlwind.” 

In the wide-flung comment on the second inaugural, the praise and blame 
ran somewhat like that given the Gettysburg speech. Journals keyed to the 
London Times agreed with its judgment that Lincoln wanted “fresh exer- 
tions and sacrifices” from his people, and “Mr. Lincoln, therefore, like a 
prudent statesman, conceals his own hopes, if he cherishes any, and bids the 
people, in effect, to make up their minds for another considerable term of 
fighting.” On the whole, the Times would say, it revealed the Federal Mag- 
istrate “more completely than many of the verbose compositions which have 
proceeded from his predecessors.” This left-handed compliment on brevity 
was a new one from the Times . E. L. Godkin, writing from America for 
his readers in the London Daily News, rebuked the “painfully absurd writers 
and orators in London” who chose to misinterpret. “Mr. Lincoln,” wrote 
Godkin, “is perhaps the only man at the North who has never wavered, or 
doubted, or abated one jot of heart or hope. He has always been calm, con- 
fident, determined, the type and embodiment of the national will.” 

“Everyone likes a compliment,” wrote Lincoln to Thurlow Weed with 
thanks for good words, and giving his own estimate of his second inaugural 
address. “I expect the latter [the address] to wear as well as— perhaps better 
than— anything I have produced, but I believe it is not immediately popular. 
Men are not flattered by being shown that there has been a difference of 
purpose between the Almighty and them. To deny it, however, in this 
case, is to deny that there is a God governing the world. It is a truth which 
I thought needed to be told, and, as whatever of humiliation there is in it 
falls most directly on myself, I thought others might afford for me to 
tell it.” 

Like the Gettysburg Address and more particularly the House Divided 
speech, the second inaugural took on varied meanings. To some it was a 
howl for vengeance, to others a benediction and a plea— with deep music. 
J. B. Jones in the Richmond war office wrote of it as a homily or sermon. 
“He ‘quotes Scripture for the deed’ quite as fluently as our President; and 
since both Presidents resort to religious justification, it may be feared the 
war is about to assume a more sanguinary aspect and a more cruel nature 
than ever before. God help us! The history of man, even in the Bible, is 
but a series of wars. It must be thus to make us appreciate the blessings of 
peace, and to bow in humble adoration of the great Father of all.” 

“What think you of the inaugural?” wrote Charles Francis Adams, Jr., 
to his father. “That rail-splitting lawyer is one of the wonders of the day. 
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Once at Gettysburg and now again on a greater occasion he has shown 
a capacity for rising to the demands of the hour which we should not 
expect from orators or men of the schools. This inaugural strikes me in its 
grand simplicity and directness as being for all time the historical keynote 
of this war; in it a people seemed to speak in the sublimely simple utterance 
of ruder times. What will Europe think of this utterance of the rude ruler, 
of whom they have nourished so lofty a contempt ? Not a prince or 
minister in all Europe could have risen to such an equality with the 
occasion.’’ 

On the evening of March 4, people were massing and milling long before 
eight o’clock, when the doors of the White House were to open for the 
President’s reception to the public. An insistent crowd it was, some having 
traveled from afar; they proposed to miss no numbers on the bill. “The 
platform in front of the entrance, the walks and drives back of the Avenue, 
were packed with people,” noted Lieutenant Ashmun of the guards. He 
described the technical difficulties of policing this crush of mainly well- 
dressed humanity. “After consultation it was arranged that the district 
police, who were, of course, government officers, should manage the people 
inside the house, and the military force take care of them outside. In 
order to prevent a crush within it was decided to open the doors and let 
the house fill, then close them and keep them closed until the police had 
moved the people on and mostly out of a separate place of exit. The diffi- 
culties in this plan were to cut off the stream at the doorway long enough 
to close the doors, and then to pacify those kept in waiting for the next 
opening. Occasionally a lady would faint or become terrified and have to be 
rescued by taking her out of the mass over the heads of men, for they 
were packed so closely that they could not move or be moved to permit 
any other way of escape. From the midst of this compressed mass on that 
platform at the entrance I heard a voice and saw the hand of a tall naval 
officer waved toward me, with the call: ‘Can’t you get us out of this^’ 
After a hard struggle he was reached and at his side a much shorter man 
m full uniform was standing, whom I had not seen until then, and who 
proved to be Admiral Farragut being released from a very uncomfortable 
position, to say nothing of the delay in reaching the President.” 

The hours from eight until eleven o’clock Lincoln spent in almost con- 
tinuous handshaking. Newspapermen wrote that in these three hours he 
shook hands with more than six thousand persons. Among those who failed 
to make the grade for a handshake was Walt Whitman. “Never was such 
a compact jam in front of the White House,” he wrote— “all the grounds 
fill’d, and away out to the spacious sidewalks. I was ... in the rush inside 
with the crowd— surged along the passage-ways, the blue and other rooms, 
and through the great east room. Crowds of country people, some very 
funny. Fine music from the Marine band, off in a side place. I saw Mr. 
Lincoln, drest all in black, with white kid gloves and a claw-hammer coat, 
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receiving, as in duty bound, shaking hands, looking very disconsolate, and 
as if he would give anything to be somewhere else.” 

Two policemen seized Frederick Douglass as he tried to walk through 
the entrance. They were mistaken, he told them, the President would order 
him admitted if the President knew about it. And with that Douglass 
flashed through the door, only to be taken by two inside policemen. They 
escorted him to a window and had him walking a plank that led outside. 
“This will not do, gentlemen,” he said to the limbs of the law, and then 
called to a man passing by, “Be so kind as to say to Mr. Lincoln that 
Frederick Douglass is detained by officers at the door.” Soon came word 
that the President invited Mr. Douglass into the East Room. He described 
the scene: “A perfect sea of beauty and elegance, too, it was. The ladies 
were in very fine attire, and Mrs. Lincoln was standing there. I could not 
have been more than ten feet from him when Mr. Lincoln saw me; his 
countenance lighted up, and he said in a voice which was heard all around; 
‘Here comes my friend Douglass.’ As I approached him he reached out his 
hand, gave me a cordial shake, and said. ‘Douglass, I saw you m the crowd 
to-day listening to my inaugural address. There is no man’s opinion that I 
value more than yours: what do you think of it*’ I said. ‘Mr. Lincoln, I 
cannot stop here to talk with you, as there are thousands waiting to shake 
you by the hand;’ but he said again: ‘What did you think of it*’ I said* 
‘Mr. Lincoln, it was a sacred effort,’ and then I walked off. ‘I am glad you 
liked it,’ he said.” 

The crowds vanished and in the still midnight the White House looked, 
according to the guard Crook, “as if a regiment of rebel troops had been 
quartered there, with permission to forage.” As a custom at these recep- 
tions there were odds and ends carried away as souvenirs, but the damage 
now seemed “monstrous.” Mementoes were wanted. “A great piece of red 
brocade, a yard square almost, was cut from the window-hangings of the 
East Room, and another piece not quite so large, from a curtain in the 
Green Room. Flowers from the floral designs m the lace curtains were cut 
out, evidently for an ornament for the top of pincushions or something of 
the sort. Some arrests were made, after the reception, of persons concerned 
in the disgraceful business.” The President, noted Crook, was “distressed 
greatly.” Usually he was so calm about things, why should these acts of 
rowdyism impress him so painfully* Crook guessed it was “the senseless 
violence of it that puzzled him.” Crook noted his saying, “Why should 
they do it* How can they?” 

An American crowd, “a motley democratic crowd, such as could be 
seen in no royal country, and of which we are justly proud,” thus ran the 
version of Adelaide W. Smith, an army nurse carrying a paper signed by 
General Grant ordering all guards, pickets, steamboats, and railroads to 
“pass Miss Ada W. Smith.” With two friends she stood that afternoon on 
the rim of the crowd at the inaugural platform. Far off they managed to 
see a little pantomime ritual, catching not a sound of it. They saw Mr. 
Lincoln come forward, saw the robed Chief Justice open the Bible and 
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Mr. Lincoln bend and press his lips on a page. They stood while he spoke 
his second inaugural, hearing not a phrase nor a tone, so far off that, as 
Miss Smith said, “Not a word of that memorable address could we hear 
above the soughing, cold, gusty wind.” 

At the small hotel where she was staying she had met one Lieutenant 
Gosper. Their friendship was not ordinary. In a skirmish before Petersburg 
his right leg had been shot away and Miss Smith had been his nurse helping 
bring him back. “He manifested,” she noted, “the usual cheerfulness of 
wounded men, while waiting to have an artificial limb adjusted, a free gift 
from the Government.” 

Would the Lieutenant go with Miss Smith and her friends to the Presi- 
dent’s reception in the evening^ He positively declined. “It is no place for 
a cripple.” Other arguments not moving him to go, Miss Smith said, “Well, 
Lieutenant, if you will not go with us I suppose I shall have to stay away 
also. Each of the other ladies has an escort, and, as every lady must be 
attended, I can not go alone.” 

“Would you go to a reception with a cripple on a crutch^” he half 
moaned. 

“I would be proud of such an escort.” 

So, though he was not completely willing, they started, and soon found 
themselves in the frightful crush of folk jamming the White House grounds. 
“We quickly closed around the lieutenant,” wrote Miss Smith, “fearing he 
might get under foot. Our party was carried bodily to the landing, where I 
found that my arm was quite badly bruised by the crutch. After getting 
breath and composing ourselves, we fell into the long procession of couples 
approaching the President, where the ushers went through the forms of 
taking our names and introducing us. In passing we saw a group of Cabinet 
officers and a number of ladies with Mrs. Lincoln, gowned in white satin 
with a deep black thread lace flounce over an expansive skirt, in the style 
of the day; and she wore her favorite head dress, a wreath of natural pink 
roses entirely around her plainly dressed hair.” 

Crowds of every grade passed before Miss Smith’s eyes, “some in dashing 
uniforms, some in evidently fresh ‘store clothes,’ others in gorgeous cos- 
tumes, and the good women from the country in sensible black— with ill- 
fitting gloves.” Swept along in the seemingly endless procession, Miss Smith 
and Lieutenant Gosper on his crutch finally saw “the unmistakable form 
of Mr. Lincoln, his long arm and white-gloved hand reaching out to shake 
hands, and bowing in a mechanical manner, plainly showing that he wished 
this demand of the people was well over.” 

Then they saw the President suddenly straighten his tall form and look 
down the line. To their surprise he had detected the Lieutenant on the 
crutch and stepping out before the two of them, took the hand of Lieuten- 
ant Gosper, and in a tone of voice to them unforgettable, was saying, “God 
bless you, my boy!” 

Owing to the Lieutenant’s crutch, wrote Miss Smith, “I was obliged to 
take his left arm, which brought me on the outside away from the Presi- 
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dent. I attempted to pass with a bow, but he stood in my way, still holding 
out his large hand, until I released mine and gave it to him, receiving a 
warm sympathetic grasp. Then I saw that wonderful lighting of his benefi- 
cent grey eyes, that for a moment often beautified as with a halo that 
otherwise plain, sad face.” 

The two of them moved on. The Lieutenant was happy, even exulting. 
He was saying to Ada Smith, “Oh! I’d lose another leg for a man like 
that!” 


CHAPTER 64 

EXECUTIVE ROUTINE 


AFTER one Cabinet meeting in March young Fred Seward heard Post- 
master General Dennison say of the little old leather-covered chair at 
Lincoln’s desk, “I should think the Presidential chair of the United States 
might be a better piece of furniture than that.” Lincoln turned, let his eyes 
scan the worn, torn, battered leather, and “You think that’s not a good 
chair, Governor,” and with a half-quizzical, half-meditative look at it* 
“There are a great many people that want to sit in it, though. I’m sure 
I’ve often wished some of them had it instead of me!” 

General Grenville M. Dodge came into the White House, a fresh scar 
on his head. Near Atlanta the previous August, ran his explanation of the 
scar, “The boys cautioned me, and said that if I wanted to see the enemy 
I could look through a peep-hole they had made under a log. I put my 
eye to this peep-hole, and the moment I did so I was shot in the head. 
I went down.” He told Lincoln he had been at Grant’s headquarters and 
simply stopped off in Washington to pay his respects. Dodge got up to 
leave, but Lincoln put out his hand, hoped Dodge wasn’t in too much of a 
hurry, gradually emptied the room of callers, locked the door and the two 
of them were as alone as six years earlier when they stood on a hilltop 
at Council Bluffs, Iowa, and looked toward the West Coast and wondered 
together about how long the Pacific railway was to be a mere dream. 
Lincoln read Artemus Ward; it was Dodge’s kind of humor and they 
laughed in unison. 

They went to lunch and Lincoln’s purpose in delaying Dodge came 
out. He suddenly was sending a series of questions on all that Dodge had 
seen and heard at Grant’s headquarters, pointedly asked how Dodge esti- 
mated Grant and the plans to take Richmond. Dodge was sure that Grant 
would ultimately defeat Lee— and said so. And according to Dodge’s ac- 
count, Lincoln reached across the table, laid a hand on Dodge’s, in a tone 
of deep feeling all but cried, “You don’t know how glad I am to hear 
you say this/’ 
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Then Dodge had gone on to his birthplace at Danvers, Massachusetts, 
and on to a Faneuil Hall war meeting in Boston. Edward Everett saw 
Dodge in the audience, paid him tribute, and the crowd called for a speech. 
Dodge rose to his feet as a woman threw a large bouquet at him. The stem 
of a heavy rose hit him full in the forehead, opening the old wound so 
that blood trickled over his face. Amid crowd excitement General Dodge 
quietly wiped his face, stanched the red flow with a handkerchief, spoke 
briefly and calmly the same belief he had expressed to Lincoln— that he 
was sure Grant would defeat Lee. 

Then Grant had consulted Lincoln about appointing Dodge commander 
of the Military Department of Missouri to replace Rosecrans, of whom 
Grant said to Stanton, “Rosecrans will do less harm doing nothing than 
on duty.” Lincoln rated Rosecrans higher than did Grant, but he agreed 
to try still another man at the head of affairs in Missouri. Where Fremont, 
Schofield, Curtis, and Rosecrans had made no headway at calming Missouri, 
Dodge was to try his hand. More than any other State Missouri was seeing 
war civil rather than sectional, neighbors arrayed against neighbors, with 
roving guerrillas and bushwhackers, night riders, Confederate raiders, barn- 
burners, midnight shootings, Lincoln writing to Dodge January 15, “It is 
represented to me that there is so much irregular violence m northern 
Missouri as to be driving away the people and almost depopulating it.” 
He suggested that Dodge should consider “an appeal to the people there 
to go to their homes and let one another alone,” possible withdrawal of 
troops where they seemed an irritation, the President thus hoping to 
“restore peace and quiet, and returning prosperity.” 

Nothing came of this. The James brothers, Frank and Jesse, never 
would listen to appeals or let anyone alone when they believed they were 
wronged. Quantrell’s guerrillas were a breed somewhat beyond Lincoln’s 
grasp at Washington, many of them Confederate deserters or frontier 
desperadoes given added incitement by the chaotic morale of war civil 
and sectional. On February 20 Lincoln wrote to Governor Fletcher of 
Missouri that while no organized force of the enemy was operating in 
Missouri yet “destruction of property and life is rampant everywhere.” 
Was not the cure for this in easy reach of the people themselves^ “It can- 
not but be that every man not naturally a robber or cut-throat would 
gladly put an end to this state of things.” Then Lincoln reasoned about the 
matter of peace and calm in Missouri, suggested steps he believed prac- 
tical, voiced a faith in humanity not easy to apply in Missouri at that hour. 
One might almost read between the lines of this letter of Lincoln that he 
was weary of applying force and always force, that he cared little whether 
his proposals might seem ridiculous on the face of them. A curious, tender 
appeal it was, for the hour rather preposterous though nevertheless glowing 
in its faith in humanity, naive in its hope of the human spirit of the hour 
working toward harmony and accord. He continued to Governor Fletcher: 

“A large majority in every locality must feel alike upon this subject; 
and if so, they only need to reach an understanding, one with another. 
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Each leaving all others alone solves the problem; and surely each would 
do this but for his apprehension that others will not leave him alone. Can- 
not this mischievous distrust be removed? 

“Let neighborhood meetings be everywhere called and held, of all enter- 
taining a sincere purpose for mutual security in the future, whatever they 
may heretofore have thought, said, or done about the war, or about any- 
thing else. Let all such meet, and, waiving all else, pledge each to cease 
harassing others, and to make common cause against whoever persists in 
making, aiding, or encouraging further disturbance. The practical means 
they will best know how to adopt and apply. At such meetings old friend- 
ships will cross the memory, and honor and Christian charity will come in 
to help. 

“Please consider whether it may not be well to suggest this to the now 
afflicted people of Missouri.” 

Governor Fletcher sent this letter on to General Dodge with the com- 
ment it was “passing strange” President Lincoln was “still unable to com- 
prehend Missouri affairs.” He would try the President’s vague plan, though 
ready with troops to meet the consequence of its failure. “With your 
knowledge and mine of the real condition of the state,” Fletcher wrote 
Dodge, “it is heart-sickening to be put off by such a policy.” Grant agreed 
with Fletcher and Dodge that Lincoln’s policy would not quiet Missouri, 
a State that had been half-slave and half-free, with “claybanks” and “char- 
coals” shooting at the drop of a hat, with thousands of individual hatreds 
that would bum till the flame of life went out. The Union authorities read 
Lincoln’s point that at neighborhood meetings “old friendships will cross the 
memory,” but felt sure that if such meetings could be arranged, in some 
cases those attending would bring guns and knives, savage old grudges 
would cross the memory, and there would be cries for blood. In some 
neighborhoods, the authorities were sure, it was best for the local boys not 
to meet; they had sworn to shoot on sight. 

“Unless troops are kept in the Missouri River counties no loyal people 
can live there,” Dodge replied to Lincoln. A form of county militia or 
citizenry police was organized, and county units holding the more peace- 
ably inclined of Union and Confederate sympathizers— and in each county 
still another organization that offset the radicals on both sides and which 
had connections with the military: a blend of vigilante, civil, and military 
government which brought results. Dodge issued a general order that all 
guerrilla leaders must leave the State. A citizen hiding a guerrilla gang was 
taken by a Federal officer and shot to death. Appeals went to Lincoln to 
remove the ruthless Dodge. Besides the rural malcontents Dodge m St. Louis 
had to deal with cotton speculators, military attaches, and a variety of 
sophisticated leeches. They called him the worst of all the Lincoln dic- 
tators sent to Missouri. As Dodge drove from the Lindell Hotel to his 
headquarters one day an assassin fired at him, missed, and killed his Negro 
driver. In Dodge’s possession was a copy of a newspaper published in Selma. 
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Alabama, sent to him by one of his spies at the time he was serving as 
intelligence chief for Grant. An advertisement in this newspaper read: 

ONE MILLION DOLLARS WANTED TO HAVE PEACE BY THE 1ST OF MARCH. If the 
citizens of the Southern Confederacy wiil furnish me with the cash, or 
good securities for the sum of one million dollars, I will cause the lives of 
Abraham Lincoln, William H. Seward and Andrew Johnson to be taken 
by the first of March next. This will give peace, and satisfy the world 
that cruel tyrants can not live in a land of liberty. If this is not accom- 
plished, nothing will be claimed beyond the sum of fifty thousand dollars, 
in advance, which is supposed to be necessary to reach and slaughter the 
three villains. 

I will give one thousand dollars towards this patriotic purpose. Every- 
one wishing to contribute will address box X, Cabba, Alabama, December 
i st, 1864. 

At the top of his inauguration week letter to the Sacramento Union 
Noah Brooks quoted “Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown,” Brooks 
being rather sure “Father Abraham lies uneasy o’ nights, as he thinks of the 
sluice of office-hunting which may shortly be opened upon him by the 
cruel thoughtlessness of his friends (*), as they call themselves.” From 
Lincoln himself Brooks had a point of view. “The President considers that as 
the people have voted to keep him in another term because the public good 
could best be served, he ought to make no changes in office which the 
public good does not demand; but politicians will not see it in that light, 
and will avail themselves of the excuse of a new term to have a new deal.” 

Under many a silk hat, and no less under many of the slouches, in the 
inaugural throng were hopes of connecting with favors at the hand of 
the President. As the day of his reinauguration drew near, Lincoln, accord- 
ing to Carpenter, had said to the New Hampshire Senator Clark. “Can’t 
you and others start a public sentiment in favor of making no changes in 
offices except for good and sufficient cause* It seems as though the bare 
thought of going through again what I did the first year here, would crush 
me.” To another he said, “I have made up my mind to make very few 
changes. ... I think now that I will not remove a single man except for 
delinquency. To remove a man is very easy, but when I go to fill his place, 
there are twenty applicants, and of these I must make nineteen enemies.” 
From a friend Carpenter heard now of how Lincoln’s “natural charity for 
all often turned into an unwonted suspicion of the motives of men whose 
selfishness cost him so much wear of mind.” To this friend, according to 
Carpenter, Lincoln just before reinauguration made the sorry commentary: 
“Sitting here, where all the avenues to public patronage seem to come 
together in a knot, it does seem to me that our people are fast approaching 
the point where it can be said that seven eighths of them are trying to 
find how to live at the expense of the other eighth.” 

Reporting to Lincoln of a visit to Grant’s headquarters, Brooks heard a 
mocking query: “Did you meet any colonels who want to be brigadiers, or 
any brigadiers who wanted to be major-generals, or any major-generals who 



EXECUTIVE ROUTINE IO3 

wanted to run things?” Brooks hadn’t. “Happy man!” laughed Lincoln, 
putting out a hand in mock congratulation. “Happy man!” 

Afterward Brooks recalled that an officer who had been attentive to 
him and his party at City Point did come to him complaining that he ought 
to be promoted and that his relationship to a distinguished general “kept 
him down.” At this Lincoln went into high laughter and jumped up crying; 
“Keeps him down? Keeps him down? That’s all that keeps him up!” 
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The President must put off granting a favor till nearer the end of the war, writing: “I 
know what our friend Corwin wants— He wants me to decide a matter in favor of his 
client, which I might possibly do if we were nearer the end of this war, but which, if 
driven to decide now, I should have to decide against him.” Original in the Barrett 
collection. 


To a group of men active in promoting the Bureau for the Employment 
of Disabled and Discharged Soldiers, Lincoln wrote March 1 of “hearty 
concurrence” with its purposes. “I shall at all times be ready to recognize 
the paramount claims of the soldiers of the nation in the disposition of 
public trusts. I shall be glad also to make these suggestions to the several 
heads of departments.” For any vacant office the proven fighting man had 
first call. And it seemed that for any Senators or Congressmen whose co- 
operation Lincoln sought, he would go out of his way to grant them 
offices or favors. In the weeks following inauguration, according to one of 
Sumner’s secretaries, “Mr. Lincoln bestowed more tokens of good-will on 
Sumner than on any other senator.” 

An old gentleman who said his sons had been killed in battle, now had 
come to Washington hoping to get work, Lincoln advising him that 
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Washington was the worst place in the country for anyone to seek to 
better his condition. “He wished,” noted the listening editor of the Balti- 
more American and Commercial Advertiser , “some species of saffron tea 
could be administered to produce an eruption of those already in Washing- 
ton and make this migration fever strike out instead of striking inri But the 
old gentleman hadn’t railroad fare to leave Washington; he hoped to con- 
nect with some quartermaster. After thinking a minute the President wrote 
something on a piece of paper, and gave it to him, “when the old man’s 
countenance brightened, and with profuse thanks he retired.” 

A wounded officer had a memorial from his home district saying he 
deserved an office. The President said he agreed with the memorial but 
must wait to hear from the member of Congress in that district. “He would 
be forever in hot water if he did not pay some deference to the wishes of 
members on these appointments.” To a request that a soldier under age be 
discharged because a certain officer said the youth deserved such executive 
action, the President’s immediate answer was: “Bring me his opinion to that 
effect in writing. His word will be sufficient for me. I will require no argu- 
ment on the subject.” 

A young widow whose husband had been killed in battle asked for the 
postmastership of a small town in Orange County, New York. The President 
kindly told her to leave all the papers with him; he would go through them 
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One more pleasant little routine matter. Original in the Barrett collection. 

carefully; if she would go home, he would attend to it as well as if she 
were staying in Washington. “I cannot act on it at once, for although I am 
President, you must remember that I am but one horse in the team, and 
if the others pull in a different direction, it will be a hard matter for me 
to outpull them.” This one, in a series of cases, the editor of the Baltimore 
American watched the President handle. In the next the President said, 
“I don’t know why it is that I am troubled with these cases, but if I were, 
by interfering, to make a hole through which a kitten might pass it would 
soon be large enough for the old cat to get through also.” 

At least once Lincoln sent a thorny rebuke to a man resigning an office, 
one Charles Gibson, solicitor of the United States in the court of claims at 
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St. Louis. In a letter through the clerk of the court Gibson had resigned, 
saying the Baltimore platform and the principles of the Lincoln Administra- 
tion were repugnant to him. In a letter to the clerk of the court, John Hay 
replied that he had placed Mr. Gibson’s letter in the hands of the President, 
who “says he was not aware that he was so much indebted to Mr. Gibson 
for having accepted the office at first, not remembering that he ever pressed 
him to do so.” A one-sentence paragraph ended the letter of Hay, speaking 
for the President: “He thanks Mr. Gibson for his acknowledgment that he 
has been treated with personal kindness and consideration, and he says he 
knows of but two small drawbacks upon Mr. Gibson’s right to still receive 



Convinced by “this poor soldier,” the President asks the Paymaster General to “please 
have him put on the right track to get his pay.” Original in the Barrett collection. 


such treatment, one of which is that he could never learn of his giving much 
attention to the duties of his office, and the other is this studied attempt 
of Mr. Gibson’s to stab him.” Bates wrote in his diary that the President 
was “incensed” and struck back in “bad taste” and blind “impetuosity.” 

In quite another mood six weeks before reinauguration the President, 
noted Welles, was “very happy” at one Cabinet meeting. “Says he is amused 
with the manners and views of some who address him, who tell him that 
he is now reelected and can do just as he has a mind to, which means that 
he can do some unworthy thing that the person who addresses him has a 
mind to. There is very much of this.” 

During four years and one month of presidential appointive powers, 
Lincoln, according to a later estimate rather carefully based, removed 1,457 
out of a possible 1,639 officials. In this period some offices were vacated 
two or three times. Naturally to begin with hundreds of open secessionists, 
or sympathizers with secession, had to go. In many responsible wartime 
positions the strictest of loyalty was a requirement; all under doubt had 
to go. Also there was the young growing Republican-party organization 
with a genuine minimum of demands beyond denial. So the Lincoln broom 
had swept wide with removals from office. And in the building of a loyalist 
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Government while meeting the calls, from both leaders and rank and file, 
of a young party seeking to keep its hold on the Government across a long 
future, Lincoln carried a heavy load and did a harassing work, in extent of 
cares and decisions the record stood beyond comparison with any Presi- 
dent before his time. 

Bitterly Lincoln spoke a straight refusal to an old friend, not fit for the 
office he was seeking, saying to Brooks, “I had rather resign my place and 
go away from here than refuse him, if I consulted only my personal feel- 
ings, but refuse him I must.” 

One F. J. Whipple of New York, seated in the hall opposite the Presi- 
dent’s office, saw a man come from the private part of the White House. 
He arose and said, “This is Mr. Lincoln, I believe.” 

“Yes. What can I do for you>” 

“Nothing, sir. You have not an office I would accept.” 

Lincoln slapped him on the shoulder. “Is it possible^ Come into my 
office. I want to look at you. It is a curiosity to see a man who does not 
want an office. You might as well try to dip the Potomac dry as to satisfy 
them all.” 

They talked. The President idled with a pencil and paper. The notable 
visitor who wanted no office departed with a warm handshake. And a few 
days later the guard Crook heard a Senator asking Lincoln what was the 
pencil sketch on the desk, and Lincoln: “It is the portrait of the one man 
who does not want an office.” 

Crook himself one day joined those seeking the President’s name signed 
to a paper. He with other White House guards and Washington police 
department members had been drafted. “Frankly, I didn’t want to go,” 
wrote Crook. “I had served in the army already; I had a young wife and 
son at home to hold me. I couldn’t afford to pay for a substitute.” So on 
March 2 Crook stood for a time among those waiting to see the President. 
Then, remembering he was free to go anywhere over the White House, he 
went to seek the President. “I found him in his own room, in dressing-gown 
and slippers, asked him if he could do anything in my case and in that of 
Alexander Smith, my special friend on the force. He listened to my story 
as patiently as if he had not heard hundreds like it. Kindly he looked at me. 
When I had finished, he said: ‘Well, I can’t spare you. Come into my 
office.’ ” There Lincoln wrote and signed a small card to the Provost 
Marshal General. “These two of my men, Crook and Alexander [sic], are 
drafted, and I cannot spare them. P.M.G., please fix.” This served its pur- 
pose. The other White House guards, noted Crook, “had their cases ‘fixed’ 
through Mrs. Lincoln.” 

Lincoln and Stanton, one day going over applications for commissions in 
the army, came to the last on the list. “This fellow hasn’t any endorser,” 
said Lincoln. He glanced at the letter, became interested. “It’s a good, 
straightforward letter,” Crook heard Lincoln say. “I’ll be his endorser.” 
And the young fellow got his shoulder straps. 

Brooks gave a little list of good party men who had lost at the last 
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election, each “like a lame duck, to be nursed into something else,” as Brooks 
quoted the President, who managed to take care of some of the cripples. 
John P. Hale, after eighteen years in the Senate squeezed out by factional 
quarrels, was named Minister to Spain, at $12,000 a year. The few changes 
in foreign appointments were chiefly to benefit “lame-duck” Congressmen 
and Senators. Not in that category was John Bigelow, a journalist and 
diplomat of ability, named Minister to France. For the Paris consulate 
vacated by Bigelow, Lincoln’s efficient and trusted private secretary John 
G. Nicolay was named, his service to begin in June. 

The old and tried friend of true steel loyalty, Isaac N. Arnold, who had 
neglected his Chicago political fences while giving all he had for Lincoln 
in Washington, was out of his seat in Congress, but was staying on in 
Washington to write a biography of Lincoln and a history of the over- 
throw of slavery. To him Lincoln was offering a choice. Arnold could be 
United States District Attorney for the District of Columbia or Auditor 
of the Treasury for the Post Office Department. Arnold was thinking it 
over. The office of Solicitor of the Navy would have suited Arnold, but 
when Lincoln proposed to Secretary Welles that he should release its tried 
incumbent for a new one, Welles said that while he considered Arnold 
“worthy and estimable,” he preferred to make no change. 

Fessenden had resigned as Secretary of the Treasury and begun his 
third term as Senator from Maine. To this vacancy, inner circles were 
aware, Lincoln in February offered to appoint Edwin Dennison Morgan, 
former Governor of New York and United States Senator, associated with 
high financial and industrial interests. In fact, it would appear from a diary 
entry of Welles, Lincoln sent a messenger to the Senate with a batch of 
appointments just as Morgan called on the President and said he must 
decline. Lincoln at once sent another messenger to see that the Morgan 
appointment did not reach the Senate. Morgan’s feelings about the office 
were probably surmised by John Bigelow r , who from Paris wrote to Morgan, 
March 3: “As your friend I am glad you declined it. The country is not 
yet ready to enter upon a systematic reform and reorganization of our 
financial policy, and until then woe is the man who, like Judas, carries the 
bag for Uncle Sam. ... I can conceive of no public position in the United 
States less desirable for a conscientious patriot or even for a man of honor- 
able ambition.” 

Welles thought Morgan made a big mistake in refusing to be Treasury 
head. Welles for an hour one Sunday evening urged Morgan to take the 
appointment, saying the country needed Morgan. But the New Yorker 
couldn’t see it. Morgan said Thurlow Weed had been to see him that Sun- 
day morning and had spent several hours trying to persuade him to change 
his mind. Behind Weed, Morgan saw Seward. “What is Seward’s object?” 
he asked Welles. “He never in such matters acts without a motive, and 
Weed would not have been called here except to gain an end.” The nearest 
Morgan could figure it was that Seward wanted to be President and hoped 
to line up Morgan for him. So Welles wrote in his diary, noting that he 
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heard Weed “expressed great dissatisfaction” that Morgan would not go 
along, adding: “The selection, I think, was the President’s, not Seward’s, 
though the latter readily fell m with it.” 

New England influence in particular and radicals in general favored 
John Andrew of Massachusetts for the vacant Cabinet place. The Maine 
Legislature recommended Hannibal Hamlin. So did Monty Blair, who sug- 
gested also that Seward should leave the Cabinet, that Sumner should take 
Seward’s place, making way for John Andrew to fill Sumner’s Senate seat. 
Leading Chicago bankers, many Western politicians, and the formidable 
Jay Cooke came to the front, sure that the most fit and able man was 
Hugh McCulloch, a Maine-born youth who in 1833 had settled in Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, and won his way to the top circles of banking. Solidly 
conservative, counted a “dependable” man, he had in May of ’63 gone 
into the office of Comptroller of the Currency under Chase. McCulloch’s 
hand perhaps more than that of any other in the Government had guided 
the organization and first operations of the newly created national banking 
system. 

Lincoln a day or two after his inauguration sent a messenger asking 
McCulloch to call sometime during the day. In the afternoon McCulloch 
found Lincoln alone and, as they shook hands, saying, “I have sent for 
you, Mr. McCulloch, to let you know that I want you to be Secretary of 
the Treasury, and if you do not object to it, I shall send your name to the 
Senate.” McCulloch wrote later that he was “taken all aback” at these 
sudden, unexpected words. “It was an office that I had not aspired to, and 
did not desire.” His reply to Lincoln he recorded: “I thank you, Mr. Presi- 
dent, heartily for this mark of confidence, and I should be glad to comply 
with your wishes if I did not distrust my ability to do what will be re- 
quired of the Secretary of the Treasury m the existing financial condition 
of the Government.” Then the President: “I will be responsible for that. I 
will be responsible for that, and so I reckon we will consider the matter 
settled.” As McCulloch went away and thought about it he could not be 
sure whether “gratification or dread” moved him. The President he noted 
as “greatly careworn, but cheerful.” The next day the Senate unanimously 
confirmed the appointment. 

Not long afterward in connection with some current affair Lincoln con- 
fided to McCulloch: “I am here by the blunders of the Democrats. If instead 
of resolving that the war was a failure, they had resolved that I was a 
failure and denounced me for not more vigorously prosecuting it, I should 
not have been reelected, and I reckon that you would not have been Secre- 
tary of the Treasury.” 

Now the Hoosier State had two Cabinet members. John P. Usher, Secre- 
tary of the Interior, formally notified Lincoln that to remove any possible 
embarrassment which might arise from Indiana having two members in the 
Cabinet, he was resigning. Lincoln endorsed the resignation: “Accepted, to 
take effect May 15, 1865.” Later as a consulting attorney for the Union 
Pacific Railwav Usher was to continue his interest and activity in the sub- 
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ject of public lands. To the Senate Lincoln sent the name of James Harlan, 
United States Senator from Iowa, to be Secretary of the Interior. The 
Senate confirmed this appointment of a frontier educator who had been 
superintendent of public instruction in Iowa in 1847, president of Iowa 
Wesleyan University in 1863, and during Senate service a member of the 
committees on agriculture, public lands, the Pacific railway. 

The Cabinet existed for discussion rather than decisions, it seemed to 
Welles, who wrote that the President told the Cabinet he had held conver- 
sations with Usher about the necessity for Usher resigning because two in 
the Cabinet from Indiana were one too many. On the naming of McCulloch, 
wrote Welles, “So far as I know the President has not consulted the Cabi- 
net.” Welles serenely watched newspaper attacks, led by the Nenu York 
Herald \ aiming to get Welles out of the Cabinet. From a caller on Lincoln 
March 1 Welles learned that the President had said “great pressure had 
been made upon him to change” navy heads but that Welles “had his con- 
fidence.” Two days later at Cabinet meeting, after saying that it was neces- 
sary to have only one Indiana man in the Cabinet, the President had re- 
marked that “in regard to the other gentlemen of the Cabinet, he wished 
none of them to resign, at least for the present, for he contemplated no 
changes.” 

Across February and March Welles wrote in his diary of Chase stepping 
out of his judicial realm, spending an hour with the President on the eve- 
ning of March 6 “urging upon him to exempt sundry counties in eastern 
Virginia from the insurrectionary proclamation,” and going over old dis- 
puted points as to the legal status of the blockade. Welles noted, “He did 
not make his object explicit to the President, but most of the Cabinet came, 
I think, to the conclusion that there was an ulterior purpose not fully dis- 
closed.” 

The President, along with his Attorney General and his War and Navy 
Secretaries, took no ease over what Chase had in mind. “I found the Presi- 
dent and Attorney-General Speed,” wrote Welles, February 21, “m con- 
sultation over an apprehended decision of Chief Justice Chase, whenever he 
could reach the question of the suspension of the writ of habeas corpus . 
Some intimation comes through Stanton, that His Honor the Chief Justice 
intends to make himself felt by the Administration when he can reach 
them. I shall not be surprised, for he is ambitious and able. Yet on that 
subject he is as much implicated as others.” On the legal status of the 
blockade Speed asked the President some questions on March 7 when the 
President spoke of Chase having changed his mind, of Chase’s original 
opinions having undergone a modification. Replying to Speed, the President 
said the matter “related to one of the early and most unpleasant differences 
we had ever had in the Cabinet.” 

Among oddest of rumors that had minor political and major social 
circles agog was one that Lincoln had offered James Gordon Bennett, pub- 
lisher of the New York Herald , appointment as Minister to France. Though 
the rumor was “prevalent and generally believed,” wrote Welles . . . “1 



no 


ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


discredit it.” Monty Blair not only believed that the President had offered 
the French mission to Bennett, but Welles was surprised and sorry “to hear 
Blair speak approvingly of the appointment.” And what was the fact* 
Blair’s belief was nearer the fact than Welles’s. Lincoln was keeping the 
promise he had made during the ’64 campaign to an agent of Bennett, 
the agent writing to Bennett of Lincoln saying the matter was “shut pan,” 
not to be mentioned, but the appointment would be made if he lived. 
This same agent of Bennett, W. O. Bartlett, Esq., New York, on January 
23, 1865, had a telegram from Lincoln: “Please come and see me at once.” 
And a biographer of Bennett was later to publish a note as having been 
written by Lincoln on February 20, 1865, to Bennett: “Dear Sir: I propose, 
at some convenient and not distant day, to nominate you to the United 
States Senate as Minister to France.” Of such a proffer none of the Cabinet 
nor of Lincoln’s secretaries had knowledge. It seemed, however, in keeping 
with a certain solidarity of interests for which Lincoln was striving. 
Thurlow Weed seemed to know who it was that had gone to Lincoln and 
arranged for his consent to naming a notorious journalistic profligate to rep- 
resent the American people at a world capital. Weed wrote to John 
Bigelow: “I dare not tell all about the Bennett matter on paper. It was a 
curious complication for which two well-meaning friends were responsible. 
Seward knew nothing about it until the [November, 1864] election was 
over, when he sent for me. I was amazed at what had transpired.” Thus 
the fox Weed. And the wolf Bennett* He sent word to Lincoln that he 
must respectfully decline to go to Paris as a spokesman for the American 
nation. So it seemed. And in the New York Herald its readers found no 
inkling of this news in the diplomatic field. The smooth and diabolical 
James Gordon Bennett was having more of his kind of fun. 

Among some friends of Horace Greeley it was believed that he had 
during the fall campaign of ’64 been promised the Postmaster-Generalship. 
It was also believed that the President would keep the promise and was 
merely awaiting the proper time to come through with an offer as genuine 
as the one made to Bennett— though it was considered far more certain 
that Greeley would accept, that he would really like to have the office once 
held by the earlier American figure to whom he had been likened, Benja- 
min Franklin. 

At regular intervals the President had to say Yes or No about United 
States intervention in Mexico, where Napoleon Ill’s puppet Emperor, 
Maximilian of Austria, was on a throne— and the Monroe Doctrine mocked 
at. Grant as the field commander of all the armies felt that he ought to 
know a little about how his country stood toward Mexico, but the ques- 
tions he put to those who might be able to tell him brought him nothing. 
He wondered whether his country would do something about European 
interference in Mexico when there would be time to strike. “I often spoke 
of the matter to Mr. Lincoln and the Secretary of War,” wrote Grant, 
“but never heard any special views from them to enable me to judge what 
they thought or felt about it.” Seward wrote to Bigelow that the President’s 
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foreign policy consisted of two propositions: “We shall attack nobody” 
and “We shall defend ourselves if assailed.” Nor did the Secretary of 
State lack words about how any imaginable situation in foreign affairs 
would be met. He wrote to Bigelow, “All conjecture and collateral ques- 
tions arising out of the war are left by us to the arbitrament of reason 
under the mutations of time.” This came suitably from the only member of 
Lincoln’s Cabinet having a gift for drollery. 

In some British political and journalistic circles a war scare was on. 
Lincoln and Seward had their conferences over how to convey assurances 
to Britain that the United States was not preparing for violence overseas. 
The fighting prowess of the American nation under the Lincoln Adminis- 
tration had actually brought something like terror into the office of the 
Times of London. William H. (“Bull Run”) Russell, an intimate of William 
F. A. Delane, publisher of the Times , wrote on March 8 to his good familiar 
John Bigelow “I do not know what grounds Delane has for it, but he is 
quite sure Uncle Samuel is about to finish off the civil war by another war 
with us scarcely less horrible. . . . Someone has told him that Sherman 
declared he would not be satisfied till he pitched his tent in Hyde Park 
[London] and encamped his army there.” 

From possible foreign entanglements the President could turn to curious 
domestic involvements. He heard Seward, Speed, and Welles one day discuss 
the rights of courts or of Congress to go beyond public records and demand 
any papers whatsoever from any department of the Government. Seward 
pointed to the private, locked shelves of the President, saying, “They will 
demand those papers.” “But those,” said the President, according to Welles, 
“are private and confidential, a very different affair.” “Call them what you 
please,” said Seward, “you cannot retain them from Congress or the court 
if you concede the principle in this case [involving records of court-martial 
trials] . • . the Secretary of the Navy . . . must not furnish them copies 
nor must he testify.” Without being convinced of Seward’s points, the 
President was an attentive listener, and, wrote Welles, “I think his faith was 
somewhat shaken.” The President said: “We will look into this matter 
fully and carefully. If the Secretary of State is right, we shall all of us be 
of his opinion, for this is a big thing, and this question must have been up 
and passed on before this day.” He decided a legal opinion should come 
from the Attorney General with questions framed for him to answer. “The 
matter closed for the present,” wrote Welles, “by the President instructing 
me not to give my evidence or copies till this question is decided.” Seward 
during this conference had been not merely annoyed but angry. “He 
denied,” wrote Welles, “that the public papers of any Department were 
to be subjected to private examination, and most emphatically denounced 
any idea of furnishing copies on the claim or demand of any State court 
or any court in a private suit. If it was conceded in a single instance, it 
must be in all.” 

An Indiana regiment on March 17 heard Lincoln speak of “the recent 
effort of ‘our erring brethren,’ sometimes so called, to employ the slaves 
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in their armies.” He had not written nor spoken on the subject “because 
that was their business, not mine.” They were discussing whether the 
Negro, being put in the army, would fight for them. “They ought to 
know better than we. . . . I . . . having in my life heard many arguments 
„ . . intended to show that the negro ought to be a slave-if he shall now 
really fight to keep himself a slave, it will be a far better argument why 
he should remain a slave than I have ever before heard. He, perhaps, ought 
to be a slave if he desires it ardently enough to fight for it. ... I have 
always thought that all men should be free; but if any should be slaves, 
it should be first those who desire it for themselves, and secondly those 
who desire it for others.” He did know the Negro could not fight and stay 
at home and make bread too. “And as one is about as important as the 
other to them, I don’t care which they do.” Referring to the Confederate 
Congress at Richmond, without naming it, he said they lacked one vote 
only for enrollment of Negro soldiers. “They have drawn upon their last 
branch of resources, and we can now see the bottom. I am glad to see the 
end so near at hand.” Not a harsh nor a sour note ran through any part of 
the speech. For an immense audience he spoke as though he sat in a 
quiet corner and meditated alone— a way of speech not common in Ameri- 
can politics then. 

In a period of less than seven weeks Lincoln had guided the delicate 
legislative passage of the Thirteenth Amendment; had conducted the elabo- 
rate finesse of the Hampton Roads conference; had gone through the broils 
of the failure to secure recognition for Louisiana; had kept in touch with 
Grant and Sherman, naval affairs, the draft sending fresh replacements to 
the armies; had attended to a regular grist of courts-martial, arbitrary 
arrests, habeas corpus, pardons; had chosen two new Cabinet members, had 
written his second inaugural and taken oath for a second term; had passed 
on hundreds of applications for office— and on Tuesday, March 14, for the 
first time lay abed and held a Cabinet meeting, almost utterly worn, a 
man weary and haggard from emotional stress and overwork. 

“The President was some indisposed . . . but not seriously ill,” wrote 
Welles of this Cabinet meeting. While the President rested horizontal 
Seward brought up “a paper for excluding blockade-runners and persons m 
complicity with the Rebels from the country.” The appointment of John 
P. Hale as Minister to Spain came up. Hale had been merciless and slashing 
in criticisms of the Navy Department. “Seward tried to gloss it over. 
Wanted Hale to call and see me,” wrote Welles, “and make friends with 
Fox.” Horizontal in bed the President, in a way, rested. 

Eighteen days after reinauguration Brooks’s news letter noted the Presi- 
dent’s health as “worn down by the constant pressure of office-seekers and 
legitimate business, so that for a few days he was obliged to deny himself 
to all comers.” Since a new rule held to strictly, of closing the office doors 
at three o’clock in the afternoon, “receiving only those whom he prefers 
during the evening hours,” the President was looking better. 

Once after handling a grist of callers that included a Senator seeking 
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to honor the Monroe Doctrine by a war with France, and a poor scrub- 
woman who wished merely the privilege of daily earning wages by shining 
the Treasury Building floors, Lincoln said to Brooks, “When I get through 
with such a day’s work there is only one word that can express my condi- 
tion, and that is —flabbiness” Again to Brooks he referred to “the tired spot 
which can’t be got at.” 

Yet he had reserves of flesh and spirit, and once, speaking to Brooks 
of his own age and strength, he quoted an Old Testament passage: “His 
eye was not dim, nor his natural force abated.” He would dwell on favorite 
Old Testament books, the simple style of Isaiah and the Psalms fixed in 
his memory, the wisdom of waiting for the developments of Providence, 
and the depth of meaning in that little sentence “The stars in their courses 
fought against Sisera.” 

Often to Brooks he said that the worst feature of the newspapers was 
that they were so sure to be “ahead of the hounds,” outrunning events, 
and exciting expectations to be later dashed into disappointment. News of 
victory too often gave the public an impression the war was therefore to 
end soon. Nevertheless, noted Brooks, the patience of the American people 
the President thought something matchless and touching; he was never 
weary of commending it. “I have seen him shed tears when speaking of the 
cheerful sacrifice of the light and strength of so many happy homes 
throughout the land. His own patience was marvelous; and never crushed 
at defeat or unduly excited by success, his demeanor under both was an 
example for all men.” 

A profound believer in his own fixity of purpose, he took pride, accord- 
ing to Brooks, in saying that his long deliberations made it possible for 
him to stand by his own acts when they were once resolved upon. Acknowl- 
edging that he was slow in arriving at conclusions, he said he could not 
help that; but he believed that when he did arrive at conclusions they were 
clear and “stuck by.” Brooks in looking back across four years felt this 
“slowness” of the President, so often criticized, was no weakness nor lack of 
decision. The trait was not vacillation but was rather a precious gift for 
sensing what not to do as well as what to do. The Lexington (Kentucky) 
Observer and Reporter quoted him: “I am a slow walker, but I never walk 
back.” 

For so long a time now in one crisis after another the President had 
seen the judgments of supposedly good minds, of some rated among “the 
best minds,” so utterly wrong, so completely mistaken, so ready with advice 
that would have brought wreck and ruin beyond retrieving, that he had a 
deeper and surer feeling about his own reason and vision in the face of 
chaos. This feeling in some moods bordered on arrogance. Or if not arro- 
gance a cold self-assurance, a refusal to say Yes to the proposals of even 
the so-called best minds until he had tested those proposals in the fire and 
the ice of his own mind and heart in long deliberations. Something of this 
phase of Lincoln moved him on the Sunday evening of January 15 of ’65. 
Of that Sabbath Noah Brooks’s news letter recorded that the President 
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and his family had heard the chaplain of the House of Representatives 
preach in the hall of the House a sermon “with incidentally a glowing 
eulogium on the life and services of Edward Everett, no man present know- 
ing that the distinguished orator was then no more in life.” 

Arriving at the White House after this sermon, Lincoln met the news 
that Everett was dead and ordered the Secretary of State to make public 
announcement of it to the people of the United States, and on the next day 
salutes to be fired and the department buildings, the Capitol, and the White 
House to be draped in mourning over the public loss of an American of 
world-wide distinction. All of this as a sincere gesture and mark of honor 
Lincoln saw as proper and fitting. His thought, however, ran that day to 
what in the long and lavishly praised career of Everett might be basic and 
enduring. To Brooks that evening he said, “Now, you are a loyal New 
Englander,— loyal to New England,— what great work of Everett’s do you 
remepiber?” Brooks was forced to say he could not recall any. Lincoln 
persisted and wanted to know if Brooks couldn’t recollect one great speech. 
And Brooks’s later account proceeded: 

Not receiving satisfaction, he said, looking around the room in his half-comical 
fashion, as if afraid of bemg overheard, “Now, do you know, I think Edward Everett 
was very much overrated. He hasn’t left any enduring monument. But there was one 
speech in which, addressing a statue of John Adams and a picture of Washington, 
m Faneuil Hall, Boston, he apostrophized them and said, ‘Teach us the love of 
liberty protected by law 1 ’ That was very fine, it seems to me. Still, it was only a 
good idea, introduced by noble language.” 

Continuing his discussion of Everett, he referred to his celebrated address on 
Washington, which was delivered through the South, as if in the hope that the rising 
storm of the rebellion might be quelled by this oratorical oil on the waters. Lincoln 
recalled a story told of Everett’s manner. It was necessary, in his Washington oration, 
to relate an anecdote accompanied by the jingle of coin m the lecturer’s pocket. This 
was done at each of the five hundred repetitions of the address, in the same manner, 
and with unvarying accuracy. When gold and silver disappeared from circulation, Mr. 
Everett procured and kept for this purpose a few coins with which, and a bunch of 
keys, the usual effect was produced. “And I am told,” added Lincoln, “that whenever 
Mr. Everett delivered that lecture, he took along those things. They were what, 
I believe, the theatrical people would call his ‘properties.’” 

During the four years that the President had spoken so many confidences 
to Brooks, easing his mind freely to the young newspaper correspondent, 
their friendship had deepened. At no time in many delicate moments of 
tangled affairs had Brooks mistaken his place. So the quiet understanding 
was that probably next summer he was to be appointed private secretary to 
the President. He had the required gravity— and humor— with loyalty, affec- 
tion, and sympathy, even though he had no special admiration for 'Nicolay 
and Hay, at one time early in the Administration writing a little paragraph 
for the Sacramento Union about the two secretaries being overly officious 
and self-important. 

On the night after his re-election in November Lincoln had come into 
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the White House parlor with a little roll of manuscript in his hand, saying 
to Brooks: “I know what you are thinking about. But there’s no claptrap 
about me. And I am free to say that in the excitement of the moment I 
am sure to say something which I am sorry for when I see it in print. So 
I have it here in black and white, and there are no mistakes made. People 
attach too much importance to what I say anyhow.” Of the mingled 
cheers, cries, noises, and applause of a crowd greeting his face and form, 
he had an almost morbid dread, noted Brooks. “A scene,” he would call it. 
“The first sign of a cheer sobered him; he appeared sad and depressed, sus- 
pended conversation, looked out into vacancy, and when it was over re- 
sumed the conversation just where it was interrupted, with an obvious 
feeling of relief.” 

Again his eye and ear for plain duty, for the humble folk doing the best 
they knew how, was seen one January evening at the White House when 
five hundred members and guests of the United States Christian Commis- 
sion met for fellowship and renewals of faith. To a banal and second-rate 
tune the singer Philip Phillips had sung “Your Mission” near the program 
opening. The verses took Lincoln. He sent a note to the chairman, “Near 
the close let us have Tour Mission’ repeated by Mr. Phillips. Don’t say I 
called for it.” Two of its six verses: 

If you cannot, in the harvest, If you cannot in the conflict 

Gather up the richest sheaves, Prove yourself a soldier true, 

Many a gram both ripe and golden, If where fire and smoke are thickest, 

Oft the careless reaper leaves— There’s no work for you to do, 

Go and glean among the briars When the battlefield is silent, 

Growing rank against the wall, You can go with careful tread, 

For it may be that their shadow You can bear away the wounded, 

Hides the heaviest wheat of all. You can cover up the dead. 

Brooks found it interesting that a member of the French Legation, an 
accomplished diplomat not so good with his English, having noticed and 
heard of Lincoln’s poise, conscious strength, wit, and democratic instinct, 
should remark, “He seems to me one grand gentilhomme in disguise.” 

At the main door of the White House one morning an old woman pulled 
away at a doorbell just as the President happened to step out. What might 
she want? She answered, “Abraham the Second.” This interested Lincoln. 
He asked who Abraham the First might be, if there was a second. The old 
woman: “Why, Lor’ bless you! we read about the first Abraham in the 
Bible, and Abraham the Second is our President.” Lincoln then told her 
that the President was not in his office at that time. “Then where is he?” 
was her query. The answer: “Here he is!” Nearly petrified with surprise, 
the old woman managed to tell her errand, was invited to come the next 
morning, when again she met kindness and care. 

John M. Schofield, with his fair face and blond beard bronzed and 
tanned from service with Sherman’s army, came in one January day to see 
Lincoln in their first meeting since a year before when the Senate was 
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Lincoln two days after his second inauguration 
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wrangling over the President naming him a major general. Lincoln’s greet- 
ing: “Well, Schofield, I haven’t heard anything against you for a year.” 

Often when someone would mention or begin quoting an unkind speech 
or remark to Lincoln, he would, according to Brooks, turn the talk and steer 
the indignation by a “judicious” story or by saying, “I guess we won’t talk 
about that now.” Of one virulent attack on his official conduct he mildly 
said that it was “ill-timed.” Of one bitter political enemy* “I’ve been told 
that insanity is hereditary in his family, and I think we will admit the plea 
in his case.” When reading some humorist like Artemus Ward to others 
he would at times “preserve his own gravity, though his auditors might be 
convulsed.” To Brooks he quoted Sydney Smith in reference to one Cabinet 
member: “It required a surgical operation to get a joke into his head.” 
Once he mentioned an old friend on the West Coast who wrote him letters 
—he used to read them; now he read no more of those letters; he had quit 
on an epistle that ran into seventy pages. His letter files, desk pigeonholes, 
accumulated copies, piled high now and Brooks asked why he didn’t have 
a letter book and copying press. The reply: “A letter-book might be easily 
carried off, but that stack of filed letters would be a back-load.” With unc- 
tion and enjoyment he would recite from James Russell Lowell’s “Hosea 
Bigelow,” finding originality and impudence in the stanza: 

Ef you take a sword an’ dror it, 

An’ go stick a feller thru, 

Gov’ment amt to answer for it, 

God’ll send the bill to you. 

In a lecture in the hall of the House of Representatives Miss Anna 
Dickinson, in a mood more mellowed now toward the President, alluded 
to the sudden sunburst out of clouds as Lincoln stepped forward to take 
his oath of office. Miss Dickinson interpreted it as a happy omen. “The 
President,” wrote Brooks, “sat directly in front of the speaker, and from 
the reporters’ gallery, behind her, I had caught his eye, soon after he sat 
down. When Miss Dickinson referred to the sunbeam, he looked up to me, 
involuntarily, and I thought his eyes were suffused with moisture. Perhaps 
they were, but the next day he said, ‘I wonder if Miss Dickinson saw me 
wink at you^ 1 ’ ” 

Saying good-by to Colonel James Grant Wilson, leaving for New 
Orleans, Lincoln gave him an autographed recent Brady photograph of 
himself, saying, “Now, my dear Colonel, perhaps you will value this after 
I am gone.” Though Wilson saw a face careworn and haggard, it was a 
strong hand he felt encircling his. “Good-bye, Colonel, and a safe journey 
to New Orleans. Au revoir!” then with a laugh: “I hope my French pro- 
nunciation is correct. If not, how is this for Germa n?—Auf Wiedersehen /” 
In his diary of March 15, 1865, Wilson wrote: 

“Enjoyed a delightful afternoon drive with Mrs. S. A. Douglas. In the 
evening, at Grover’s Theatre with the President, Mrs. Lincoln and Miss 
Harris, listening to the opera of The Magic Flute’ and occupying a com- 



Il8 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

fortable box. The President, alluding to the large feet of one of the leading 
female singers, which were also very flat, remarked, ‘The beetles wouldn’t 
have much of a chance there!’ When asked by Mrs. Lincoln to go before 
the last act of the opera was concluded, he said: ‘Oh, no, I want to see it 
out. It’s best when you undertake a job, to finish it.’ Among several ‘good 
things,’ the President told of a Southern Illinois preacher who, m the course 
of his sermon, asserted that the Saviour was the only perfect man who had 
ever appeared m this world; also, that there was no record in the Bible, 
or elsewhere, of any perfect woman having lived on the earth. Whereupon 
there arose in the rear of the church a persecuted-looking personage who, 
the parson having stopped speaking, said, 7 know a perfect woman, and for 
the last six years.’ ‘Who was she?’ asked the minister. ‘My husband’s first 
wife,’ replied the afflicted female.” 

Some such anecdote was as near as Lincoln would go in reference to 
marriage as a comedy. That the White House couple were an oddly mated 
pair seemed to be generally assumed. When in January Mrs. Lincoln dis- 
missed a doorkeeper who had held the post since the Jackson Administra- 
tion, it was chronicled briefly in the newspapers. With more Union victories 
in sight and with her husband elected to four more years in the White 
House, there was less of malicious rumor published about her— though 
gossip still ran on, some of it not idle nor ill-meant. Smith Stimmel of the 
troop guard at the White House often saw the White House couple out 
the front door and into their carriage, never hearing their talk as anything 
but agreeable. Once he saw the President as completely accommodating to 
his wife, who was saying, “I will not drive past Seward’s house. Let us 
take some other route.” The President calmly ordered the coachman to 
drive along another street. When Mary Livermore invited the President to 
the Chicago Sanitary Fair and its immense crowds, he laughed. “What 
do you suppose my wife will say, at ten thousand ladies coming after me 
in that style?” Mrs. Livermore assured him that Mrs. Lincoln was included 
in the invitation. He hoped the war would shape up so that he could go to 
Chicago and perhaps Springfield again. 

On the evening of the traditional national inaugural ball, March 6, 
the President with Speaker Colfax entered the long marble hall of the Patent 
Office. The leading lady of the grand march that ended at a dais arranged 
with blue and gold chairs of course was Mrs. Lincoln. 

And could they believe their eyes? On whose arm was she leaning? They 
looked again to make sure. Yes, her escort was Senator Charles Sumner. Was 
not this the man who single-handed only a few days before had by a 
threatened filibuster wrecked the President’s favorite reconstruction meas- 
ure? Yes. And how had this come about? For such an affront the usual pro- 
cedure for the President was to ignore his opponent and critic. What could 
it mean? It meant at least that they were on speaking terms, that cordial 
relations still held, that the President and his parliamentary foe were divided 
on principles but had not parted as personal friends. The gossip and the 
press items furnished no clues as to what had happened. It was not generally 
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known that Mrs. Lincoln had a warm personal regard for Sumner. She sent 
him little notes, flowers from the White House Conservatory, kindly atten- 
tions. She seemed to admire him in about the degree she hated Seward. And 
what could Sumner do when to his surprise the President sent word asking 
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The President writes an irresistible invitation for a Senator to come to the inaugural 
ball. Original in the Barrett collection. 


him to accompany Mrs. Lincoln to the inaugural ball in the President’s 
own carriage? “You may imagine,” said Sumner to a friend, “the kind of 
wonder which was excited when, with Mrs. Lincoln on my arm, I made 
my way through the throng and placed her in her selected seat.” 

A woman writer for the New York Times at this ball noted: “Mr. 
Lincoln was evidently trying to throw off care for the time; but with rather 
ill success, and looked very old; yet he seemed pleased and gratified, as he 
was greeted by the people. He wore a plain black suit and white gloves.” 
Mrs. Lincoln’s dress was of white satin covered by a tunic of point appli- 
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que, with low corsage, a shawl of rich lace, “jewels of the rarest pearls, 
necklace, ear-rings, brooch and bracelets.” Her hair, put back plainly from 
her face, was ornamented with trailing jessamine and clustering violets. 
“She looked exceedingly well with her soft white complexion, and her 
toilet was faultless. Her manners are very easy and affable. Mr. Robert 
Lincoln, a fine-looking young man, wearing the uniform of a Captain in 
the regular army, was also present.” The bill of fare for the evening supper: 

Oyster stews, terrapin stews, oysters pickled; beef— roast beef, filet de boeuf, beef a 
la mode, beef a l’anglais; veal— leg of veal, fncandeau, veal Malakoff; poultry— roast 
turkey, boned turkey, roast chicken, grouse— boned and roast; game— pheasant, quail, 
venison pates, pate of duck en gelee, pate de foie gras; smoked ham, tongue en gelee, 
tongue plain; salads, chicken, lobster, ornamental pyramids— nougat, orange, caramel 
with fancy cream candy, cocoanut, macaroon, croquant, chocolate, tree cakes— cakes 
and tarts, almond sponge, belle alliance, dame blanche, macaroon tart, tarte a la Nelson, 
tarte a FOrleans, tarte a la Portugaise, tarte a la Vienne, pound cake, sponge cake, 
lady cake, fancy small cakes; jellies and creams— calf’s foot and wine jelly, Charlotte a 
la Russe, Charlotte a la vamlle, blanc mange, creme Neapolitame, creme a la Nelson, 
creme Chateaubriand, creme a la Smyrna, creme a la Nesselrode, bombe a la vamlle, 
ice cream, vanilla, lemon, white coffee, chocolate, burnt almond, maraschino; fruit ices, 
strawberry, orange, lemon; desert— grapes, almonds, raisins, &c., coffee and chocolate 

Only three hundred at a time could be accommodated at the feast table. 
But there were five thousand guests. So there was disorder, “a crush,” many 
like “one gentleman with a large plate of smoked tongue, requiring both 
hands to hold it, no place to sit down, and no way to eat it.” In the men’s 
hat room, however, not a hat was lost. The President left at midnight. The 
dancers in the East Room “threaded the mazes” till daybreak. Homeward 
in hacks, carriages and barouches went ladies, some of them to pillows of 
sleep whereon lay their heads of hair “frizzed, puffed, curled, powdered 
with diamond and gold dust.” 

Tenderly Mrs. Lincoln directed what was to be done one afternoon 
when a young woman arrived in the East Room with three children, one 
of them almost a baby. The President was m a Cabinet session and could 
not meet the visitor with three children. So she was told. Then the strange 
woman began talking about what she must do because there was nothing 
else to do. Placing her children on the floor of the East Room, she said she 
meant to leave them for the President. Her husband had been killed in the 
war, and what was she now to do with her children? The President was the 
head of the war. So why shouldn’t he have her children 5 “The woman,” 
noted the editor of the Baltimore American , on that day visiting the White 
House to interview the President, “was deranged by affliction. Mrs. Lincoln 
gave proper directions.” 

Indications were that Mrs. Lincoln chiefly shaped the military status of 
young Robert. The eldest son had been “very anxious to quit school and 
enter the army,” according to the White House seamstress Elizabeth Keck- 
ley. “We have lost one son, and his loss is as much as I can bear,” was the 
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mother’s argument. “His services are not required in the field, and the sacri- 
fice would be a needless one.” This was her feeling, as Mrs. Keckley noted 
it, about the father’s urging, “But many a poor mother has given up all her 
sons, and our son is not more dear to us than the sons of other people are 
to their mothers.” 

These identical views were also heard in the White House by Mrs. Lin- 
coln’s sister, Emilie Todd Helm, widow of the Confederate general Ben 
Hardin Helm. In her diary in November of ’63 Mrs. Helm wrote: “She 
[Mrs. Lincoln] is frightened about Robert going into the army. She said 
today to Brother Lincoln (I was reading in another part of the room but 
could not help overhearing the conversation). ‘Of course, Mr. Lincoln, I 
know that Robert’s plea to go into the army is manly and noble and I want 
him to go, but oh 1 I am so frightened he may never come back to us f ’ ” 
From the father came the plea, as Mrs. Helm heard it, “Many a poor mother, 
Mary, has had to make this sacrifice and has given up every son she had and 
lost them all.” 

Not so easy was it for the widow of a Confederate general to live in the 
White House. She recorded a call from General Sickles and Senator Harris 
at the White House. Rather needless remarks from them about recent 
Northern victories brought a reply from' her that angered them, and accord- 
ing to Mrs. Helm’s diary. “Senator Harris turned to Mrs. Lincoln abruptly 
and said: ‘Why isn’t Robert in the army? He is old enough and strong 
enough to serve his country. He should have gone to the front some time 
ago.’ Sister Mary’s face turned white as death and I saw that she was making 
a desperate effort at self-control. She bit her lip, but answered quietly, ‘Rob- 
ert is making his preparations now to enter the Army, Senator Harris; he is 
not a shirker as you seem to imply for he has been anxious to go for a long 
time. If fault there be, it is mine, I have insisted that he should stay in college 
a little longer as I think an educated man can serve his country with more 
intelligent purpose than an ignoramus.’ ” 

The mother had her wish. Her boy stayed on at Harvard and graduated, 
while the father of the boy enforced a draft law that he himself considered 
unjust because it failed of requiring universal service with no reservations, 
bounty money, or evasions. Had Lincoln been able to get passage through 
Congress of the enrollment law that he and Stanton and Schenck had sought, 
there would have been no basis for the saying “Lincoln keeps his own son 
out of the army while calling for new drafts of the sons of others.” It was 
probably by agreement with Mrs. Lincoln, with her specific consent, that 
Lincoln on January 19, 1865, sent Grant a letter reading. 

“Please read and answer this letter as though I was not President, but 
only a friend. My son, now in* his twenty-second year, having graduated at 
Harvard, wishes to see something of the war before it ends. I do not wish 
to put him in the ranks, nor yet to give him a commission, to which those 
who have already served long are better entided and better qualified to hold. 
Could he, without embarrassment to you or detriment to the service, go into 
your military family with some nominal rank, I, and not the public, furnish- 
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in g his necessary means* If no, say so without the least hesitation, because I 
am as anxious and as deeply interested that you shall not be encumbered as 
you can be yourself.” 

Grant replied that he would be glad to have the son “in my military 
family in the manner you propose.” What then followed in this delicate ar- 
rangement was reported by Grant’s staff member Colonel Horace Porter: 
“The President replied that he would consent to this upon one condition: 
that his son should serve as a volunteer aide without pay or emoluments; 
but Grant dissuaded him from adhering to that determination, saying that 
it was due to the young man that he should be regularly commissioned, and 
put on an equal footing with other officers of the same grade. So it was 
finally settled that Robert should receive the rank of captain and assistant 
adjutant-general; and on February 23 he was attached to the staff of the 
general-in-chief. The new acquisition to the company at headquarters soon 
became exceedingly popular. He had inherited many of the genial traits of 
his father, and entered heartily into all the social pastimes at headquarters. 
He was always ready to perform his share of hard work, and never expected 
to be treated differently from any other officer on account of his being the 
son of the Chief Executive of the nation.” 

The fabricated stories of preceding years alleging that Robert had gath- 
ered a fortune in war contracts, alleging that the President had his salary 
paid in gold while others got greenbacks—the air seemed to have been 
cleared of these. Press reports of February gave the President’s income-tax 
payment for the year at $1,279.13. Of curiosity around the query “How 
much is Mr. Lincoln worth in moneys” there seemed to be little. The lead- 
ing newspapers seemed to assume that his assets were few and not worth 
itemizing. His salary of $25,000 a year was the largest steady income he had 
ever had in his life. It was paid each month in Treasury Department war- 
rants, with the income tax deducted. These payments Lincoln had invested 
in more than $75,000 worth of United States securities, of which more than 
$50,000 were “registered bonds bearing 6 per cent interest, payable in coin.” 
He had come to Washington worth about $25,000 in real estate, farm lands, 
and collectible bills, loans to friends. One loan in November of ’64 was $260 
to “Mr. M. B. Church” of Springfield, Illinois, a piece of paper later to be 
marked as “worthless.” In publishing a sketch of the Lincoln home in 
Springfield, Leslie's Weekly in December of ’64 noted it as “indicative of 
the well-to-do country lawyer or retired farmer.” Of the parlor pictured 
Leslie's said: “Such is the room to which, after his eight years sojourn in 
the White House, the President of the United States will retire to reflect 
on the most terrific epoch of his life.” 

The minor incident of O’Leary, a new doorman at Lincoln’s office, came 
and was soon over. Hundreds of times now the President had turned Con- 
federate soldiers out of their prisons by a signed and dated paper reading: 
“Let this man (or these men) take the oath of December 8, 1863, and be dis- 
charged.” O’Leary noticed that the President asked few questions and was 
more than willing in nearly every case to issue such discharges. To friends 
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and relatives who came seeking the release of prisoners O’Leary would give 
the whispered word that he could fix it for them, that instead of taking 
chances of having the President refuse them they should leave the matter 
with him— for a $10 bill he would smoothly and in a short time have their 
man out of military prison. And O’Leary won an undercover reputation 
and built up a thriving little business of selling these precious pieces of paper 
signed by the President. The bitterly anti-Lincoln Tennessee Congressman 
Emerson Etheridge handed some good money to O’Leary, got from O’Leary 
the discharges thus paid for, and then rushed into the Washington Consti- 
tutional Union , newspaper, with a loud swaggering exposure of this pecula- 
tion and corruption right at the doorway of the President’s office. “Ether- 
idge preferred bribing a servant to accomplish what any man could do in 
the regular way,” wrote Noah Brooks, “and then rushed his shame and dis- 
grace into print, as if he had done a very fine thing. O’Leary was, of course, 
instantly dismissed from service when the President ascertained what had 
been done.” 

Representative Alexander H. Rice found Lincoln alone, weary, familiar 
with the case but not interested in action about Captain Henry S. Burrage 
of the 36th Massachusetts Volunteers. Captured and sent to Libby Prison, 
Burrage had been dismissed from the army service while m the hands of the 
enemy. General Meade had ordered no more exchanging of newspapers with 
the enemy, and Burrage’s disobedience of this order brought his removal, the 
order being approved by the President. Friends of Burrage set forth that he 
was in hospital recovering from wounds when the order was issued and 
heard nothing of such an order. Lincoln told Representative Rice he could 
not attend to individual cases of this kind, though not doubting there were 
“a great many cases of peculiar hardship” in the Army of the Potomac, 
adding, “It is all I can do to hear cases in classes, and those belonging to 
each class must abide by the decision made for that class.” Rice said he 
appreciated this view but believed the case of Burrage so peculiar it must 
stand alone. 

Rice saw Lincoln lean back in his chair, cross his knees, and then: “Mr. 
Rice, go on.” Rice went on m a plea for the exchange of his disgraced friend 
in prison at Richmond. “I ask, Mr. President, is it right to leave him there? 
Is this a fitting reward for more than two years of faithful service?” 

“I wish,” said the President, “you would go over to the War Depart- 
ment and state this case to General Hitchcock just as you have stated it to 
me, and say to him that if he can effect the exchange of this officer I desire 
that it shall be done.” 

Rice suggested that the Confederates might refuse to exchange a Union 
Army officer dismissed from the service. If General Hitchcock raised that 
point, replied the President, “Say to him that if he can take care of the 
exchange, I think I can take care of the rank.” 

Soon at the War Department Rice heard General Hitchcock saying, “If 
the President will restore this officer to his rank, I can effect his exchange.” 
Rice asked Hitchock to say this in a written note to the President. With 
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such a note Rice returned to the White House, gave the note to John Hay, 
who read the name of Burrage and said: “I knew him in college. I will take 
this to the President at once.” Shortly it was that Hay came to Rice saying 
the President had revoked the order of removal and restored Burrage to 
his rank, the War Department so announcing on February 7, 1865. 

And there was the case of the Smith brothers of Boston, Benjamin G. 
and Franklin W. For almost a year now, in and out of the bureau offices, 
into the Senate and House anterooms, over into the Executive Mansion, up 
to Boston and back again over the same tortuous path, went the case of the 
more or less honest, the not entirely blameless, Smith brothers. 

Late on the afternoon of March 17 Lincoln was about getting into his 
carriage for a drive when Sumner arrived with papers in the Smith case, 
his own written Opinion, and a demand for instant action. The Senator 
might come back the next day, suggested Lincoln. Sumner, in a finality of in- 
sistence that few dignitaries in Washington could equal, said the President 
“ought not to sleep on the case,” urging that if Abraham Lincoln had suf- 
fered unjust imprisonment as a criminal, with degradation before his neigh- 
bors, an immense bill of expense, a trial by court-martial, and an unjust con- 
demnation, he would cry out against the postponement of justice for a 
single day. 

The President was impressed. This was no small-potato affair. He would 
go over the case, hear Sumner read his written Opinion, at eleven o’clock 
that evening. Eleven o’clock came and with it a thunderstorm and a wind 
that shook the chimneys. Sumner was on hand. The President stretched 
himself in a big chair. Sumner read his Opinion. The President listened, 
commented, spoke with sympathy. At twenty minutes past midnight the 
President said he would write his conclusion at once, and that Mr. Sumner 
must come and hear it the next morning, “when I open shop.” 

“And when do you open shop 5 ” 

“At nine o’clock.” 

And at that morning hour Sumner was again on hand, and the President 
came in almost on the run and read for Sumner what he had written. It was 
impressive. Sumner was delighted. He began writing an abstract of it to 
send on to the anxious Smith brothers. The President broke into a quotation 
from Petroleum V. Nasby. Sumner didn’t get it. Lincoln* “I see I must 
initiate you,” and he quoted for Sumner the message he had sent to Nasby: 
“For the genius to write these things I would gladly give up my office.” 
From a near desk Lincoln brought out a pamphlet collection of Nasby 
papers and with enjoyment read aloud for the Massachusetts Senator and 
himself. “People is queer. Humanity, pertiklerly American humanity, vewd 
from a Dimekratik standpint, is a inscrootable mystery.” And so on. “I 
ain’t the rose uv Sharon, nor the lily uv the valley— I’m the last uv the Kop- 
perheds! I bilt my polittikle howse on sand— it hez fell, and I’m under the 
rooins. Uv pollytix I wash my hands, I shake its dust orf my few remainin 
garmence.” This reading went on for twenty minutes. It was morning. Out- 
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side waited dignitaries. Sumner picked a moment of pause, said he must be 
going, thanked Lincoln for the morning lesson, opened the door to see some 
thirty or more persons, including Senators and Representatives, waiting to 
transact public business. Later that day of March 18 the President returned 
to Secretary Welles a Navy Department paper in the Smith brothers’ case. 
On this paper the President had written out the points which he chose to 
stress, the points so highly welcome to Sumner. They read: 

“I am unwilling for the sentence to stand, and be executed, to any extent 
in this case. In the absence of a more adequate motive than the evidence 
discloses, I am wholly unable to believe m the existence of criminal or fraud- 
ulent intent on the part of men of such well established good character. If 
the evidence went as far to establish a guilty profit of one or two hundred 
thousand dollars, as it does of one or two hundred dollars, the case would, 
on the question of guilt, bear a far different aspect. That on this contract, 
involving some twelve hundred thousand dollars, the contractors would 
plan, and attempt to execute a fraud, which, at the most, could profit them 
only one or two hundred, or even one thousand dollars, is to my mind 
beyond the power of rational belief. That they did not, in such a case, make 
far greater gains, proves that they did not, with guilty or fraudulent intent, 
make at all. The judgment and sentence are disapproved, and declared null, 
and the defendants are fully discharged.” 

Welles was sore about it. He wrote in his diary, “It is, I regret to say, 
a discreditable indorsement, and would, if made public, be likely to injure 
the President. He has, I know, been much importuned in this matter, as I 
have, and very skillful and persistent efforts have been pursued for months 
to procure this result. Senators and Representatives have interposed their 
influence to defeat the ends of justice, and shielded guilty men from punish- 
ment, and they have accomplished it. They have made the President the 
partisan of persons convicted and pronounced guilty of fraud upon the gov- 
ernment. Of course, rascality will flourish. I regret all this on the President’s 
account, as well as that of the ends of justice.” 

At the Cabinet meeting in Lincoln’s bedroom four days earlier Welles 
had mentioned the case of the Smith brothers to the President, who had 
then promised, on Welles’s requesting it, that he would hold a conference 
with him about it. The President had handed the Navy Department paper 
in the case to Sumner, he explained to Welles, and would see Welles about 
the case when Sumner returned the document. “Having got excited,” noted 
Welles, “the President may have forgotten my request and his promise.” 

Two days later, however, Welles brought new phases of the Smith 
brothers’ case before the President. Shoddy and inferior articles and mate- 
rials, not up to contract specifications, had been passed by Navy Depart- 
ment employees in complicity with Ben Smith. What of them? “The Presi- 
dent said if they had been remiss, Smith’s pardon ought not to cover them.” 
And on Welles citing other cases of contractors found guilty of fraud, who 
had confessed and made restitution, “The President was annoyed. . . . 
After some little talk, he wished me to get our solicitor to look into these 
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cases, and call again. He has evidently acted without due consideration, on 
the suggestion and advice of Sumner, who is emotional, and under the pres- 
sure of Massachusetts politicians, who have been active to screen these 
parties regardless of their guilt.” 

Welles read in the Boston Journal a review of the case by Sumner, term- 
ing it “not a creditable document for Mr. Sumner in any aspect.” Welles 
wrote of John Murray Forbes, a Boston businessman with a reputation for 
rather extraordinary integrity, saying to Sumner and two associates who 
spoke in high glee over the executive pardon they had won for the Smith 
brothers, that he, Forbes, believed it an executive error, and a greater error 
for Massachusetts Representatives to stop legal proceedings through their 
political influence. “Sumner spoke of the smallness of the amount involved. 
Forbes replied that if one of his servants was detected, and convicted of 
having stolen a silver spoon, though only a teaspoon, he would kick him 
out of the house and not trust him farther. Nor would he be persuaded to 
excuse and take the thief into favor because he had been trusted with all 
his silver and only stolen, or been detected in having stolen, one small 
spoon.” 

On Sumner’s usual Saturday afternoon call on Welles March 25 he read 
to Welles from Boston newspapers high praise for his course in behalf of 
men “greatly, deeply wronged ” Welles swept Sumner down from this high 
moral atmosphere with a series of questions about the facts and what of 
them. “I asked him what he had to say of the transaction of the Smiths in 
regard to anchors, an article in which they did not deal, but for which they 
had by some means and for some purpose got the contract; had them by 
collusion paid for in May; they were arrested on the 17th of June, when 
the articles, though paid for, were not all delivered. They had underlet the 
contract to Burns, who made the deliveries, and the anchors were many of 
them worthless, would not pass inspection; and the arrest before full and 
final delivery was plead as the excuse, although requisition had been issued 
in May. What of the files, machine-cut, instead of hand-cut as contracted? 
What of the combination with Henshaw not to bid, whereby they got a 
contract for a number of hundred tons of iron at $62.50, when other 
parties sold at the same time for $53 ? Sumner had not looked into these mat- 
ters. He could not answer me. I showed him the correspondence of the 
Smiths with the Trenton Iron Company, expressly stipulating for inferior 
iron to be delivered to the navy yard, if it would pass inspection. After 
reading, he said he did not like the transaction. Evidently knew not the case 
in which he had interfered.” 

One angle of the case not covered in these points by Welles, and not 
touched by Lincoln in his endorsement and pardon, was that of naval opera- 
tions and ship navigation as affected by shoddy materials. This phase of the 
affair burned deep in the Assistant Secretary of the Navy Gustavus Vasa 
Fox. One might overlook stealing, Fox held, but inferior tin, anchors unfit 
to weigh down a vessel, files machme-cut instead of hand-cut, these it was 
unjust to put on the men expected to move and fight on the sea. 
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Lincoln’s motives in pardoning the Smiths > They were mixed. The 
amounts proved to be stolen were, as he noted, small as compared with the 
totals involved. There was a sniff of man-hunting about the affair. The de- 
tective Olcott, procurer of much of the evidence, was not fully trusted by 
Welles. In other matters Welles noted Olcott as overzealous, rash, reckless, 
wild, “in a certain sense I think honest.” Olcott the man-hunter was out to 
get his man. Sumner was out to beat Olcott and the navy court-martial that 
had convicted and sentenced the Smiths. Welles was correct that Sumner 
had won the pardons from the President and that stiff political pressure m 
Massachusetts was moving Sumner. With Sumner out of the picture the 
President would probably not have been so sweeping and unique in his state- 
ment of the case. It was one of the instances Sumner’s secretary had in mind 
in saying that in the weeks following inauguration “Mr. Lincoln bestowed 
more tokens of good-will on Sumner than on any [other] senator.” By ac- 
commodating himself to the wishes of the one Senator cloaked m a peculiar 
fame for the moment, Lincoln had little or nothing to lose— and meantime 
he was holding together a variety of forces that he hoped to use, as he 
wrote, “to the effect of molding society for durability in the Union.” Lin- 
coln more than anyone else concerned had searched himself and knew 
where his feet were leading him every moment in the case of the more or 
less honest, the not quite blameless, the rather oily and possibly hypocritical 
Smith brothers. 

Writing a card for Mrs. Harriet C. Bledsoe, January 16, 1865, “to pass 
our lines with ordinary baggage and go south,” Lincoln knew he was doing 
this favor for the wife of the Assistant Secretary of War in Richmond. To 
Bishop Charles P. Mcllvaine, who had requested the pass, Lincoln said, “Do 
not tell Stanton I gave it.” It might have amused Lincoln had he heard that 
later Mrs. Bledsoe got from Jefferson Davis his autograph on the same card, 
this being one of the few documents on which those two signatures stood 
next to each other. 

One such other document was brought to Lincoln by the Reverend 
Thomas C. Teasdale, D D He and Lincoln needed no introduction. Lincoln 
recognized and greeted him as a former Baptist minister in Springfield, Illi- 
nois. Now Teasdale was seeking to raise funds for the Orphans’ Home of 
the State of Mississippi, devoted chiefly to the care of children whose 
fathers had been killed by Union soldiers. Lincoln smiled. “You ask me to 
give you relief in a case of distress, just such as we have been striving to 
produce.” To this Lincoln added, according to Dr. Teasdale, We want to 
bring you rebels into such straits that you will be willing to give up this 
wicked rebellion.” Jefferson Davis had written on the petition of ^ the Or- 
phans’ Home board his endorsement of it as a “praiseworthy effort. To this 
Lincoln added his written instruction to the Union military commander in 
the area where Dr. Teasdale was to operate. Dated March 18, 1865, it read: 
“Gen. Canby is authorized, but not ordered, to give Rev. Mr. Teasdale such 
facilities in the within matters, as he, in his discretion, may see fit. 
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Next Dr. Teasdale told the President he was traveling without a pass. 
Lincoln began writing a pass. Mr. Teasdale suggested he should like to take 
some baggage. Mr. Lincoln, pleasantly: “Now you bother me again. How 
much baggage would you like to take with you^” “Well, Mr. President, a 
good deal, sir. You folks have made some things rather scarce with us down 
South.” “Oh, well,” went on the Writer of Passes, “I will write this pass so 
as to suit you, I reckon.” And it read: “Pass the Rev. Thomas Teasdale 
through our lines going South, with convenient baggage.” 

To General Ord, commanding a corps with Grant, went a telegram to 
watch about a man passing with a false name of Stanley, under arrest as a 
deserter. “He is,” wrote Lincoln, “the son of so close a friend of mine that 
I must not let him be executed.” 

In mid-March came Senator John B. Henderson of Missouri with two 
lists of men and boys held in military prisons in his State or near by. All 
sorts of appeals had been coming to the Senator, and before leaving for 
home he wanted to clear up as many of these cases as he could. He laid 
before Lincoln first a list of those he considered fairly innocent. Lincoln 
looked it over. “Do you mean to tell me, Henderson, that you wish me to 
let loose all these people at once?” Henderson said Yes, the war was nearly 



At the top of a long petition reciting cases of military prisoners the President writes 
an order for their discharge. Original in the Barrett collection. 


over; the time had come to try generosity and kindness. “Do you really 
think so?” asked Lincoln. Henderson was sure he thought so; he was trying 
to slow down the guerrilla warfare of his torn and weary State. “I hope 
you are right,” said Lincoln, “but I have no time to examine this evidence. 
If I sign this list as a whole, will you be responsible for the future good 
behavior of the men?” Henderson would. “Then I will take the risk and 
sign it,” said Lincoln as he began writing the word “Pardoned” after each 
name of some man convicted by a military commission, finally writing a 
general order of release. 

Henderson thanked the President. Then Henderson pulled out his second 
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list. These were names of men maybe not so very innocent but maybe safe 
to take a chance on. “I hope,” said Lincoln, according to Henderson’s ac- 
count, “you are not going to make me let loose another lot.” Yes, Henderson 
thought it good policy, safer and better than holding them in jails. “Yes,” 
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The President fixes out Hiram Hibbard so he can go back to his company with a 
clean bill and a wide grin. Original in the Barrett collection. 


said Lincoln, “but you know I am charged with making too many mistakes 
on the side of mercy.” Henderson was sure he was right and said the Presi- 
dent ought to sign out the whole batch. 

“Well, I’ll be durned if I don’t,” said the President, this being, noted 
Henderson, “the only time I ever heard Mr. Lincoln use a word which 
approached profanity.” As he handed the list back, Lincoln said: “Now, 
Henderson, remember you are responsible to me for those men. If they do 
not behave, I shall have to put you in prison for their sins.” 



1 30 Abraham Lincoln 

Early one evening Senator Hendricks came with an Indiana lawyer tc 
ask stay of death sentence on conspirators found guilty by a military com- 
mission. Hendricks had believed it useless to go to the White House on 
such an errand. But they found Lincoln “cheerful and reminiscent.” He 
kept his callers till almost eleven o’clock. He indicated certain errors in the 
papers of the case which would take time for official correction. Then to 
the Indiana lawyer “You may go home and I’ll send for you when the 
papers get back. But I apprehend and hope there will be such a jubilee over 
yonder”— putting a finger out of a near-by window toward the dark hills 
of Virginia just across the river— “we shall none of us want any more kill- 
ing done.” 

Solidarity was wanted. For the Jewish chiropodist Zacharie, Stanton must 
arrange a pass to Savannah and let Zacharie bring back his father and sisters, 
if he so wished. Blumenberg, a Baltimore Jew, Lincoln wrote Stanton in the 
same letter, should have a hearing. Blumenberg had “raised troops— fought, 
and been wounded— He should not be dismissed in a way that disgraces and 
ruins him without a hearing.” At Bardstown, Kentucky, ran a telegraphed 
order, “Let no depredation be committed upon the property or possessions 
of the Sisters of Charity of Nazareth Academy.” And two orders addressed 
“To whom it may concern” specified that Sisters of Mercy in charge of 
military hospitals in Chicago or Washington should be furnished such pro- 
visions as they desired to purchase, “and charge same to the War Depart- 
ment.” 

The man-hunter approach as often as possible was to be avoided. Some 
such point of view seemed more and more to animate Lincoln in the latest 
war flares and shadows. Against Stanton’s express wishes, and knowing well 
that Stanton would be furious should he hear of it, Lincoln took his own 
whimsical course with one of the three secession leaders who had com- 
menced the war by starting the first shot and shell that in ’61 battered Fort 
Sumter into fine fragments. This secessionist, a brigadier general, now was 
one of twelve Confederate prisoners in one vaulted chamber in Fort La- 
fayette; they slept on straw mats on the floor; the brigadier fried his own 
slender daily ration of meat on a grate; the brigadier daily took a bucket 
and went down into a cellar and brought up coal. His wife in Richmond 
had been selling her silk gowns, opera cloak, point-lace handkerchiefs. His 
wife had interested Washington McLean of the Cincinnati Enquirer to see 
Stanton about an exchange for her husband, General Roger A. Pryor. Mc- 
Lean in Washington in the old days had formed a friendship with Pryor. 
He found Stanton at home, holding a curly-headed daughter on his knee 
as McLean talked, Stanton at the mention of the name of Pryor pushing 
the child from his knee and thundering: “He shall be hanged! Damn him!” 

McLean with a letter from Horace Greeley went to Lincoln, who 
listened, who recalled that even though Roger Pryor had been foremost of 
the fire-eaters who fomented the secession, Pryor also had a record for uni- 
formly generous treatment of Union prisoners who had been in his custody. 
Lincoln issued an order on the Fort Lafayette commandant to “deliver 
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Roger A. Pryor into the custody of Colonel John W. Forney, Secretary of 
the Senate, to be produced by him whenever required.” So McLean went to 
Fort Lafayette, took Pryor to Washington, put him in the home of Forney, 
who also in the old days had enjoyed the fiery and vivacious Pryor. Stanton, 
it was reported, got wind of where Pryor was and issued orders that he 
was to be arrested on sight, with the hope of hanging him. Forney managed 
to quiet Stanton’s hunt for Pryor by having his secretary, John Russell 
Young, go to the newspaper offices and get an item published that Pryor 
had passed through Washington and under parole entered the Confederate 
Army lines. Grim Thad Stevens, however, knew where Pryor was, and 
every day for a short while asked his fellow Pennsylvanian: “How is your 
Democratic friend General Pryor? I hope you are both well.” 

One day with a queer gleam of eye the stern and uncompromising 
Stevens heard from Forney a request that Stevens sign an appeal to the 
President to pardon another fire-eating secessionist. Stevens amazed Forney 
by saying that he would sign any proposition for pardon that Forney might 
write. Forney then wrote an appeal pamting the ex-fire-eater as a sort of 
hero. Stevens put his name to it without the slightest quiver. Later when 
Forney tried to tease Stevens about being inconsistent, Stevens said: “Oh, 
you need not be riled about it. I saw you were going heavily into the 
pardon business, and I thought I would take a hand in it myself.” Forney 
in his frequent visits at the White House giving Lincoln the news and trad- 
ing stories undoubtedly passed along to Lincoln these anecdotes and enjoyed 
seeing Lincoln’s face light up about u going heavily into the pardon business.” 

“I am in a little perplexity,” wrote Lincoln to Grant February 24. “I was 
induced to authorize a gentleman to bring Roger A. Pryor here with a view 
of effecting an exchange of him; but since then I have seen a despatch of 
yours showing that you specially object to his exchange. Meantime he has 
reached here and reported to me. It is an ungracious thing for me to send 
him back to prison, and yet inadmissible for him to remain here long. Can- 
not you help me out with it?” 

Did Grant have a quiet chuckle over this confessed “little perplexity”? 
Over the possible humor of whether it would be “an ungracious thing” to 
send back to prison one of the three men who took the responsibility of 
firing the first shots of the war? Over the watchers like Stanton who made 
it “inadmissible” for a Confederate brigadier general to be the constant and 
jolly house guest of the Secretary of the Senate in Washington? 

The next day Lincoln wrote: “Allow the bearer, Roger A. Pryor, to 
pass to General Grant, and report to him for exchange.” 

Before leaving, Pryor with Forney and Washington McLean called on 
the President at Pryor’s earnest request that he might speak m behalf of his 
friend, his prison roommate, Captain John Y. Beall, under sentence of death. 
The answer came: The death penalty was harsh but in this case execution 
of the sentence was indispensable. After which Lincoln turned the talk to 
the Hampton Roads conference and its failure through Jefferson Davis’s 
obstinate insistence that the war and bloodshed go on rather than his people 
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should accept re-establishment of the Union and abolition of slavery. “On 
this topic,” recorded Mrs. Pryor, “Mr. Lincoln dwelt so warmly and at such 
length that General Pryor inferred that he still hoped the people of the 
South would reverse Mr. Davis’s action and renew negotiations for peace. 

. . . It was apparent to General Pryor that Mr. Lincoln desired him to 
sound leading men of the South on the subject. Accordingly on the Gen- 
eral’s return to Richmond, he did consult with Senator Hunter and other 
prominent men in the Confederacy, but with one voice they assured him 
that nothing could be done with Mr. Davis, and that the South had only 
to await the imminent and inevitable catastrophe.” 

In a pocketbook well taken care of Roger A. Pryor cherished a little 
visiting-card on which Lincoln had written his parole. In troublesome days 
to come he was to fish it out and see it command respect for his roof and 
family. 

In the case of John Y. Beall, however, Lincoln decided he could go too 
far in the pardoning business. There was such a thing as being too soft. 
Carefully had Lincoln gone over the record of the trial. Convinced was he 
that the evidence proved Beall a spy, a pirate, and a privateersman, leading 
a band which had captured vessels on the Great Lakes, seized cargoes and 
money, scuttled one steamer, and failed in a plan to release the Confederate 
prisoners on Johnson’s Island. At no time however during the four years of 
war had such a mass of formidable influence come forward seeking from 
the President a commutation of death sentence to life imprisonment. Money 
was poured out and a vast personal influence enlisted. James T. Brady of 
New York served as counsel for Beall. Also serving was Orville Hickman 
Browning, who called on his old friend in the White House with a delega- 
tion of important citizens from Baltimore. Again Browning called alone and 
was closeted with his old friend an hour on the Beall case. Again on Febru- 
ary 17 came Browning with a petition signed by 85 members of the House 
and 6 members of the Senate. Other intercessors included the Librarian of 
Congress, the president of the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad, Thad Stevens, 
John Andrew, Monty Blair. Such an aggregate of influence for a pardon 
was a new thing. Over and again Lincoln and Major General John A. Dix, 
commanding the Department of the East, gave the same answers, Lincoln 
saying, “General Dix may dispose of the case as he pleases— I will not inter- 
fere!” General Dix saying, “All now rests with the President— as far as my 
action rests there is not a gleam of hope.” 

So the gallows was prepared and the platform drop tried out and the 
rope and the weights tested. And no word having come from Lincoln or 
Dix, Captain John Y. Beall of the Confederate Army on February 24, 1865, 
was hanged by the neck till he was dead, as duly required by law. 

“I’ve had more questions of life and death to settle in four years than 
all the other men who ever sat in this chair put together,” said Lincoln to 
Bromwell of Illinois, with Seward and others present. “No man knows the 
distress of my mind. Some of them I couldn’t save. There are cases where 
the law must be executed. The case of Beall on the Lakes— there had to be 
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an example. They tried me every way. They wouldn’t give up. But I had 
to stand firm. I even had to turn away his poor sister when she came and 
begged for his life, and let him be executed, and he was executed, and I can’t 
get the distress out of my mind yet.” Bromwell noticed Lincoln’s eyes 
moisten, and turned and saw other eyes in the room the same. 

On March 11 went forth the President’s proclamation that any and all 
deserters, wherever they might be and no matter what had happened to 
cariy their feet away from the army, on return to their regiments or com- 
panies “shall be pardoned.” 

On this same day of March 1 1 the man-hunter Colonel La Fayette C. 
Baker at New York telegraphed Provost Marshal General Fry of the day 
before raiding bounty-jumpers and “capturing 590 of the most desperate 
villains unhung.” Baker wanted to parade these prisoners down Broadway 
in irons, “in order that the people may have a sight of them.” Fry’s first 
telegram to Baker that day said there would be no objection. Fry’s second 
telegram to Baker said representations held that Baker was arresting men 
without sufficient evidence and hereafter he must forward his evidence to 
Washington and have the arrests ordered from there. Personal liberty in 
measure was beginning to return. The hand and tone of the President were 
having effect. The third telegram of Fry that day Baker found abrupt and 
peremptory: “Do not march the deserters down Broadway, and do not iron 
them or any other men.” 

As an executive dispenser of patronage and offices, of favors and benefits, 
Lincoln had grown without ceasing in his instincts about where to give and 
where to withhold. As at no previous time, now in March of ’65 obseivers 
and participants in the game of American politics hesitated at laughing over 
this or that appointment. They would look it over and study about it before 
they cared to say Lincoln didn’t know what he was doing— so often had he 
fooled them. The classical instance was Grant. To Lamon, Lincoln once 
confided that “even Washburne, who has always claimed Grant as his by 
right of discovery,” had once joined those who demanded Grant’s removal. 
In that hour Lincoln said, according to Lamon, “I really believe I am the 
only friend Grant has left.” Now in ’65 he was saying to Lamon: “If I had 
done as my Washington friends, who fight battles with their tongues at a 
safe distance from the enemy, would have had me do, Grant, who proved 
himself so great a captain, would never have been heard of again.” 

Now again came a suggestion that Confederate prisoners who would 
take the oath and were willing to be put into Union Army uniforms should 
be enlisted for some such service as that of fighting Indians on the frontier. 
Lincoln telegraphed the Chicagoans thus interested that the War Depart- 
ment must handle the matter. “The Rock Island case referred to, was my 
individual enterprise, and it caused so much difficulty in so many ways that 
I promised to never undertake another.” 

In one War Department matter Lincoln wrote an intricate memorandum 
on a complaint of Governor Fenton of New York, that in draft credits “ one 
three-years man is counted equal to three one-year men,” while in a pending 
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call for troops “each man is to count one and only one, whether he went 
for one, two or three years.” To the Secretary of War he wrote of Fenton: 
“The Governor has a pretty good case. I feel sure he is more than half right. 
We don’t want him to feel cross and we in the wrong. Try and fix it with 
him.” 

Lincoln in this memorandum took a supposed case. “The towns of A & B, 
before any enlisted, had each ioo men. On the late call A gave sixty-six 
one year men, leaving only 34 at home, while B gave 33 three-years men, 
leaving 67 at home. On the pending call each owes 100 men, subject 
to its credit. But while A gets credit for 66, it owes 34, taking the last man 
in it; while B gets credit for 99, owes one, and has sixty-six left quietly at 
home.” Having gazed at this curiosity of justice in draft arithmetic, he de- 
cided. “This ugly conjunction . . . burthens the one class absolutely be- 
yond their immediate power to bear.” 

Decisions— Yes or No— or a balance somewhere between the two. “Fix it 
with him.” Unless fixed, into the White House doors it would come again. 
Life? It was a series of fixes, right ones and wrong. Or as in the case of 
Fenton “more than half right.” And every day ugly conjunctions burthening 
men. Of his supposed case in the memorandum, seemingly fantastic, he 
noted, “I am told there are realities that are even stranger.” 

Of the President on March 1 6 leading the grand promenade of the inau- 
gural ball the Chicago Tnbnne reporter wrote: “Mr. Lincoln was evi- 
dently trying to throw off care for the time, but with rather ill success, and 
he looked very old.” 

Harriet Beecher Stowe had called one winter evening. She asked if he 
did not feel a great relief over the prospect of the war soon coming to a 
close. She went away, and telling her brother Henry Ward Beecher about 
her question, said Lincoln had answered in a sad way: “No, Mrs. Stowe, I 
shall never live to see peace. This war is killing me.” 

In another mood he was not so gloomy, saying to Noah Brooks one day, 
“When we leave this place [the White House], we shall have enough, I 
think, to take care of us old people. The boys must look out for themselves. 
I guess mother will be satisfied with six months or so in Europe. After that, 
I should really like to go to California and take a look at the Pacific coast.” 

Eaton of the Freedmen’s Bureau saw him in February “thinner than 
ever,” face drawn with suffering and thought. A strange and great tender- 
ness moved him, and according to Eaton, “He was like a man seeing visions, 
and even the ‘little stories’ of which he was always reminded, and the jokes 
in which he took such quaint enjoyment and consolation, had assumed a 
melancholy tone.” 

On some matter of no moment Greeley had a brief interview with Lin- 
coln in early March and had a feeling Lincoln was worn down to his last 
physical reserves. “His face was haggard with care and seamed with thought 
and trouble. It looked care-ploughed, tempest-tossed and weather-beaten.” 

Most often this was the testimony. On many a day the man seemed 
almost gone— with phantom gleams about him, On March 21, however, the 
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editor of the Baltimore American and Cornmei ctal Advertiser watched him 
an hour in the morning and an hour in the afternoon receiving many diffi- 
cult visitors, the editor writing: “The President looked extremely well, 
seemed in excellent spirits, and bore none of those evidences of debility or 
failing health which the New York Tribune daily talks about. His form is 
lithe and elastic, his features firm and expressive of energy and vigorous 
thought, and his manner of receiving his visitors was indicative of all that 
kindness of heart for which he is so distinguished. Indeed, there is good 
reason to hope that he will not only live many years to witness the future 
of his restored country, but should the people so decide, retain the physical 
and mental ability to administer its Executive functions even beyond his 
present term of office.” 

This seemed to be the first published suggestion that after Lincoln had 
served his second term as President he might be well able to serve a third 
term. 

In a special envelope Lincoln filed letters threatening him with death. 
On this envelope Charles A. Dana took notice of the word “Assassination” 
in Lincoln’s handwriting. 

In November Dana had brought the President two letters which General 
Dix had forwarded from New York. They had been picked up m a Third 
Avenue streetcar. One was believed genuine, m a woman’s handwriting the 
salutation “Dearest Husband” and the query, “Why do you not come 
home?” The other seemed less genuine, overly theatrical, reading in part: 
“When you remember the fearful, solemn vow that was taken by us, you 
will feel there is no drawback— Abe must die, and now. You can choose 
your weapons. The cup, the knife, the bullet. The cup failed us once, and 
might agam. Johnson, who will give this, has been like an enraged demon 
since the meeting, because it has not fallen upon him to rid the world of 
the monster.” 

On reading the letters Dana had at once taken them to the President. 
“He looked at them,” wrote Dana, “but made no special remark, and, in 
fact, seemed to attach very little importance to them. I left them with him.” 


CHAPTER 65 

LINCOLN VISITS GRANT’S ARMY 


DOWN Pennsylvania Avenue one day, wrote Noah Brooks, moved “a Con- 
federate regimental band which had deserted in a body with its instruments, 
and was allowed to march through the streets of the national capital playing 
Union airs.” 

During the month of March more than 3,000 Confederate deserters were 



ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


I36 

received in Washington, thousands more at Fortress Monroe, Annapolis, and 
other points. Further thousands of Confederate soldiers, absent without 
leave, had gone home or joined guerrilla and bushwhacker outfits or had 
gone North and found jobs. Of the total of 600,000 Confederate troops in 
the field two years before it was believed at least half of those alive had 
left the service for home and were now deaf or indifferent to any calls for 
fighting men. They had seen enough. 

For a listening world in March Jefferson Davis spoke to his people say- 
ing* “Our country is now environed with perils which it is our duty calmly 
to contemplate.” Action might follow the duty of calm contemplation. It 
was like him. Northern journals seized on it. It had the breath of the un- 
yielding Davis now become slightly trancelike. 

Congressman Ashley, just from Grant’s headquarters, reported to Lincoln 
of Grant saying, “For every three men of ours dead, five of theirs; for 
every three of our cattle dead, five of theirs.” And picking up some paper 
from a table and crushing it in his hand, “Tell the President I have got 
them like that 1 ” This sounded dramatic. Was Grant getting dramatic^ No, 
he was in a confident mood. Ashley said, “It made the cold chills run over 
me.” 

Sheridan the destroyer had driven the last of Early’s army out of the 
Shenandoah Valley and his report in late March listed 780 bams burned, 
420,000 bushels of wheat taken, also 700,000 rounds of ammunition, 2,557 
horses, 7,152 head of beef cattle. So often now the wagons of Lee went out 
for food and came back empty. In comparison Grant’s military city, and its 
line of tents and huts along a forty-mile front south of Richmond, was 
rather snug and cozy. When it wanted food, clothing, supplies, guns, muni- 
tions, telegrams went north and by steam transport on land and water, the 
cargoes arrived. The besiegers had nearly everything requisite of material 
and supplies. In beleaguered Richmond was starvation and want. Mrs. Jeffer- 
son Davis sold her carriage horses. Jones the diarist saw many red flags out, 
the auction banners of those selling anything to get food. Flour on March 20 
reached $1,500 a barrel. A Negro man slave brought $10,000 in Confederate 
money or $100 in gold. 

At last after long bickering, and through the Confederate Senate revers- 
ing itself and by a majority of one voting to arm the slaves for defense, 
President Davis signing the bill— at last the Negro slave was to be put in the 
army to fight for his master. This was one final hope for more soldiers. 

Apricot blossoms came out and the bright Judas tree, the redbud, again 
failed not this spring— but down the river the low roar of Grant’s guns broke 
on the air. And Robert E. Lee took note of the Union Army having “an 
overwhelming superiority of numbers and resources.” 

Mary Boykin Chesnut in Chester, South Carolina, looked out the win- 
dow and saw Confederate soldiers marching. But not like they used to. Now 
no songs, jokes, shouts— just glum plodding. Again she looked out and saw 
another butternut brigade. And they sang— heartbreak songs— but they sang. 
“They would have warmed the blood of an Icelander.” She plucked up 
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heart. And yet— were they going to surrender 5 The wind flapping a curtain 
of her room that night seemed to moan, “Too late.” She wrote, “All this 
will end by making me a nervous lunatic.” 

Louis T. Wigfall spoke to Mrs. Chesnut, Wigfall the fire-eater from 
Texas who had helped start the bombardment of Fort Sumter and then gone 
on to Washington and held his seat in the United States Senate till expelled 
in July of ’61, Wigfall who lashed with a loose tongue at Lincoln and the 
“Black Republicans,” Wigfall the duelist and killer who was good in a pri- 
vate shooting affair but less effective at his post as a Confederate Army 
brigadier general— Wigfall was now saying to Mrs. Chesnut, “It is all over; 
the game is up.” Now he had an idea. “He is on his way to Texas, and 
when the hanging begins he can step over into Mexico.” He was not going 
to stick with Lee or Johnston to the last. 

From Lee however had come to Mrs. Chesnut an impressive saying- 
“This is the people’s war; when they tire, I stop.” She wrote as though she 
believed in this hour Lee had said it. Yes, this was momentous. If the mass 
of Southern people had tired of the war, no longer seeing any use in its cost 
and sacrifice, then what 5 

When a certain order of passion, faith, and endurance goes down, its 
final extinction is miraculously swift, Mrs. Chesnut mused. It was like the 
snuffing out of a candle- “One moment white, then gone forever.” 

And in the long darkness of the lost cause afterward 5 Then an added 
woe. In its March appeal urging continued resistance, the Confederate Con- 
gress prophesied: “Failure will compel us to drink the cup of humiliation 
even to the bitter dregs of having the history of our struggle written by 
New England historians.” 

The rumor kept traveling that Sherman had said, “I will bring every 
Southern woman to the washtub.” Sherman hadn’t said it. But on March 12 
Sherman was writing his wife: “The importance of this march exceeds that 
from Atlanta to Savannah. South Carolina has had a visit from the West 
that will cure her of her pride and boasting. . . . The same brags and boasts 
are kept up, but when I reach the path where the lion crouched I find him 
slinking away.” In spreading terror, in sowing war weariness, in bringing 
the war to the homes, farms, towns of the deep South, Sherman’s army as 
much as any other created the conditions that had Lee saying in effect: 
“This is the people’s war; when they tire, I stop.” 

To one White House caller Lincoln gave his metaphor of the major 
strategy of recent weeks. “Grant has the bear by the hind leg while Sherman 
takes off the hide.” 

To another who asked one March day what was the news from Sherman, 
Lincoln said he couldn’t tell just where Sherman was but he could make a 
pretty sure guess. Pointing with a forefinger on a map, he said that Sherman 
when last heard of had his cavalry, vanguard, and infantry columns here, 
there, and there, “expecting to bring them all together here” Then after a 
pause: “Now when he does that, he’ll— but that reminds me of the horse- 
dealer in Kentucky who got baptized in the river. The ceremony once over 
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he insisted on it a second time. The preacher hesitated but the horse-trader 
had his way. And when he came up from the second ducking he gasped, 
‘There now! Now I can tell the devil to go to hell! ? ” 

The Richmond correspondent of the London Times had written March 
4 that Sherman in a few weeks “may, by possibility, be autocrat of this con- 
tinent.” Whatever fear there was of the United States soon starting a war 
with Britain— and such fear found voice in high places m England— the Rich- 
mond correspondent did not forget. “Mr. Lincoln has found General Sher- 
man hitherto a very valuable friend— it is possible that before the end comes 
he will find him a still more dangerous enemy.” Much like Cromwell, the 
vain, eager, fanatical, gloomy, impulsive, talkative General Sherman, “by 
some regarded as half-mad when the fit is on him,” had a character “of what 
great and mysterious actors in history are often made.” This fantasy the 
London Times in a critical hour gave its readers. 

Judging by some 487 Yankee prisoners sent to Richmond by General 
Wade Hampton, taking these shoeless, hatless, grimy captives as specimens, 
the Richmond Examiner saw Sherman’s rank and file as “scabs, scavengers 
and scum of creation.” Not since the war began “has such a crew of hell- 
bom men, accursed and God-forsaken wretches polluted the air and defiled 
the highways of Richmond with the concentrated essence of all that is 
lecherous, hateful and despised.” This was the “human fungi” Johnston’s 
army must stop. “If he can not successfully resist them, God help Richmond 
and her citizens.” 

This from the Richmond Examiner , noted one journal in the North, 
again was “the voice of the chivalry shuddering at the approach of the 
shovelry.” 

Meantime Johnston on March 1 1 notified Lee that if a Federal force of 
some 20,000 moving from the seacoast and Wilmington should manage to 
join Sherman’s 60,000, Johnston with his 40,000 would not be able to stop 
them from marching up into Virginia. Up across North Carolina marched 
Sherman to Fayetteville, then to Goldsboro, where he paused for rest. 
There at Goldsboro March 23 he met General Terry and the troops that 
had taken Fort Fisher and Wilmington. 

Another Sherman campaign was over, this time with 80,000 men answer- 
ing roll call. 

Sherman’s 60,000 had a right to a rest. Behind them toward Savannah lay 
four hundred and twenty-five miles of foraged and ravaged country, Sher- 
man terming their exploit “one of the longest and most important marches 
ever made by an organized army in a civilized country.” Their legs had 
performed. Add the hike from Atlanta to the sea, then add other footwork 
since raids in Mississippi in July of ’63— and their mileage was colossal. They 
had come on their feet no less than 2,500 miles, fording ordinary streams 
and flooded rivers, through rains and hot sun, over mountains and plains, 
across marshes and swamps where day after day every private was a toiling 
unit of the engineer corps. On speared bayonets some now carried potatoes, 
others pigs. Many were ragged, their trousers half gone from tussling 
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through underbrush. More than half had thrown away their worn-out shoes, 
some walking barefoot, others with feet wrapped m blanket pieces. They 
leaped and shouted as they slid into new issues of shoes, uniforms, over- 
coats, at Goldsboro. 

They were mainly from the West, the Midwest, and the Northwest. Al- 
ready was talk in the North about whether they were to go on and take 
Richmond and Lee’s army, with the result that history would say Westerners 
won the war. But that was a small matter. It could wait. They had joyous 
legs. Spring shone with lilacs and apple blossoms. The new shoes and trou- 
sers felt good. Not much longer could the war last. Daylight was ahead and 
home folks, girls and women. They were human even though Mrs. Chesnut 
was writing in her diary of Sherman, “that ghoul, that hyena,” she believing 
her home had been sacked, wrecked, and burned— which hadn’t happened 
at all, as she was to soon find out. 

These weeks in latter March and early April, Grant wrote later, were 
for him “the most anxious” of the whole war. Lee was hemmed in with 
food and supplies cut off to such an extent that Grant figured Lee must soon 
try to break through or swing around the Union lines. “I was afraid, every 
mormng, that I would awake from my sleep to hear that Lee had gone, and 
that nothing was left but a picket line. He had his railroad by the way of 
Danville south, and I was afraid that he was running off his men and all 
stores and ordinance except such as it would be necessary to carrv with him 
for his immediate defense. I knew he could move much more lightly and 
rapidly than I, and that, if he got the start, he would leave me behind so 
that we would have the same army to fight again farther south— and the war 
might be prolonged another year.” 

These possibilities occurred to Lincoln’s mind too He knew with Grant 
that the old ancient rule held: “In war you can’t make the same mistake 
twice.” 

On the news that Sherman with 80,000 troops rested and waited in 
North Carolina not far from the Virginia line, Lincoln left Washington 
to visit with Grant, to stay with Grant’s army he did not know how many 
days, perhaps a week or two. Grant on March 20 sent Lincoln as cordial 
an invitation as could be asked: “Can you not visit City Point for a day or 
two^ I would like very much to see you, and I think the rest would do you 
good.” By this visit Lincoln would serve two purposes. He would have a 
needed vacation, a breakaway from many pressures at Washington. And he 
might in various ways accomplish something around the question of what 
terms should end the war. Early in March this matter came to a head. Word 
from Lee to Grant then could be taken to mean that those two commanders 
might get together, agree to disband their armies, and end the war with 
confusion in the air. Wherefore on March 3 Lincoln wrote an order for 
Stanton to send to Grant. 

This order indicated Grant’s line of authority in dealing with any pro- 
posals for peace. The President wished him to have no conference with 
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General Lee unless it should be for the capitulation of Lee’s army, or on 
some minor or purely military affair. 

“He instructs me to say,” ran the order Lincoln wrote for Stanton to 
sign, “that you are not to decide, discuss, or confer upon any political ques- 
tions. Such questions the President holds in his own hands, and will submit 
them to no military conferences or conventions. Meantime you are to press 
to the utmost your military advantages.” 

The President had been taking on himself too many matters “that prop- 
erly belong in the Departments,” wrote Welles on March 23, and this, added 
to “the throng that is pressing upon him” had worn him down. “The more 
he yields, the greater the pressure upon him. It has now become such that 
he is compelled to flee.” Of the second and possibly the more imperative 
reason Welles was aware, noting: “Besides he wishes the War terminated, 
and, to this end, that severe terms shall not be exacted of the Rebels.” In 
thus writing in that very hour Welles had no shaded or modified opinion. 
The many conferences of recent months had sunk deep in Welles and others 
the definite impression that the President toiled actively toward an end 
“that severe terms shall not be exacted of the Rebels.” 

The President was to sail from Washington on the Bat , a fast, comfort- 
able, well-armed dispatch boat. G. V. Fox and the captain of the Bat , John 
S. Barnes, called on Lincoln and heard him say he wanted ordinary comforts 
—what was good enough for the captain of the boat would be good enough 
for him— covering all points with, “I’m only a fresh-water sailor and I guess 
I’ll have to trust to you salt-water folks when afloat.” 

Then came later orders for Captain Barnes to report at the White House, 
where in Lincoln’s private room in the residence end, noted the Captain, 
“Mr. Lincoln received me with great cordiality, but with a certain kind of 
embarrassment, and a look of sadness which rather embarrassed me. After a 
few casual remarks he said that Mrs. Lincoln had decided that she would 
accompany him to City Point— could the Bat accommodate her and her maid- 
servant?” Barnes as delicately as he could managed to say that the Bat 
was in no respect “adapted to the private life of womankind, nor could she 
be made so.” 

“Well,” said the President, “I understand but you will have to see 
mother.” 

Barnes was ushered into Mrs. Lincoln’s presence, noting that “she re- 
ceived me very graciously, standing with arms folded.” Her wishes: “I am 
going with the President to City Point, and I want you to arrange your ship 
to take me, my maid and my officer [or guard], as well as the President.” 
Barnes was bothered. He went to Fox. They agreed the Bat couldn’t be 
fixed over. Together they went to the White House. There “in very funny 
terms the President translated our difficulties.” Fox promised another and 
better boat. 

On the unarmed and less safe though more spacious River Queen , with 
the Bat as convoy, the Lincoln family made the trip, Tad sleeping in a 
stateroom with the guard Crook. Down the Potomac and up the James 
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River they went on a holiday— and some very strict and secretive business. 

They pulled away from the Sixth Street wharf m Washington at 1 p.m., 
March 23, and about nine o’clock the evening of the next day tied to the 
wharf at City Point, from the deck gazing off into the night and the grim 
quiet mystery lying just yonder where 130,000 well-fed, well-clad Union 
soldiers for ten months had been trying to trap 30,000 ill-fed, ill-clad Con- 
federates. 

The sun would rise in the morning and go down in the evening how 
many times, with how many men broken and mangled, before this drama of 
national agony would be over? This the whole world was asking. Here on 
this Virginia ground the immediate action, the fury and the grief, would 
take place. 

Grant came aboard with greetings and the news. Any hour he expected 
the enemy, because of their forces dwindling through desertion, to make a 
desperate attempt to crash the Union lines and force a path toward joining 
Johnston in North Carolina. Such an attempt was preparing as he spoke, 
and came before daylight. Later Lincoln heard of what was happening to 
his darling Tad. “After General Grant had gone,” wrote the guard Crook, 
“Taddie and I went ashore to take a look at the place by starlight. We did 
not get many steps from the steamer before we were halted by a sentinel. I 
explained who we were, but Taddie thought he would go back. He said he 
did not like the looks of things. He wasn’t used to being halted by sentinels 
who didn’t know who he was. We went back to the boat. Everybody was 
up until late. The President and Mrs. Lincoln talked of the trip; they were 
in very good spirits.” 

At breakfast on the twenty-fifth Lincoln ate very little, but was very 
jolly and pleasant, noticed Captain Barnes. On the day before the President 
had not looked so well, his system upset, he believed, by the drinking water 
furnished the River Queen at Washington. At Fortress Monroe Barnes had 
taken on board a supply of fresh water in demijohns for the President’s 
special use. 

Captain Robert Lincoln came in from Grant’s headquarters, telling of a 
fight at dawn that morning and an assault repelled. At the breakfast table 
Lincoln wrote a dispatch to Stanton, “No war news,” ending “Robert just 
now tells me there was a little rumpus up the line this morning, ending about 
where it began.” Officers, including Admiral David D Porter, came aboard 
to pay their respects. The party went ashore and walked to Grant’s head- 
quarters. Lincoln wanted to look over the scene of the morning fight. Grant 
said the President couldn’t be exposed to fire. On later reports Grant said 
the President could go. 

Behind a slow-going locomotive in a jolting coach over the military 
railroad from City Point toward the front Lincoln rode past scenery 
where in the first daylight hours that morning men were mowed down by 
fort guns and men had fought hand to hand with bayonet and clubbed 
musket. Confederate troops under General John B. Gordon had taken Fort 



I42 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

Steelman and pressed on with the aim of destroying a railroad and Union 
supply stores. Had they won through, Lee would have had an open road 
to Johnston in North Carolina. Grant expected an attempted break through 
his lines and made a close guess as to where it would come. At the embank- 
ment of the railroad which Gordon sought to destroy, the Union troops 
had rallied, had driven the enemy back and retaken Fort Stedman— and Lin- 
coln’s breakfast hour, as he wired Stanton, saw the fight “ending about 
where it began.” 

Lincoln’s coach halted at the point on the railroad embankment where 
the Unionists began to regain lost ground. Barnes wrote of “the ground im- 
mediately about us still strewn with dead and wounded of both sides.” 
This was where Lincoln first saw close up the results of desperate combat 
on more than a small scale. Reports gave Union losses at 500 killed and 
wounded, 500 captured; Confederate losses 800 killed and wounded, 1,800 
captured. 

While the President journeyed to the front via railway Mrs. Lincoln 
and Mrs. Grant rode in an ambulance over a muddy, rough corduroy road. 
They were to join the President and Meade’s staff in reviewing Crawford’s 
division. As the wagon rolled along Badeau, seated with his back to the horses 
and facing the ladies, did his best at conversation, mentioning that all the 
wives of officers at the army front had been ordered to the rear, a sure sign 
of big action soon to come. Not a lady had been allowed to stay at the 
front, continued Badeau, unaware of what he was getting into, not a lady 
except Mrs. Griffin, the wife of General Charles Griffin, she having a special 
permit from the President. 

Swift as a cat leap, Mrs. Lincoln: “What do you mean by that, sir 5 Do 
you mean to say that she saw the President alone 5 Do you know that I 
never allow the President to see any woman alone 5 ” Badeau saw the face of 
a woman boiling with rage. He tried smiling toward this face, to show there 
was no malice. Badeau’s smile was timed wrong. “That’s a very equivocal 
smile, sir,” he now heard. “Let me out of this carriage at once. I will ask 
the President if he saw that woman alone.” 

Badeau and Mrs. Grant tried to smooth and quiet a woman later and 
definitely found to be insane. They failed. Mrs. Lincoln ordered Badeau to 
have the driver stop, and Badeau hesitating, she thrust her arms past him 
and took hold of the driver. By now however Mrs. Grant was able to coax 
Mrs. Lincoln to be still and to wait. As they alighted at the reviewing 
ground General Meade walked up, paid his respects to Mrs. Lincoln, escorted 
her away, later returning her with diplomatic skill, Mrs. Lincoln informing 
Badeau, “General Meade is a gentleman, sir. He says it was not the President 
who gave Mrs. Griffin the permit, but the Secretary of War.” Thus ran 
Badeau’s account. 

Badeau and Mrs. Grant agreed “the whole affair was so distressing and 
mortifying that neither of us must ever mention it again.” No inkling of it 
seemed to reach Meade, who wrote to his wife of her visit to his head- 
quarters that week “it seems so like a dream I can hardly realize you have 
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been here.” The President had spoken of Mrs. Meade, “expressed regret that 
your visit should have been so abruptly terminated,” while “Mrs. Lincoln 
spoke very handsomely of you and referred m feeling terms to our sad be- 
reavement [the recent death of a child].” 

It was a fine day, without wind, spring in the air, the earth awaking 
again after the winter sleep under changing rain, snow, and sleet. In his 
letter Meade epitomized for his wife a day of fine weather. “The President 
and party came about i p.m. We reviewed Crawford’s Division, and then 
rode to the front line and saw the firing on Wright’s front, at the fort where 
you were, where a pretty sharp fight was going on. Indeed Humphreys and 
Wright were fighting till eight o’clock with very good results, taking over 
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one thousand prisoners from the enemy, and inflicting heavy losses in killed 
and wounded. The day turned out to be a very successful one, we punishing 
the enemy severely, taking nearly three thousand prisoners and ten battle 
flags, besides the morale of frustrating and defeating his plans.” 

In company with General Meade, Lincoln rode to a high slope and viewed 
the landscape over which the Confederate thrust had swept forward, halted, 
broken. It interested Lincoln that an order of Grant circulated inside of 
the Confederate lines the autumn before had played a part. This order 
promised amnesty and pardon to Confederate deserters, and gave them the 
encouragement of pay for their arms. On the night of February 24 nine de- 
serters had come in on this brigade front, and on the next night fourteen, 
including a commissioned officer. “On this occasion [March 25],” wrote 
George L. Kilmer of the 14th New York Heavy Artillery, “Confederates 
claiming to be deserters came in large numbers, and very soon overpowered 
the pickets and passed on to the first line of works.” Or as Grant described 
it: “The Confederate general . . . sent his pickets, with their arms, creep- 
ing through to ours as if to desert. When they got to our lines they at once 
took possession and sent our pickets to the rear as prisoners. This plan was 
to have been executed and much damage done before daylight.” 

The entire action that day, of which Lincoln saw vividly a section, was 
later sketched by Grant in five sentences: “Parke threw a line around out- 
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side of the captured fort and batteries, and communication was once more 
established. The artillery fire was kept up so continuously that it was impos- 
sible for the Confederates to retreat, and equally impossible for reinforce- 
ments to join them. They all, therefore, fell captives into our hands. This 
effort of Lee’s cost him about four thousand men, and resulted in their 
killing, wounding and capturing about two thousand of ours.” 

On the soil where Union countercharges began Lincoln saw the dead in 
blue and gray and butternut lying huddled and silent, here and there the 
wounded gasping and groaning. Burial squads were at work. Surgeons were 
doing their service and Sanitary Commission workers giving out water and 
food. Herded by their guards was a collection of prisoners taken that 
morning, a ragged and dusty crew. “Mr. Lincoln remarked on their sad con- 
dition,” noted Barnes. “They had fought desperately and were glad to be 
at rest. Mr. Lincoln was quiet and observant, making few comments, and 
listened to explanations in a cool, collected manner, betraying no excite- 
ment; but his whole face showed sympathetic feelmg for the scene before 
him.” Before returning to the railroad train Lincoln saw a white flag of 
truce flying between the two army lines, Confederate ambulances and 
burying squads taking up their dead and wounded. On the train Lincoln saw 
the loading of the Union wounded. “Mr. Lincoln looked worn and haggard,” 
noted Barnes. “He remarked that he had seen enough of the horrors of war, 
that he hoped this was the beginning of the end, and that there would be no 
more bloodshed.” Wrote the guard Crook of this day, “I saw him [Lincoln] 
ride over the battlefields at Petersburg, the man with the hole in his fore- 
head and the man with both arms shot away lying, accusing, before his 
eyes.” 

Barnes told Lincoln of a half-hour spent in carrying a canteen of water 
among the thirsty Confederate wounded. Lying on the ground was a little 
redheaded boy in butternut clothes, moaning, “Mother, mother.” Barnes 
asked him where he was hurt. He looked up, turned toward Barnes the 
back of his head, where a bullet had plowed a ghastly furrow, then sank 
back white and still with death. “Mr. Lincoln’s eyes filled with tears and his 
voice was choked as he repeated the familiar phrase ‘robbing the cradle and 
the grave.’ ” 

Beyond the immediate scene that Lincoln gazed on that day other 
fighting had gone on. The Union troops advanced along the whole of 
Lee’s right, taking entrenched picket lines. The Union estimate put their 
own losses at 2,080 as against 4,800 to 5,000 Confederate. Lee the next day 
was writing President Davis, “I fear now it will be impossible to prevent a 
junction between Grant and Sherman.” Johnston, Lee further informed 
Davis, reported only 13,500 infantry, a loss of 8,000 men, largely by deser- 
tion. The united armies of Grant and Sherman, Lee estimated, “would exceed 
ours by nearly one hundred thousand.” It was seven weeks since Lee had 
notified the Secretary of War at Richmond, “You must not be surprised 
if calamity befalls us.” 

From the battlefield which Lincoln found truly and in fact crimson, 
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where he had seen the altars of sacrifice wet and red, he rode on the jolting 
railroad coach back to City Point. To Stanton he wired that he had nothing 
to add to General Meade’s reports “except that I have seen the prisoners 
myself and they look like there might be the number he states-1,600 

Lincoln sat for a while at the headquarters camp-fire, according to Colo- 
nel Horace Porter, “and as the smoke curled about his head during certain 
shiftings of the wind ... he brushed it away from time to time by waving 
his right hand in front of his 'face.” To Grant and staff men gathered 
around he talked. “At first his manner was grave and his language much 
more serious than usual.” He spoke of “appalling difficulties” the Adminis- 
tration had met, field losses, troubles in finance and foreign affairs, how 
they had been overcome by the unswerving patriotism of the people, the 
devotion of the loyal North, and the superb fighting qualities of the troops. 
He drifted into a more cheerful vein, getting into his storytelling stride by 
way of the Trent Affair, and reeling off an elaborate version of the fable 
of the barber and his worried customer. Porter caught it as follows: 

“England will live to regret her inimical attitude toward us. After the 
collapse of the rebellion John Bull will find that he has injured himself 
much more seriously than us. His action reminds me of a barber in Sanga- 
mon County in my State. He had just gone to bed when a stranger came 
along and said he must be shaved; that he had a four days’ beard on his face, 
and was going to take a girl to a ball, and that beard must come off. Well, the 
barber got up reluctantly and dressed, and seated the man in a chair with a 
back so low that every time he bore down on him he came near dislocating 
his victim’s neck. He began by lathering his face, including bis nose, eyes, 
and ears, stropped his razor on his boot, and then made a drive at the man’s 
countenance as if he had practised mowing in a stubble-field. He cut a bold 
swath across the right cheek, carrying away the beard, a pimple, and two 
warts. The man in the chair ventured to remark: ‘You appear to make 
everything level as you go.’ ‘Yes,’ said the barber, ‘and if this handle don’t 
break, I guess I’ll get away with most of what’s there.’ The man’s cheeks 
were so hollow that the barber couldn’t get down into the valleys with the 
razor, and the ingenious idea occurred to him to stick his finger in the 
man’s mouth and press out the cheeks. Finally he cut clear through the 
cheek and into his own finger. He pulled the finger out of the man’s mouth, 
snapped the blood off it, glared at him, and cned: ‘There, you lantern-jawed 
cuss, you’ve made me cut my finger!’ And so England will discover that 
she has got the South into a pretty bad scrape by trying to administer to 
her, and in the end she will find that she has only cut her own finger.” 

The laugh following this subsided, and Grant asked, “Mr. President, 
did you at any time doubt the final success of the cause And Lincoln, lean- 
ing forward in his camp chair, with an emphatic right-hand gesture: “Never 
for a moment.” 

Whatever the dark slow storm of thought and feeling that moved Lin- 
coln after his first battlefield visit where he saw the wounded writhing and 
moaning, whatever his outlook, he had already said part of it in the second 
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inaugural. He was, according to Barnes, “overcome by the excitement and 
events of the day,” boarded the River Queen , declined supper at Grant’s 
headquarters, “saw no one again that evening.” The next day Barnes “found 
Mr. Lincoln quite recovered,” lamenting the loss of life, confident the war 
was ending. He read to Barnes dispatches from Stanton in anxiety lest he 
expose himself, drew contrasts between the duty of a “general” and a 
“president.” He was pleased at news that Sheridan from the Shenandoah 
Valley had moved in a big swing around Lee’s army to the north and ar- 
rived safe at Harrison’s Landing to join Grant that day. 

In the tent of Colonel Bowers of Grant’s staff and the tent of Grant’s 
cipher operator Beckwith, Lincoln gathered the news that morning. Horace 
Porter and others in Beckwith’s tent saw him pull from his pocket a tele- 
gram and with a grin: “Well, the serious Stanton is actually becoming 
facetious. Just listen.” And he read Stanton’s reference to the battle of the 
previous day as a “scrimmage” after which “the rebel rooster looks a little 
the worse,” closing with the admonition to the President: “I hope you will 
remember General Harrison’s advice to his men at Tippecanoe, that they 
can ‘see just as well a little farther off.’ ” 

The President’s eyes roved the floor of the telegraph hut. They caught 
on three tiny kittens, wandering, mewing as if lost. He picked up one and 
asked it, “Where is your mother^” Someone answered, “The mother is dead.” 
And as he petted the little one: “Then she can’t grieve as many a poor 
mother is grieving for a son lost in battle.” Then, gathering the two others 
in his hands, he put them on his lap, stroked their fur, and according to 
Admiral Porter, meditated, “Kitties, thank God you are cats, and can’t 
understand this terrible strife that is going on.” Then more practically and 
immediately to the kittens, according to Colonel Horace Porter, “Poor 
little creatures, don’t cry; you’ll be taken good care of.” And to Bowers, 
“Colonel, I hope you will see that these poor little motherless waifs are given 
plenty of milk and treated kindly.” Bowers promised he would see that the 
mess cook did right by them. Several times later in the telegraph hut Horace 
Porter noticed Lincoln fondling these kittens. “He would wipe their eyes 
tenderly with his handkerchief, stroke their smooth coats, and listen to them 
purring their gratitude to him.” A curious sight it was, thought Porter, “at 
an army headquarters, upon the eve of a great military crisis in the nation’s 
history, to see the hand which had affixed the signature to the Emancipation 
Proclamation and had signed the commissions . . . from the general-in-chief 
to the lowest lieutenant, tenderly caressing three stray kittens.” 

The River Queen moved down the James River that morning and from 
her deck Lincoln saw the bank lined with men shouting, laughing, swim- 
ming, watering their horses— Sheridan’s men getting the dust of the Shenan- 
doah Valley out of their armpits. They spotted the President and sent him 
cheers. Then the River Queen turned, passed through a naval flotilla, ships 
dressed with flags, ranged in double line. The crews cheered the Commander 
in Chief, saw his tall frame in a long-tailed black frock coat, a cravat of 
black sills: carelessly tied, topped by a silk hat Barnes noted, “As he passed 
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each vessel he waved his high hat, as if saluting friends in his native town, 
and seemed as happy as a school boy.” 

At an elaborate lunch on Admiral Porter’s flagship Malvern , Lincoln en- 
joyed the quips and banter between army and navy officers. Colonel Horace 
Porter was lending his horse that day to the River Queen commander Barnes, 
a favor, said Porter, “usually accorded with some reluctance to naval officers 
when they came ashore; for these men of the ocean at times tried to board 
the animal on the starboard side, and often rolled in the saddle as if there 
was a heavy sea on.” Porter told of a naval hero not long before on a bor- 
rowed horse. “When the officer could not succeed in making him shorten 
sail by hauling in on the reins, he took out his jack-knife and dug it in the 
animal’s flanks, swearing that if he could not bring the craft to in any other 
way he would scuttle it.” This horseplay was welcome to Lincoln, also 
retorts of navy men about army officers treating a rowboat as if it were a 
horse, expecting it to stop at the order “Whoa!” In the laughter of this 
noonday lunch, noted Barnes, “the moving spirit” was the President, who 
had “funny comments” contrasting army and navy life. 

Up the James steamed the River Queen to Aiken’s Landing. There horses 
and ambulances were put ashore to carry officers and ladies to a field review 
by the President of a part of the Army of the James. “In a more gloomy 
mood than usual” was the President on this boat trip, observed Horace 
Porter. “He spoke with much seriousness about the situation, and did not 
attempt to tell a single anecdote.” Sheridan came aboard. The President shook 
hands with his commander whose name in the North had taken a shine like 
that of Stonewall Jackson to the South in the earlier years of the war. As the 
boat passed where Sheridan’s cavalry was crossing a pontoon bridge Lincoln 
plied him with questions. 

The greeting given Sheridan was remembered. The President ended his 
long-held handshake. “General Sheridan, when this peculiar war began I 
thought a cavalryman should be at least six feet four high, but”— still gazing 
down on the short General-! have changed my mind-five feet four will 
do in a pinch.” 

On landing, Lincoln had a lavish though quiet gesture from Grant. The 
horse allowed him for the day’s riding was one of Grant’s favorites. Grant 
himself was riding Little Jeff, a black, shapely pony, once owned by Mrs. 
Jefferson Davis and captured at Grand Gulf, Mississippi, in early ’63. Lin- 
coln was astride Grant’s famous Kentucky thoroughbred chestnut, gelding 
Cincinnati, a fast and gentle animal that had carried the General in Chief 
through some of die fiercest days of the Wilderness campaign. Ord on one 
side, Grant on the other, escorted the President over a rough corduroy 
road two miles to the reviewing ground. An ambulance followed bringing 
Mrs. Lincoln and Mrs. Grant in care of Colonel Horace Porter and Grant’s 
secretary, Adam Badeau. Improved springs on the ambulance only served to 
toss the occupants higher, but Mrs, Lincoln in fear that they would miss the 
review asked Porter for more speed. The driver accommodated till the mud 
flew from the horses’ heels, and the ladies’ hats were jammed and heads 
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bumped against the top of the wagon. “Mrs. Lincoln now insisted on get- 
ting out and walking,” wrote Porter; “but as the mud was nearly hub-deep, 
Mrs. Grant and I persuaded her that we had better stick to the wagon as 
our only ark of refuge.” 

Meantime the President, with a squadron of twenty or more officers and 
orderlies, rode through woods and swamp, “in high spirits,” noted Barnes, 
“laughing and chatting first to Grant and then to Ord.” At the headquarters 
of Meade that general said he had a dispatch from General Parke to show. 
Lincoln pointed to the parade ground: “ There is the best despatch you can 
show me from General Parke.” Standing at “parade rest” the division had 
waited for hours. Grant asked Lincoln whether they should wait longer, for 
the arrival of Mrs. Lincoln and Mrs. Grant. “Mr. Lincoln,” wrote Barnes, 
“exclaimed against any postponement, and in a few moments the review 
began; the President, with Grant and Ord leading, proceeded to the right 
of the line and passed in front, the bands playing, colors dipping, and the 
soldiers at ‘present arms.’ ” The troops cheered the Chief Magistrate, noted 
Colonel Theodore Lyman, as he rode down the ranks “plucking off his hat 
gracefully by the hinder part of the brim.” The review over, shellfire began 
on the enemy picket line in sight, heavy skirmishing lines moved forward, 
took the picket-line trenches, swelled the day’s total of prisoners to 2,700, 
repulsed two fierce counterattacks, ending the day with Union losses of 
about 2,000 to 4,000 Confederate. 

Colonel Theodore Lyman of Meade’s staff at this review had his first 
look at Lincoln. In a letter to his wife that evening Lyman gave her his 
impression of what he believed he saw. An heir to an independent fortune, 
a Harvard graduate and a European traveler, a devotee of science who in his 
work under Agassiz had become a leading authority on the ophiurans (star- 
shaped and disklike relative of the sea urchin), now of nearly two years’ 
loyal service in the field with Meade, Lyman wrote home a terse, frank 
appraisal of the President, a thumbnail portrait. It was meant for his wife 
to read. It was in confidence. It was what he would have answered her in 
their Brookline mansion if she over the breakfast coffee had asked him, 
“What was your impression of Lincoln as you saw hinP” He wrote for her: 

“The President is, I think, the ugliest man I ever put my eyes on; there 
is also an expression of plebeian vulgarity in his face that is offensive (you 
recognize the recounter of coarse stories). On the other hand, he has the 
look of sense and wonderful shrewdness, while the heavy eyelids give him 
a mark almost of genius. He strikes me, too, as a very honest and kindly 
man; and, with all his vulgarity, I see no trace of low passions in his face. On 
the whole, he is such a mixture of all sorts, as only America brings forth. 
He is as much like a highly intellectual and benevolent Satyr as anything I 
can think of. 1 never wish to see him again, but, as humanity runs, I am 
well content to have him at the head of affairs.” 

Mrs. Lincoln and Mrs. Grant had arrived late for the review but in time 
for Mrs. Lincoln to see Mrs. Ord riding near the President in the reviewing 
column, though equally near her husband, who was the immediate com- 
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mander of the troops under review. Seeing the ambulance drive in on the 
parade line, Mrs. Ord excused herself with, “There come Mrs. Lincoln and 
Mrs. Grant— I think I had better join them.” The accounts of Barnes, Porter, 
and Badeau as to what then happened agreed that there were embarrassing 
moments and bitterly pathetic exhibitions, Badeau’s later recollections being 
more complete in detail, though having slight discrepancies. It seemed how- 
ever that Mrs. Lincoln furiously exclaimed. “What does this woman mean 
by riding by the side of the President and ahead of me ? Does she suppose 
that he wants her by the side of him?” She went into a frenzy that mingled 
extravagant rage and drab petulance. “All that Porter and I could do,” wrote 
Badeau, “was to see that nothing worse than words occurred.” They feared 
some wild scene of violence enacted before the troops so calmly standing at 
“present arms.” One outburst flung itself at Mrs. Grant* “I suppose you 
think you’ll get to the White House yourself, don’t you 5 ” Mrs. Grant kept 
cool, saying she was quite satisfied with her present position, that it was far 
greater than she had ever expected to attain. Mrs. Lincoln: “Oh! you had 
better take it if you can get it. Tis very nice.” Then the slings of reproach 
were sent at Mrs. Ord, with Mrs. Grant quietly and at some risk defending 
her friend. 

A nephew of Secretary Seward, a young major and a member of Gen- 
eral Ord’s staff, a joker, rode alongside and blurted out with a rich grin: 
“The President’s horse is very gallant, Mrs. Lincoln. He insists on riding 
by the side of Mrs. Ord.” This of course helped no ^>ne. Mrs. Lincoln cried, 
“What do you mean by that 5 ” and young Major Seward at once had horse 
difficulties and shied away in a crazy gallop. 

When the review had ended— and the troops were moving toward the 
enemy picket lines and death and wounds— Mrs. Lincoln in the presence of a 
group of officers, according to Badeau, hurled vile names at Mrs. Ord and 
again asked what Mrs. Ord meant by following the President. Enough of 
this sent Mrs. Ord into tears, into asking what m the world she had done. 
Mrs. Lincoln stormed till she spent her strength. A manner of silence ensued. 
Porter believed “Mrs. Lincoln had suffered so much from the fatigue and 
annoyances of her overland trip that she was not in a mood to derive much 
pleasure from the occasion.” Badeau saw “everybody shocked and horrified.” 
Barnes found Mrs. Grant silent and embarrassed. “It was a painful situation, 
from which the only escape was to retire. Mrs. Ord and myself with a few 
officers rode back to City Point.” 

On the return trip of the River Queen , “the President seemed to recover 
his spirits,” according to Horace Porter, who thought perhaps the strength 
and fighting quality he witnessed that afternoon in the Army of the James 
“had served to cheer him up.” Whatever his mood, whatever die trouble he 
might be disguising, he spoke to Colonel Porter of a prominent general, 
possibly Fremont being in mind, who had failed again and again in the 
numerous attempts of the President to make the officer a useful instrument 
if service to the country— and how finally he had under necessity relieved 
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the general of all command. As Horace Porter gathered this long-spun 
anecdote Lincoln said: 

“I was not more successful than the blacksmith in our town, in my boy- 
hood days, when he tried to put to a useful purpose a big piece of wrought- 
iron that was in the shop. He heated it, put it on the anvil, and said: Tm 
going to make a sledge-hammer out of you.’ After a while he stopped 
hammering it, looked at it, and remarked: ‘Guess I’ve drawed you out a little 
too fine for a sledge-hammer; reckon I’d better make a clevis of you.’ He 
stuck it in the fire, blew the bellows, got up a good heat, then began shap- 
ing the iron again on the anvil. Pretty soon he stopped, sized it up with 
his eye, and said: ‘Guess I’ve drawed you out too thin for a clevis, suppose 
I better make a clevis-bolt of you.’ He put it in the fire, bore down still 
harder on the bellows, drew out the iron, and went to work at it once more 
on the anvil. In a few minutes he stopped, took a look, and exclaimed: 
‘Well, now I’ve got you down a leetle too thin even to make a clevis-bolt 
out of you.’ Then he rammed it in the fire again, threw his whole weight 
on the bellows, got up a white heat on the iron, jerked it out, carried it in 
the tongs to the water-barrel, held it over the barrel, and cried: ‘I’ve tried 
to make a sledge-hammer of you, and failed; I’ve tried to make a clevis of 
you, and failed, I’ve tried to make a clevis-bolt of you, and failed; now, 
darn you, I’m going to make a fizzle of you’; and with that he soused it in 
the water and let it fizz.” 

Shortly afterward at City Point Grant heard from Lincoln either the 
same anecdote or another version of it, Grant’s later recollection of it being 
different enough to make an interesting contrast. Grant took the President 
to see the works at the Dutch Gap Canal, explaining how in blasting one 
section of the excavations, the explosion threw material back into, and 
filled up, a part already completed. Lincoln turned and said, according to 
Grant’s account: 

“Grant, do you know what this reminds me of' > Out in Springfield, Illi- 
nois, there was a blacksmith named — . One day, when he did not have 
much to do, he took a piece of soft iron that had been m his shop for some 
time, and for which he had no special use, and, starting up his fire, began to 
heat it. When he got it hot he carried it to the anvil and began to hammer 
it, rather thinking he would weld it into an agricultural implement. He 
pounded away for some time until he got it fashioned into some shape, when 
he discovered that the iron would not hold out to complete the implement 
he had in mind. He then put it back into the forge, heated it up again, and 
recommenced hammering, with an ill-defined notion that he would make a 
claw-hammer, but after a time he came to the conclusion that there was more 
iron there than was needed to form a hammer. Again he heated it, and 
thought he would make an ax. After hammering and welding it into shape, 
knocking the oxidized iron off in flakes, he concluded there was not enough 
of the iron left to make an ax that would be of any use. He was now get- 
ting tired and a little disgusted at the result of his various essays. So he filled 
his forge full of coal, and, after placing the iron in the centre of the heap, 
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took the bellows and worked up a tremendous blast, bringing the iron to a 
white heat. Then with his tongs he lifted it from the bed of coals, and 
thrusting it into a tub of water near by, exclaimed with an oath, Well, if 
I can’t make anything else of you, I will make a fizzle anyhow.’ ” 

Grant responded he was afraid that was just about what had been done 
in the blasting and filling at the Dutch Gap Canal. 

Of what happened that evening of March 26 when the River Queen 
returned to her moorings at City Point perhaps the later recollections of 
Horace Porter were more correct than those of Adam Badeau, though 
Badeau as the military secretary of the General in Chief of the armies neces- 
sarily had some merits of accuracy. Badeau wrote: “That night the President 
and Mrs. Lincoln entertained General and Mrs. Grant and the General’s 
staff at dinner on the steamer, and before us all Mrs. Lincoln berated General 
Ord to the President, and urged that he should be removed. He was unfit 
for his place, she said, to say nothing of his wife. General Grant sat next 
and defended his officer bravely.” Possibly Badeau confused this occasion 
with some other, Colonel Horace Porter, who had merits of accuracy fully 
equal to Badeau, wrote: “It was nearly dark when the party returned to 
City Point. After dinner the band was brought down to the steamboat, and 
a dance was improvised. Several ladies were on board, and they and the 
officers danced till mid-night. Neither the President nor General Grant 
joined, even in a square dance, but sat in the after part of the boat con- 
versing.” 

Lincoln and Grant had said good night on the River Queen. The officers 
had left their waltzing partners, wandering when again thev might be 
dancing. Saloon and cabin lights were out. Up over was starlight. Below 
and around were camp lights, boat lights. With the war and more on his 
hands President Lincoln was not at ease. Out m the dark night along a forty- 
mile front 100,000 men and more lived hugging the dirt of the earth, some 
in tents but more in huts and shelters flung up somehow amid trenches, forts, 
rifle pits, embrasures, barricades, and the first frail works of far picket 
lines where lonesome squads spoke, if at all, in whispers. Soon they might 
go into the wildest, bloodiest battle of the whole war. This was quite 
possible. That would be a grief. Beyond a horror-dripping victory ending 
the war lay the solemn matter of what kind of a peace should be signed. 
President Lincoln was not at ease. Yet these problems had not engulfed him. 
A personal grief occupied him on this night. He sent off the ship an orderly 
who about eleven o’clock awakened Captain Barnes with a message that the 
President would like to see him. 

Barnes stepped into his clothes in a hurry, boarded the River Queen , 
and found Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln awaiting him in the upper saloon. The 
President “seemed weary and greatly distressed,” on his face an accentuated 
melancholy. What followed was to Bames “a very unhappy experience, the 
particulars of which need not be gone into.” A few essentials Captain Bames 
would disclose, writing: “Mr. Lincoln took little part in the conversation 
which ensued, which evidently followed some previous discussion with Mrs. 
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Lincoln, who had objected very strenuously to the presence of other ladies 
at the review, and had thought that Mrs. Ord had been too prominent in it; 
that the troops were led to think she was the wife of the President, who had 
distinguished her with too much attention. Mr. Lincoln very gently sug- 
gested that he had hardly remarked her presence; but Mrs. Lincoln was not 
to be pacified, and appealed to me to support her views. Of course I could 
not umpire such a question, and could only state why Mrs. Ord and myself 
found ourselves in the reviewing column, and how immediately we with- 
drew from it upon the appearance of the ambulance with Mrs. Lincoln and 
Mrs. Grant. ... I extricated myself as well as I could, but with difficulty, 
and asked permission to retire, the President bidding me good-night sadly 
and gently.” 

Barnes having refused to say that Mrs. Ord was to blame, “Mrs. Lincoln 
never forgave him,” wrote Badeau. On this Barnes recorded nothing, though 
Badeau wrote of another day that week when Barnes went to speak to the 
President on some official business when Mrs. Lincoln and others were pres- 
ent. “The President’s wife said something to him unusually offensive that 
all the company could hear. Lincoln was silent, but after a moment he went 
up to the young officer, and taking him by the arm led him into his own 
cabin, to show him a map or paper, he said. Lincoln made no remark, Barnes 
told me, upon what had occurred. He could not rebuke his wife; but he 
showed his regret, and his regard for the officer, with a touch of what 
seemed to me the most exquisite breeding imaginable.” 

On another occasion, of which Barnes did record in bare outline what he 
saw and heard, he had gone at Mrs. Grant’s suggestion to where Mrs. Lin- 
coln stood alone on the uncovered deck near the pilot house. He pushed out 
of a door a large upholstered armchair, bade Mrs. Lincoln good morning, and 
invited her to take the chair. She didn’t wish a chair, thank you. “Finding 
my presence unwelcome,” wrote Barnes of an incident seldom met by ship 
captains, “I returned to Mrs. Grant, who had witnessed my failure. Very 
soon Mrs. Lincoln beckoned to her, she joined Mrs. Lincoln and an animated 
conversation ensued between them; Mrs. Grant returned to the cabin and 
told me Mrs. Lincoln objected to my presence aboard the Queen and re- 
quested Mrs. Grant to so inform me. This made things rather uncomfort- 
able.” So Barnes managed to be put ashore at Point of Rocks, got him a 
horse, and rode back to City Point. When he next saw Lincoln it was in the 
stateroom office of the River Queen , and, “he made me sit down and we 
talked for a while— mainly, I could see, to put me at my ease. Tad was with 
him as usual hanging or half sitting on his father’s knee.” 

Amid the scenes created by the disordered brain of a tragically afflicted 
woman, young Captain Barnes felt himself drawn to the one person he saw 
as writhing inwardly more than any other, writing, “I came to feel an affec- 
tion for him that none other inspired.” The melancholy of Lincoln he be- 
lieved related in part to the torments Mrs. Lincoln was under. “I had the 
greatest sympathy for her and for Mr. Lincoln, who I am sure felt deep 
anxiety for her,” Barnes noted. “His manner towards her was always that 
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of the most affectionate solicitude, so marked, so gentle and unaffected that 
no one could see them together without being impressed by it.” Though a 
common undertone phrase for her was “crazy woman,” Barnes’s more hu- 
manly decent description ran. “She was at no time well, the mental strain 
upon her was great, betrayed by extreme nervousness approaching hysteria, 
causing misapprehensions, extreme sensitiveness as to slights or want of 
politeness or consideration.” 

At intervals during this City Point visit, however, several credible ob- 
servers without particular prejudice agreed in the mam with Badeau’s ac- 
count that “Mrs. Lincoln repeatedly attacked her husband in the presence 
of officers because of Mrs. Griffin and Mrs. Ord.” As for the head of the 
state, wrote Badeau, “he bore it as Christ might have done . . . with supreme 
calmness and dignity ... he called her ‘mother’ . . . pleaded with eyes 
and tones, endeavored to explain or palliate the offenses of others, till she 
turned on him like a tigress; and then he walked away,” hiding his face that 
others might not see it. When Mrs. Stanton had shortly before visited City 
Point, Badeau chanced to ask her something about the President’s wife. “I 
do not visit Mrs. Lincoln,” was the reply Badeau believed he hadn’t heard 
correctly. Surely, he said, the wife of the Secretary of War must visit the 
wife of the President. “Understand me, sir,” repeated Mrs. Stanton. “I do 
not go to the White House. I do not visit Mrs. Lincoln.” Toward Mrs. 
Grant, Mary Todd Lincoln showed no relenting, according to Badeau once 
rebuking the General’s wife, “How dare you be seated until I invite you>” 

Gunboats, monitors, transports, crowded the river. The dock to which 
the Rtver Queen usually tied held piles of stores and munitions, with team- 
sters shouting to their horses and mules, roustabout crews yelling at each 
other, moving quartermaster supplies to the front. Now it happened in the 
shifting of boats for convenience and utility that several times the Mary 
Martin , on which Mrs. Grant and her family lived, tied up alongside the 
crowded wharf with her gangplank down, and the River Queen next to her. 
“It was sometimes a question of precedence as to which boat should lie next 
the dock— a question not raised by Mr. Lincoln,” wrote Barnes. “But Mrs. 
Lincoln thought that the President’s boat should have place, and declined to 
go ashore if she had to do so over the Martin: so several times the latter was 
pushed out and the Queen in, requiring some work and creating confusion, 
despite Mr. Lincoln’s expostulations. The two craft came to be called 
‘Mrs. Lincoln’s boat’ and ‘Mrs. Grant’s boat,’ and the open discussions be- 
tween their respective skippers were sometimes warm. Of course neither 
Mr. Lincoln nor General Grant took notice of any such trivialities.” 

The army had terrible work ahead and Barnes noted “it was generally 
believed that General Grant was not particularly desirous of Mr. Lincoln’s 
presence at City Point, and it was in fact, a somewhat embarrassing factor. 
However that may have been, “General Grant never for a moment mani- 
fested any impatience, but gave to the President every possible considera- 
tion.” Grant was to write later. “Some of the cruel things said about Presi- 
dent Lincoln, particularly in the North, used to pierce him to the heart; 
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but never in my presence did he evince a revengeful disposition— and I saw 
a great deal of him at City Point, for he seemed glad to get away from the 
cares and anxieties of the capital.” 

On the morning after the tragicofarcical March 26 Barnes reported as 
usual to the President, received “marked kindness,” and m a small state- 
room converted into an office heard the President read dispatches from 
Stanton and from the front, while Tad ran in and out, sometimes “clinging 
to his father and caressed affectionately by him.” Barnes inquired about 
Mrs. Lincoln, hoping she had recovered from the fatigue of the previous 
day. “Mr. Lincoln said she was not well at all, and expressed the fear that 
the excitement of the surroundings was too great for her or for any woman.” 
Then Lincoln and Barnes started afoot for Grant’s headquarters. 

In the roomy log cabin of Grant, a meeting-place where corps and di- 
vision generals were often present to discuss the latest enemy moves and 
their own prospects, Lincoln spent the forenoon mainly in talk with Ad- 
miral David D. Porter, Grant a listener “in grim silence, or only answering 
direct questions from Mr. Lincoln” m monosyllables. The Admiral had 
storytelling gifts, some saying that even in his reporting of actual historic 
events he let his imagination ride too free. A Rabelaisian streak ran through 
him, and as he got going with various sea yarns of the war, Lincoln laughed. 
“I like your sea stones; I never heard them before.” Porter could tell one 
of the seagoing classics about a Yankee skipper to whom came an admiral 
saying, “I seizes you as a bony fidy prize, a denlick without papers on the 
high seas.” On the admiral’s paying $40,000 for the impressed ship, the 
skipper said, “I offered to sell her for twelve thousand dollars, but they 
said she wasn’t good for anything but fire-wood. An’ here in the nick 
of time comes this navy feller and relieves me from all my difficulties.” 
Then the skipper spoke of his ship. “You’ve done bruk my heart; me an’ 
my old gal as has stuck together for thirty years must part. You’ll get a 
flag-ship as is a flag-ship; her upper works is from fair to middlin’, but 
she wants an entire new hull; her bilers were condemned eight years ago, 
and she can’t carry only ten pounds of steam. Her shaft is broke m three 
places, but you can’t see it for the putty. We keeps six siphon-pumps agoin’ 
and the steam pipes all the time. Her steam-chist has busted thirty-six times 
m the last two years, and killed four men, and she’s bin on fire twenty-two 
times. She’s full of rats, cockroaches, and bedbugs, but if her cook can’t 
make the best lobscouse and slapjacks in this country I’ll eat him.” 

Someone mentioned a shooting affair in the direction of General Parke’s 
corps one or two evenings before. Musket fire first rattled and then be- 
came the bang-bang of volley fire followed with a few cannon booms. It 
sounded like a battle opening. What had happened 5 Some raw recruit 
handled his gun careless and it went off. Other country boys got the idea 
something was in the air and they started firing at another part of the line. 
More and more troops began taking potshots at imaginary enemies, and 
when the cannoneers turned loose a couple of salvos, it became a disturb- 
ance that headquarters had to notice, and was soon stopped. 
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Lincoln was reminded of one night of a July third in Springfield, Illinois, 
when everybody had gone to sleep except a few prowling and frolicsome 
young fellows. A little after midnight one of them bet drinks for the party 
that inside of five minutes he could make every rooster in the whole town 
start crowing. This young fellow had practiced and reached perfection in 
his imitation of the chicken-cock crow. He leaped on a fence and, slapping 
his thighs with his open hands, elevated his mouth and gave forth a vocifer- 
ous “Cock-a-doodle-do-o-o-o.” In the stilly night this hell-bent bugle call 
of the rooster crossed over into every nook and corner of the town. But 
no answer came. Once more the young fellow let loose a rooster crow that 
seemed to break all records for piercing noises in the night. Now from some 
chicken roost on the edge of Springfield came a lone clear call. Soon this 
was taken up by others. Before the five-minute limit was up it seemed 
that every cock in the town was joined in the grand chorus. Then oddly 
enough the idea spread among the boys of the town, sleeping with one eye 
open. They believed the crowing meant Fourth of July had dawned. They 
leaped out of bed, jumped into their clothes, rushed pell-mell to the streets 
and began shooting firecrackers, pistols, squirrel rifles, Mexican War muskets, 
and toy cannon. “But,” concluded Lincoln, “nobody was hurt any more 
than when Parke’s roosters prematurely crowed the other evening.” 

In very good spirits that morning was Lincoln, thought Barnes. “Running 
his hands with an upward movement through his rumpled hair, his eyes 
glistening, his face expressing in every feature his keenest enjoyment, he 
would stretch himself out, and look at the listeners in turn as though for 
sympathy and appreciation.” Grant, however, “seldom smiled.” His sense of 
humor felt no urge. He was thinking about his armies, about moving out of 
the trenches and trying to take Lee. If Lee escaped the net now spread, the 
war might go another year or two—or longer. 

Four years now the war had gone on, four years lacking not quite three 
weeks since Fort Sumter at Charleston crumbled. Now that fort was under 
repair, getting fixed over, and Stanton, Admiral Dahlgren, William Lloyd 
Garrison, Henry Ward Beecher, and Nicolay to represent the President 
were preparing to go down and hold a flag-raising ceremony of speeches and 
prayers, with the Union banner again floating from that citadel where the 
war began. A white-haired old man, feeble for his sixty years, living now on 
Fifth Avenue, New York, wearing a long military cape hiding his rank of 
major general when he walked the streets, proud of Sherman and saying 
of the man whose strategy had again brought Fort Sumter into Federal 
control, “He is one of my boys”— Robert Anderson on the retired list was to 
go to Charleston for the flag-raising over the ramparts where he had seen 
his flag shot away. Stanton queried Lincoln about this celebration, Lincoln 
had but one suggestion, which he wired March 27. He corrected Stanton 
as to a date, the date the war began. “I feel quite confident that Sumter fell 
on the 13th, and not on the 14th of April, as you have it. It fell on Satur- 
day, the 13th; the first call for troops on our part was got up on Sunday, 
the 14th, and given date and issued on Monday, the 1 jth. Look up the old 
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almanac and other data, and see if I am not right.” Which Stanton did, and 
the new date was ordered, though again later changed to April 14. 

Down m North Carolina that week Sherman 111 the hearing of a New 
York Herald man said* “I’m going up to see Grant for five minutes and have 
it all chalked out for me and then come back and pitch in. I only want to 
see him for five minutes and won’t be gone but two or three days.” A 
steamer put Sherman ashore at City Point late in the afternoon of this March 
27. Grant was there waiting. They had parted just a year ago in Cincinnati 
—and the strategy they then talked had worked. As Sherman with long 
strides moved toward Grant, he heard, “How d’you do, Sherman!” answered, 
“How are you, Grant!” and the two of them locked hands in a long warm 
handshake and a laughter like two ticklish schoolboys. They walked to 
Grant’s cabin. Sherman talked. They kept at him to talk. He had a big 
story to tell and they wanted to hear it. Colonel Lyman described the Ohio 
orphan boy as of this time: “He is a very remarkable-looking man, such 
as could not be grown out of America— the concentrated quintessence of 
Yankeedom. He is tall, spare, and sinewy . . . with lips that shut tightly 
together ... a very homely man, with a regular nest of wrinkles in his 
face, which play and twist as he eagerly talks on each subject; but his 
expression is pleasant and kindly. But he believes in hard war. I heard him 
say: ‘Columbia*— pretty much all burned, and burned good? ” 

After nearly an hour Grant interrupted. “I’m sorry to break up this 
interesting conversation, but the President is aboard the River Queen , and 
I know he will be anxious to see you. Suppose we go and pay him a visit 
before dinner.” “All right,” said Sherman. They took Admiral Porter and 
soon the three found Lincoln alone in the after cabin of the steamer. 
Sherman and Lincoln after nearly four years again faced each other. Lincoln 
had then belittled Sherman’s fears of a long war of horror with “I guess 
we’ll manage to keep house,” and Sherman had walked away with his 
brother calling damnation on all politicians, until recent months rating 
Lincoln as too slow and too political-minded. 

“He remembered me perfectly,” wrote Sherman later of this meeting, 
“and at once engaged in a most interesting conversation.” Admiral Porter 
however wrote that Lincoln “did not remember” when he had seen Sherman 
before “until the general reminded him of the circumstances of their first 
meeting.” Porter thought this “singular” of Lincoln. It would be. Senator 
John Sherman in April of ’61 had called on Lincoln with reference to Ohio 
appointments, introducing to Lincoln his brother Colonel Sherman, who 
had just resigned as head of the State Military iVcademy of Louisiana. 
Lincoln had forgotten about that, according to Porter. But the forgetful- 
ness of Lincoln didn’t sink in with Sherman. He went away with the im- 
pression Lincoln did remember they had met before and there had been no 
necessity of his reminding Lincoln. “He remembered me perfectly.” 

Sherman found Lincoln “full of curiosity” about the marches, the “bum- 
mers,” the foraging, along with anxiety about what might happen to the 
army while its commander was gone. Sherman explained that the army 
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was snug in good camps at Goldsboro, that it would require some days 
to collect forage and food for another march, that General Schofield was 
competent to command in his absence. The conversation ranged wide from 
moments of laughter to solemnity, Lincoln reverting again and again to the 
safety of Sherman’s army and the fear that Johnston would escape capture. 
Sherman’s assurance that he had Johnston faded was complete. 

After an hour or so Grant and Sherman returned to Grant’s cabin, where 
Mrs. Grant after greetings had a question. Colonel Horace Porter heard 
her, m her womanly way, inquire of the two generals, “Did you see Mrs. 
Lincoln*” 

Grant. Oh, we went rather on a business errand, and I did not ask 
for Mrs. Lincoln. 

Sherman. And I didn’t even know she was aboard. 

Mrs. Grant. Well, you are a pretty pair! I do not see how you could 
have been so neglectful. 

Grant. Well, Julia, we are going to pay another visit in the morning, 
and we’ll take good care to make amends for our conduct to-day. 

As Mrs. Grant fixed tea for four she said, “Perhaps you don’t want me 
here listening to all your secrets.” Sherman, with a shy glance at Mrs. 
Grant: “Do you think we can trust her, Grant*” Grant with a twinkle 
spoke of what one woman knows being known to everybody, and Sherman 
began putting Mrs. Grant through a mock examination. Mrs. Grant giving 
nice nonsensical answers, Sherman finally said with a wrinkled grin, “Well, 
Grant, I think we can trust her.” 

Next morning, March 28, the generals boarded the River Queen, where, 
wrote Sherman, “we were again received most courteously by the Presi- 
dent, who conducted us to the after-cabin. After the general compliments, 
General Grant inquired after Mrs . Lincoln, when the President went to her 
state-room, returned, and begged us to excuse her, as she was not well.” 

Then came a conference of the three pivotal Northern men of the war, 
with Admiral Porter also present. Grant explained that at the very instant 
Sheridan was crossing the James River below City Point, that Sheridan 
had a large effective cavalry force for striking Lee’s only remaining rail- 
road connections, that a crisis was drawing near, that his only apprehension 
was that Lee would not wait long enough. In case Lee did break through, 
or swing around, Grant was sure there would be hot pursuit. 

Both Gran', and Sherman supposed that one or the other of them would 
have to fight one more bloody battle, and that it would be the last . “Mr. 
Lincoln exclaimed, more than once,” wrote Sherman, “that there had been 
blood enough shed, and asked us if another battle could not be avoided.” 
The generals told Lincoln they could not control that event. That the 
war might be ended without another big dance of death and wholesale 
slaughter seemed a deep and constant hope with Lincoln. Sherman pic- 
tured his army as probably having a final big fight somewhere near 
Raleigh. Grant’s picture depended on Lee, If Lee yet waited a few more 
days, he would be able to stop Lee from joining Johnston. Grant could 
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only be sure that if Lee did get between him and Johnston he would be 
on Lee’s heels and moving fast. 

“Mr. Lincoln,” wrote Sherman, “more than once expressed uneasiness 
that I was not with my army at Goldsboro’, when I again assured him 
that General Schofield was fully competent to command m my absence, 
that I was going to start back that very day.” Admiral Porter’s account of 
this conference held that the President expressed fears that the Confederate 
general would escape south again by the railroads, that Sherman would 
have to chase Johnston anew, over the same ground, Sherman remarking: 
“I have him where he cannot move without breaking up his army, which, 
once disbanded, can never again be got together; and I have destroyed 
the Southern railroads, so that they cannot be used again for a long time.” 
Grant interposed, “What is to prevent their laying the rails again*” Sher- 
man: “Why, my bummers don’t do things by halves. Every rail, after 
having been placed over a hot fire, has been twisted as crooked as a ram’s- 
horn, and they never can be used again.” 

Sherman came now to a momentous point. For his army, the country 
North and South and the society to be molded in the immediate future, 
it was momentous. Sherman’s account written years later, reported: 

“I inquired of the President if he was all ready for the end of the war. 
What was to be done with the rebel armies when defeated* And what 
should be done with the political leaders, such as Jeff. Davis, etc.* Should 
we allow them to escape, etc.* He said he was all ready; all he wanted of 
us was to defeat the opposing armies, and to get the men composing the 
Confederate armies back to their homes, at work on their farms and m 
their shops. As to Jeff. Davis, he was hardly at liberty to speak his mind 
fully, but intimated that he ought to clear out, ‘escape the country,’ only 
it would not do for him to say so openly. As usual, he illustrated his mean- 
ing by a story: ‘A man once had taken the total-abstinence pledge. When 
visiting a friend, he was invited to take a drink, but declined, on the score 
of his pledge; when his friend suggested lemonade, which was accepted. 
In preparing the lemonade, the friend pointed to the brandy-bottle, and said 
the lemonade would be more palatable if he were to pour in a little brandy; 
when his guest said, if he could do so “unbeknown” to him, he would not 
object.’ From which illustration I inferred that Mr. Lincoln wanted Davis 
to escape, ‘unbeknown’ to him.” 

Lincoln was this day talking with two men like himself terribly intimate 
with awful authority, more personal power than any of them enjoyed 
handling. They hoped soon to be free from their daily arithmetic of 
slaughter, disease, hunger. They had, as foretold, ridden in blood up to the 
horses’ bridles. Their smoke and its remembrance were to stay long. They 
were hammering out a national fate, not seeing at all in any clear detail 
the shape of things to come. Before them hazards and intricacies lay too 
vast to put on paper. Lincoln hesitated at outlining for his generals any 
peace terms or reconstruction policies beyond the few simple conditions 
he had named at Hampton Roads. 
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In Europe at that hour could be heard the prediction that Sherman 
would take over the Washington Government and run it. Delane of the 
London Times spoke fears of that event. In Europe so often it had happened 
that the brilliant and terroristic military conqueror, after marches and 
battles, by a few words and a turn of the hand through a coup d’etat 
became dictator. Of this point in the conference of Lincoln, Grant, and 
Sherman, there seemed to have been no mention nor any slightest fear. 
They knew that McClellan in one hour was conceivable as a dictator had 
he possessed the audacity, the cunning, and the ruthlessness of Ben Butler, 
who in turn had never had a real army behind him ready to topple Lincoln 
and take over the Federal Government. For two years Lincoln and these 
two generals had been welding a strange partnership that worked, strange 
because it operated so smoothly and effectively. Amid malice, conspiracy, 
jealousies, amid crooked and crazy entanglements of human impulse and 
motive that made the war a dismal swamp-jungle affair, the three held 
together. A rare trust, a common understanding that had stood many a 
fierce test, a species of comradeship, had been created between these three 
men. Of each of them it had been graphically said that he was intensely 
American and could have been born and made nowhere but m the “U.S.A.” 
They read each other now by signals, intentions, and hopes rather than 
by promises and stipulations that given circumstances of war could wreck 
and blow away. 

So now Sherman asked about the end of the war, the crushed Con- 
federate armies, the flying and fugitive Confederate political leaders. “I in- 
quired,” wrote Sherman. He was eager to hear any specific recommenda- 
tions that might have occurred to the mind of the President. Always 
Sherman tried to look ahead and be ready for contingencies. Now what> 
Of the President’s answers Sherman later wrote: 

“Mr. Lincoln was full and frank in his conversation, assuring me that 
in his mind he was all ready for the civil reorganization of affairs at the 
South as soon as the war was over, and he distinctly authorized me to assure 
Governor Vance and the people of North Carolina that, as soon as the 
rebel armies laid down their arms, and resumed their civil pursuits, they 
would at once be guaranteed all their rights as citizens of a common 
country, and that to avoid anarchy the State governments then in existence, 
with their civil functionaries, would be recognized by him as the govern- 
ment de facto till Congress could provide others. 

“I know, when I left him, that I was more than ever impressed by his 
kindly nature, his deep and earnest sympathy w r ith the afflictions or the 
whole people, resulting from the war, and by the march of hostile armies 
through the South; and that his earnest desire seemed to be to end the war 
speedily, without more bloodshed or devastation, and to restore all the men 
of both sections to their homes. In the language of his second inaugural 
address, he seemed to have ‘charity for all, malice toward none,’ and, above 
all, an absolute faith in the courage, manliness, and integrity of the armies 
in the field. When at rest or listening, his legs and arms seemed to hang 
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almost lifeless, and his face was care-worn and haggard; but, the moment 
he began to talk, his face lightened up, his tall form, as it were, unfolded, 
and he was the very impersonation of good-humor and fellowship. The 
last words I recall as addressed to me were that he would feel better when 
I was back at Goldsboro’.” 

Those were the deep and abiding impressions of Sherman from this con- 
ference. A Fremont, a McClellan, a Butler, even a Sheridan, might in 
Lincoln’s fathomings have required more specific instructions. On only two 
points did Lincoln throw misgivings and gloom toward Sherman. One was 
that there might be another needless big battle. The other was that Sher- 
man’s army was not safe outside of Sherman’s hands. In the matter of dis- 
order, civil tumults, violence, “anarchy,” to ensue after peace and disband- 
ment of the Confederate armies, the techniques of reconstruction, neither 
worried the other. Lincoln seemed aware that Sherman, one-time superin- 
tendent of the Louisiana State Military Academy, author of the remarkable 
letter from Black River sketching the Southern war scene, would be guided 
by conditions toward the same generous policy of which Lincoln had tried 
to persuade the Republican radicals in House and Senate. As to Grant, so 
near to Washington, Grant the Hammer of War who was nevertheless an 
old-time Douglas Democrat, there too Lincoln had little of gloom or misgiv- 
ing, though on Grant too he repeatedly impressed his hope of avoiding an- 
other large-scale combat. 

Porter claimed that after this conference he “jotted down” what he re- 
membered of the conversation, later writing from these notes that the Presi- 
dent “was then wrought up to a high state of excitement.” This could be 
directly taken to mean that Lincoln’s self-control was not so good, that he 
was not keeping cool, that he was more than grave of manner and more 
than deeply moved. This state of mind and nerves was not observed nor 
mentioned by Sherman and Grant. The President “wanted peace on almost 
any terms,” ran the loosely framed opinion of Admiral Porter, “and there 
is no knowing what proposals he might have been willing to listen to.” This 
to Nicolay and Hay seemed incompatible “with the very guarded language 
of Mr. Lincoln elsewhere.” The secretaries judged it was “no doubt true 
that he spoke of his willingness to be liberal to the verge of prudence, and 
that he even gave them to understand that he would not be displeased at 
the escape from the country of Jefferson Davis and other principal rebel 
leaders.” 

The three Northern pivotal men were parting, Sherman to remember 
Lincoln m a most simple manner: “Sherman, do you know why I took a 
shine to Grant and you>” 

“I don’t know, Mr. Lincoln, you have been extremely kind to me, far 
more than my deserts.” 

“Well, you never found fault with me.” 

Lincoln and Sherman had done most of the talking, Grant not mention- 
ing a matter which he later brought before Lincoln. “I told him that I had 
been very anxious to have the Eastern armies vanquish their old enemy,” 
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wrote Grant of this matter new to the President, the General in Chief point- 
ing to the striding Western legions who had swept over an area from the 
Mississippi River to the State of North Carolina and were now almost ready 
to knock at the back door of Richmond. “I said to him that if the Western 
armies should be even upon the field, operating against Richmond and Lee, 
the credit would be given to them for the capture, by politicians and non- 
combatants from the section of country which those troops hailed from. 

. . . Western members [of Congress] might be throwing it up to the mem- 
bers of the East that . . . they were not able to capture an army, or to 
accomplish much . . . but had to wait until the Western armies had con- 
quered all the territory south and west of them, and then come on to help 
them capture the only army they had been engaged with Air. Lincoln said 
he saw that now, but had never thought of it before, because his anxiety 
was so great that he did not care where the aid came from so the work was 
done.” 

On the swift armed steamer the Bat Sherman started down the James 
River that afternoon, pacing the deck with his brother Senator John Sher- 
man of the Buckeye State. A knowing scribe was to write of the two 
brothers and how dramatically time had reversed their characters. “John, 
once the wild, bad boy of the Sherman family, was now watchdog of the 
nation’s finance, chairman of the Senate committee on expenditures, a man 
already cold from the handling of money, public and private. Cump (the 
family nick-name for William Tecumseh), the shy, gentle boy, had become 
a man whose name symbolized devastation.” To the shut-mouthed Senator 
the General confided some of Lincoln’s ideas and feelings spoken in the 
morning, the Senator writing later, “I did not at the time agree with the 
generous policy proposed by Mr. Lincoln.” 

Arriving at New Bern and hurrying toward his army, Sherman met his 
army mailman and confidential messenger, Colonel Alarkland. At a candle- 
lighted breakfast Markland learned that easy peace terms would be offered 
Joe Johnston, and as to Davis and his Cabinet. “Said Mr. Lincoln, we will 
leave the door open; let them go! We don’t want to be bothered with them 
in getting the Government to running smoothly.” Markland noted- “I felt 
then that General Sherman had really given me the terms suggested by 
Mr. Lincoln to him.” 

To Lee that week Johnston telegraphed his summary of what he might 
expect to do against his old antagonist: “I can no more than annoy him.” 

Back at City Point Lincoln kept close to Grant, whose company he 
would lose in a day or two, when a big push was to begin and Grant would 
live at the fighting front with his troops in motion. The newspaper corre- 
spondent Charles Carleton Coffin was at headquarters the day Sherman left 
and Lincoln greeted him: “What news have you*” 

“I have just arrived from Charleston and Savannah.” 

“Indeed! Well, I’m right glad to see you. How do the people like being 
back in the Union again?” 
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“I think some of them are reconciled to it, if we may draw conclusions 
from the action of one planter, who, while I was there, came down the 
Savannah River with his whole family— wife, children, negro woman and her 
children, of whom he was father— and with his crop of cotton which he was 
anxious to sell at the highest price.” 

“Oh, yes, I see.” Lincoln brightened with spariding eyes. “I see; patri- 
archal times once more; Abraham, Sarah, Isaac, Hagar and Ishmael, all in 
one boat!” And with a chuckle: “I reckon they’ll accept the situation now 
that they can sell their cotton.” 

From the deck of the River Queen that night as Sherman sped south on 
a steamer and Grant made ready to move his army out of camps, shelters, 
huts, and trenches they had occupied ten months, Lincoln could look out 
toward near-by hills and rolling land where he had seen ground torn and 
gashed, large spaces for miles naked of trees cut by shellfire or chopped 
down for fuel, trenches, forts, traverses, defenses, huts. On a wide front the 
army would move tomorrow. And for what 5 For another shambles and 
again burying squads and again the surgeons amputating till the arms and 
legs piled high for wagonloads 5 

That sword of Robert E. Lee— how it had vanished and come back and 
held its ground beyond prophecies 1 Could Lee and those valiant bayonets 
of his on which the Confederate Government had been carried for three 
years, could he again swing round and baffle pursuit, perhaps win to the 
mountains, fight guerrilla style till he could recruit a new army 5 This was 
the forecast among a few— not many— observers. It was a method that had 
won the War of the Revolution, carried through by Lee’s hero and exemplar 
George Washington. 

What did the night’s darkness hold 5 In a few days, in a week, Lincoln 
would set foot in Richmond, the Southern capital in Northern hands— this 
was one prediction. And then what? Would Grant take Lee 5 If he did, then 
both the structure and the dream of a Confederate States of America was 
sunk with the fabrics of all shadows and dust. A republican Union of States 
cemented and welded with blood and iron would stand for a long time 
among World Power nations, committed to government of, by, and for the 
people. Only for the assurance of that reality had Lincoln cared to live 
these last four years of burdens and bitterness. 

Beyond the screen and mist of the night lay what 5 Peach blooms and 
apricot blossoms had risen in the air the last few days in rare spots. April 
was so near. What of this April? 
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CHAPTER 6 6 

GRANT BREAKS LEE’S LINE ’65 


AT eight-thirty on the morning of March 29, 1865, Lincoln went ashore 
from the River Queen to Grant’s shanty. They were putting the horses 
aboard the railroad tram that was to take Grant and his staff to the Peters- 
burg front. Lincoln and Grant spoke of the devices daily proposed to them 
for destroying the enemy. The most recent plan offered, said Grant, “was 
to supply our men with bayonets just a foot longer than those of the enemy, 
and then charge them. Wlien they met, our bayonets would go clear 
through the enemy, while theirs would not reach far enough to touch our 
men, and the war would be ended.” 

“Well, there is a good deal of terror in steel,” rejoined Lincoln. “I had 
a chance to test it once myself.” And the final anecdote they had time for 
before leaving Horace Porter gathered: 

“When I was a young man, I was walking along a back street in Louis- 
ville one night about twelve o’clock, when a very tough-looking citizen 
sprang out of an alleyway, reached up to the back of his neck, pulled out a 
bowie-knife that seemed to my stimulated imagination about three feet long, 
and planted himself square across my path. For two or three minutes he 
flourished his weapon m front of my face, appearing to try to see just how 
near he could come to cutting my nose off without quite doing it. He could 
see in the moonlight that I was taking a good deal of interest in the proceed- 
ing, and finally he yelled out, as he steadied the knife close to my throat: 
‘Stranger, kin you lend me five dollars on that 5 ’ I never reached in my 
pocket and got out money so fast m all my life. I handed him a bank-note, 
and said: ‘There’s ten, neighbor; now put up your scythe.’ ” 

Mrs. Grant stood by, her face pale and sorrowful. At the door Grant 
kissed her, over and again, joined Lincoln; the two walked down to the rail- 
road platform. “Mr. Lincoln looked more serious than at any other time 
since he had visited headquarters,” noted Horace Porter. “The lines in his 
face seemed deeper, and the rings under his eyes were of a darker hue. It 
was plain that the weight of responsibility was oppressing him.” At the train 
the President gave a warm handshake to the General and to each member 
of the staff, and then stood near the rear end of the car while they went 
aboard. The train was ready to start. They all raised their hats in respect to 
the President. His hat went off to them and his voice was broken and he 
couldn’t hide it as he called to them: “Good-by, gentlemen. God bless you 
all 1 Remember, your success is my success.” The whistle sounded. The train 
moved. Grant was off to a campaign all hoped would be his last and the last 
of the war. 
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Lighting a cigar and amid smoke rings that wreathed him, Grant went 
over some of his plans with staff officers, detouring once to say “The Presi- 
dent is one of the few visitors I have had who has not attempted to extract 
from me a knowledge of my movements, although he is the only one who 
has a right to know them. He intends to remain at City Point for the present, 
and will be the most anxious man in the country to hear from us, his heart 
is so wrapped up m our success; but I think we can send him some good 
news in a day or two.” Porter thought he had never seen Grant so cool and 
sure about results from the coming death-grapple. 

The news that day and the next was rain. Over all was the rain. Fair 
weather of several days on the evening of March 29 gave way to torrents 
from the sky. On the two armies, on the just and the unjust, on Grant and 
Lee in the field, on the Davis home in Richmond, on the River Queen cabins 
sheltering the Lincoln family, the rain poured down all night of the twenty- 
ninth and all day on the thirtieth. 

In dense underbrush and in swampy ground where troops were under 
orders to move, fields became beds of quicksand. Troops waded in mud 
above their ankles. Horses sank to their bellies and had to be pulled out with 
halters. Wagon wheels sank to the hubs and m some cases above the axles to 
the wagon box. Roads became sheets of water and Horace Porter heard that 
not a Grant but a Noah would be needed to save the army. Soldiers cried 
to officers, “I say, fetch along the pontoons,” or “When are the gunboats 
coming up?” Marching on such a terrain was only worse than trying to 
sleep in wet blankets on soaked ground. On March 30 men’s tempers 
showed. Some went m for profanity contests. At headquarters Rawlins 
gloomed and told his chief it might be better to fall back and later make a 
fresh start. Grant held that soon as the weather cleared up the roads the 
men would be gay again. Sheridan arrived on a white pacer and was all for 
action. 

Lincoln on the evening of the thirtieth telegraphed Stanton his feeling 
that he ought to be in Washington, yet he disliked to leave without seeing 
nearer to the end of Grant’s present movement. Grant had now been out 
“since yesterday morning and although he has not been diverted from his 
pi*ogramme no considerable effort has yet been produced so far as we know 
here.” What little action there was the President described. “Last night at 
10:15 P * M * when it was dark as a rainy night without a moon could be, a 
furious cannonade soon joined in by a heavy musketry fire opened near 
Petersburg and lasted about two hours. The sound was very distinct here as 
also were the flashes of the guns up the clouds. It seemed to me a great battle, 
but the older hands here scarcely noticed it and sure enough this morning 
it was found that very little had been done.” 

On his maps Lincoln traced the troop dispositions ordered by Grant 
from right to left: Weitzel in front of Richmond, with a portion of the 
Army of the James, Parke and Wright holding Union works in front of 
Petersburg, Ord extending to the intersection of Hatcher’s Run and the 
Vaughan Road, Humphreys stretching beyond Dabney’s Mill, Warren on 
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the extreme left reaching as far as the junction of the Vaughan Road and the 
Boydton Plank Road, and Sheridan at Dinwiddle Court House. For thou- 
sands of men each of these names came to have meanings of struggle, hard- 
ship, laughter, terror. Over mud and quicksand they built miles of corduroy 
road for the hauling of heavy artillery. At noon of the thirty-first Lincoln 
had a telegram from Grant* “There has been much hard fighting this morn- 
ing. The enemy drove our left from near Dabney’s house back well toward 
the Boydton plank road. We are now about to take the offensive at that 
point, and I hope will more than recover the lost ground.” Before three 
o’clock came a second telegram from Grant. “Our troops, after being driven 
back to the Boydton plank road, turned and drove the enemy in turn, and 
took the White Oak road, which we now have. This gives us the ground 
occupied by the enemy this morning. I will send you a rebel flag captured 
by our troops in driving the enemy back. There have been four flags cap- 
tured to-day.” 

Having studied his map, as Lincoln relayed these telegrams to Stanton 
he commented “Judging by the two points from which General Grant tele- 
graphs, I infer that he moved his headquarters about one mile since he sent 
the first of the two despatches.” 

Seward came down for a business visit. Lincoln on April 1 wired to 
Grant a correction of a mistaken impression that Stanton had come down 
to look and see. “I presume,” wrote Lincoln, “the mistake comes of the fact 
that the Secretary of State was here. He started back to Washington this 
morning.” 

To Stanton, Lincoln wired at noon that dispatches from Grant had little 
additional news to that of the day before “except that Sheridan also had 
pretty hot work yesterday, that infantry was sent to his support during the 
mght, and that he [Grant] has not since heard from Sheridan.” To this 
Lincoln added the personal item that Mrs. Lincoln had started home for 
Washington, and he would thank Stanton “to see that our coachman is at 
the Arsenal wharf at eight o’clock to-morrow morning, there to wait until 
she arrives.” 

Sheridan had fallen back from Five Forks in good order before an attack 
conducted by Lee’s nephew Fitzhugh Lee and General Pickett, the same 
commander who had led the famous charge at Gettysburg. In Sheridan’s 
taking his troops back to wait for reinforcements, he “displayed great gener- 
alship,” Grant officially reported. The next morning, noted Horace Porter, 
the 5th Corps of the Army of the Potomac “seemed eager once more to 
cross bayonets with their old antagonists.” Sheridan chafed at delay in mov- 
ing forward, struck the clenched fist of one hand into the palm of another, 
and fretted like a caged tiger, once saying, “This battle must be fought and 
won before the sun goes down.” Skirmish lines followed by assaulting col- 
umns began their action on Pickett’s entrenched line. 

One skirmish line halted and seemed to waver. Sheridan put spurs to his 
black Rienzi, who had carried him from Winchester to Cedar Creek, and 
dashed along the front from regiment to regiment shouting cheer and coun- 
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sel such as: “Come on, men! Go at ’em with a will! Move on at a clean jump 
or you’ll not catch one of them. They’re getting ready to run now, and if 
you don’t get on to them m five minutes, they’ll every one of them get 
away from you. Now go for them 1 ” Thus Horace Porter, on the ground 
sending his messages every half-hour to Grant, saw and heard much that 
day of Sheridan. A man on the skirmish line was struck in the neck, the 
blood spurted as if the jugular vein had been cut. “I’m killed 1 ” he cried, 
and dropped on the ground. “You’re not hurt a bit 1 ” cried Sheridan. “Pick 
up your gun, man, and move right on to the front.” These words brought 
the man up, he snatched his musket, and rushed forward a dozen paces 
before he fell never to rise again. Over mud roads, swampy fields, and 
through dense undergrowth the spattered and foaming Rienzi carried Sheri- 
dan from point to point rallying his men. 

Once where the lines had broken under a staggering fire, Sheridan 
rushed in. “Where is my battle flag^” And as the color sergeant rode up 
and handed him the crimson and white banner, the wild Irish commander 
waved it over his head, cheered the ranks on— while bullets hummed like 
swarming bees. One pierced the flag itself, another brought down the ser- 
geant who had carried it, horses of two staff officers went down from the 
flying lead. 

A regimental band mounted on gray horses, playing lively tunes, cheered 
the fighters on till a bullet went through the trombone horn and another 
split the snare drum, after which the band quit its music and took a hand 
in combat. 

Sheridan went on dashing where the fire was most furious, waving his 
battle flag, praying, swearing, shaking his fist, yelling threats and blessings, 
a demon in the flesh dedicated to fighting. With fixed bayonets and a final 
rousing cheer, the Union columns under Ayres overran the enemy earth- 
works, swept everything before them, killed or captured in their immediate 
front every man whose legs had not saved him. 

Rienzi with a leap carried Sheridan over the earthworks, landing amid 
a line of prisoners who had thrown down their muskets. Some called, “Whar 
do you want us-all to go to ? ” Sheridan’s battle rage turned to humor. “Go 
right over there,” pointing toward the rear. “Get right along, now. Oh, 
drop your guns; you’ll never need them any more. You’ll all be safe over 
there. Are there any more of you * We want every one of you fellows.” 
Some i,joo of the ragged and butternut-clad troops were escorted to the 
rear from this angle. 

Lincoln while this battle raged did his best at picturing it from a dispatch 
sent by Grant. On the basis of this Lincoln wired Stanton at Washington 
and Seward at Fortress Monroe that “Sheridan, aided by Warren had at 
2 p.m. pushed the enemy back so as to retake the five forks and bring his 
own headquarters up to I. [J.] Boisseans [Boisseau’s]. The five forks were 
barricaded by the enemy and carried by Diven’s [sic] division of cavalry. 
This part of the enemy seem to now be trying to work along the White Oak 
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road to join the main force m front of Grant, while Sheridan and Warren 
are pressing them as closely as possible.” 

To Lieutenant General Grant, so designated, Lincoln wired appreciation 
of Sheridan’s success, and “Having no great deal to do here, I am still send- 
ing the substance of your despatches to the Secretary of War.” Then across 
the next two days Lincoln sent to Stanton a series of Grant’s dispatches, re- 
layed as Grant wrote them, and these the Secretary of War gave to the 
press. Thus millions of readers in the North had what they took as authentic 
information about the crumbling of Lee’s lines around Richmond and the 
foreshadowing of the capture of Petersburg and the fall of Richmond. 

From the afternoon of April 1 to the evening of April 2 this series of 
telegrams told the main story, chiefly in Grant’s text as forwarded by Lin- 
coln. Anxious Northern readers, including a horde of speculators and gam- 
blers, saw in the public prints that Sheridan with his cavalry and the 5th 
Corps had captured three brigades of infantry, a tram of wagons, several 
batteries, several thousand prisoners— that Grant on the morning of April 
2 ordered an attack along the whole line— that Wright and Parke got 
through the enemy’s lines, that on further breaking the enemy entrenched 
lines they had taken forts, guns, prisoners, that Wright was tearing up the 
Southside Railroad, that the 6th Corps alone took 3,000 prisoners, that the 
Union lines were enveloping Petersburg, Grant telegraphing at 4 30 p.m. 
of April 2 several details with assurances “The whole captures since the 
army started out will not amount to less than 12,000 men, and probably fifty 
pieces of artillery. . . . All seems well with us, and everything is quiet just 
now.” 

In sending Mrs. Lincoln the gist of this last dispatch from Grant the 
President added: “He suggests that I shall go out and see him in the morn- 
ing, which I think I will do. Tad and I are both well, and will be glad to 
see you and your party here at the time you name.” And speaking as a Pres- 
ident in the solemnity of a high action he telegraphed Grant: “Allow me 
to tender to you and all with you the nation’s grateful thanks for this addi- 
tional and magnificent success. At your kind suggestion I think I will visit 
you to-morrow.” 

To Sherman Grant telegraphed his pride over “this army” winning “a 
most decisive victory” after which it “followed the enemy,” a point Grant 
would stress. “This is all that it ever wanted to make it as good an army as 
ever fought a battle.” 

Now Robert E. Lee was making his decision that his troops move out 
of Petersburg. This would give Richmond to Grant and Lincoln. Lee had 
stretched his line of men till it was too thin. It was thin because he had too 
few men, only 1,100 men to the mile, or a five-foot length for each soldier. 
Each of these soldiers, however, had the advantage of an elaborate system 
of zigzag approaches and crisscrossed connecting trenches, with bombproof 
shelters, batteries, rifle pits. As some of the assaulting Union troops gazed 
at sectors of the line they had taken that day they wondered how anyone 
could ever have gotten through. Possibly they wouldn’t have gotten through 
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had not hunger, desertion, dissension, and a confused and weakening Con- 
federate morale cut down the number of Lee’s effective troops. The prime 
factor perhaps was that Southern man power, in its total, had been steadily- 
slashed from the first battle of Bull Run on through successions of bloody 
battles to Five Forks, till the list of brave men in gray killed, dead, or dis- 
abled from wounds or disease was of mournful extent. The dead Stonewall 
Jackson and J. E. B. Stuart, so precious to Lee, had been joined that morning 
of April 2 by General A. P. Hill, so long a reliable outrider with Lee. 


§|*s& Quarters j|rmu5 of the flatted Jftates, 
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Lincoln thanks Grant and promises a visit. Original m the Barrett collection. 


On a dapple-gray horse Hill had ridden out and on in a morning fog, 
suddenly encountering two Federals who answered the call of “Surrender!” 
with rifle shots. And A. P. Hill toppled out of his saddle. Tears came to 
Lee’s eyes on hearing of it. “He is at rest now,” murmured Lee, “and we 
who are left are the ones to suffer.” 

The eyes of Lee lighted on old comrades who had flirted with death, 
General Hunton returning from Five Forks with a scabbard bent double 
from some missile, three bullet holes through his clothes. Lee briskly greeted 
Hunton. “I wish you would sew those places up. I don’t like to see them.” 
Hunton: “General Lee, allow me to go back home and see my wife and I 
will have them sewed up.” Lee toyed with this a moment. It gave him a 
ripple of light thought. “The idea of talking about going to see wives; it is 
perfectly ridiculous, sir.” 

On both sides hundreds of items of valor, Lyman writing of a redoubt 
where a Confederate captain told his men to surrender to nobody. “He him- 
self fought to the last, and was killed with the butt-end of a musket, and 
most of his command were slain in the work. But we carried the works; 
neither ditches nor abatis could keep our men out that day!” Lyman was 
caught in an elation kindred to that of Sherman, who in the entrancement 
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of a hard-won performance once wrote to his wife of “the grand and beauti- 
ful game of war.” Lyman shared this elation in writing to his wife Mimi of 
the captain killed with the butt end of a musket, not entering into the gory 
details of the slippery, dripping butt end nor of the look of a human head 
having a hole stove in it by the impact of wood and metal driven only by 
the muscle power of an assailant. 

The human cost of breaking Lee’s line, however, was less than it might 
have been. It had not reached such a major conflict as Lincoln had feared. 
At a lesser price than predicted Lee’s army was cut off from Richmond, 
and on the night of April 2 his troops, ordered out of Petersburg and other 
points on the line, were reconcentrating to march west, aiming to move 
around Grant and join with Johnston’s army in North Carolina. This move- 
ment of Lee, Grant’s preparations to head off Lee, the expected fall of Rich- 
mond, were the immediate items of war interest when Lincoln boarded a 
railroad car at City Point for a ride to Petersburg. 

Rear Admiral Porter on this ride was to accompany Lincoln, who had 
moved his living quarters from the River Queen to Porter’s flagship the 
Malvern . On Porter’s inquiring of the first night Lincoln said* “I slept well 
but you can’t put a long blade into a short scabbard. I was too long for 
that berth.” During the day, without Lincoln’s being told of it, Porter had 
carpenters take down the stateroom and rebuild it longer, also widening the 
berth and mattress, Lincoln saying of the second night, “I shrunk six inches 
in length and about a foot sideways.” The guard Crook wrote of a man 
asking to see the President, saying he was a Republican who had spent 
money to elect the President and being now in trouble, must be admitted 
for an interview. The name, he told Crook, was Smith. Lincoln refused to 
see the man named Smith and merely Smith. Crook ordered “Smith” away 
and the man left voicing vague threats. According to both Crook and Ad- 
miral Porter, Vice-President Andrew Johnson sent word he was aboard a 
near-by vessel, Lincoln avoiding an interview with “I guess he can get along 
without me.” 

According to Admiral Porter’s somewhat fulsome account, not lacking 
in discrepancies, he stood at the locked door of the car where the President 
had entered and was seated for the ride to Petersburg when three nicely 
enough dressed men came saying they must see the President. They kept in- 
sisting, two of them mounting to the rear platform where Porter, according 
to Porter, with his bare fists sent them sprawling in the mud. The President 
wished to know what Porter “would sell that trick for,” and according to 
Porter, added with a laugh, “I intend never to travel again unless you go 
along.” 

At Petersburg Captain Robert Todd Lincoln was on hand with a 
mounted escort and a horse for his father. Porter managed to get a soldier 
to dismount and let him have a rawboned trotter and stumbler that disgusted 
the Admiral. As they arrived at Grant’s quarters Porter asked one of the 
staff if he could buy the horse. Lincoln, on hearing the offer, according to 
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Porter, exclaimed: “Why in the name of all that’s good do you want that 
horse, Admiral 5 Just look at him, his head is as big as a flour-barrel.” 

“That’s the case with all horses’ heads.” 

“Well, look at his knees; they’re sprung. He’s fourteen years old if he’s 
a day; his hoofs will cover half an acre. He’s spavined, and only has one eye. 
What do you want with him 5 You sailors don’t know anything about a 
horse.” 

“But I want it for a particular purpose. I want to buy it and shoot it, so 
that no one will ever ride it again.” 

This pleased the President, and according to Porter he said it was “the 
best reason he had ever heard of for buying a horse.” Undoubtedly there 
was some sort of horseplay between Admiral David D. Porter and the Presi- 
dent on that day and other days, but the Admiral’s later recital of it lacked 
the precision and persuasion to be found in the accounts of humor written 
by Colonel Horace Porter. 

On the piazza of a house Grant and his staff were waiting, ready to go. 
They received the President, who spoke warm congratulations, Grant writ- 
ing of their meeting, “About the first thing that Mr. Lincoln said to me . . . 
was: ‘Do you know, general, that I have had a sort of a sneaking idea for 
some days that you intended to do something like this.’ ” 

Except for Negroes, the town of Petersburg seemed abandoned. Grant 
had started all his troops out early in the morning; there were only his staff 
and a small cavalry escort left. Grant now felt himself more free to talk 
about his plans, which had worked out much as he had designed. He spoke 
also of how the record of the Eastern troops was such that between them 
and the Western soldiers there could be no ill feeling; only the politicians 
on that score could provoke any envy or bickering between sections. 

The man at whose house this meeting was held, one Thomas Wallace, 
had been a friend of Lincoln in old Whig days. To a Sanitary Commission 
worker, C. C. Carpenter, Wallace told of his small boy seeing Lincoln dis- 
mount in front of the house, the boy muttering, “You are not going to let 
that man come into the house’” the father replying, “I think it would not do 
to try to stop a man from coming in who has fifty thousand men at his 
back.” Lincoln after greetings as between old Whigs enjoyed hearing this 
from Wallace. 

A little newssheet, Grant's Petersburg Progress , printed by Union sol- 
diers, carried an item: “Some inquiries had been made about a possible rent- 
ing of the beautiful brick mansion in which General Hartsuff has his head- 
quarters. The President had heard of it and he had also seen the tearmg 
effects of our shelling on the building. Said he, ‘It is my opinion,’ as if 
giving answer to the enquirer, ‘our batteries have made rent enough here 
already,’ The joke was, of course, perceived and enjoyed.” 

At City Point Lincoln wired Stanton at 5 p.m. this April 3: “Stayed with 
General Grant an hour and a half and returned here. It is certain now that 
Richmond is in our hands, and I think I will go there to-morrow.” Stanton 
had again warned him about his personal safety and he assured the Secretary 
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of War. “Thanks for your caution. ... I will take care of myself.” This 
solicitude of Stanton regarding the President’s safety was continuous, though 
Stanton nevertheless had his satisfactions over the President’s being away. 
Of a meeting of three Cabinet members on March 30 Welles wrote in his 
diary: “Stanton, who was present, remarked that it was quite as pleasant to 
have the President away, that he [Stanton] was much less annoyed. Neither 
Seward nor myself responded.” Seward’s departure for City Point that day 
Welles surmised was another “irregular proceeding” m connection with 
peace efforts. “Yet the President has much shrewdness and sagacity. He has 
been apprehensive that the military men are not very solicitous to close hos- 
tilities,— fears our generals will exact severe terms.” This as a diary entry 
merely revealed that the Secretary of the Navy was vastly unaware of feel- 
ing in the armies about peace, and particularly the fact that the peace terms 
in the minds of Grant and Sherman much more nearly coincided with those 
of the President than did Welles’s own views about the necessity for punish- 
ment of Confederate leaders. 

As Lincoln visited the sick and wounded among avenues of hospital tents 
at City Point that week, Adelaide W. Smith, the nurse who had attended 
the inaugural evening reception at the White House with the soldier on 
crutches, saw the President but hesitated at pushing forward to speak to 
him. Miss Smith heard the camp talk that when the President’s party came 
to one set of tents young Dr. Jerome Walker of the Sanitary Commission 
pointing at them said, “Mr. President, you do not want to go in there.” 

“Why not, my boy 

“They are sick rebel prisoners.” 

“That is just where I do want to go,” and he strode m and shook hands 
from cot to cot and spoke such words as came to him which he thought 
might comfort. 

Shot-torn in both hips, in one ward the only Confederate among 
wounded Union officers, lay Colonel Harry L. Benbow of South Carolina, 
who had commanded three regiments at Five Forks. Down the long aisle 
between cots came the Union President, bowing and smiling “Good morn- 
ing.” And according to Colonel Benbow: 

“He halted beside my bed and held out his hand. I was lying on my 
back, my knees drawn up, my hands folded across my breast. Looking him 
in the face, as he stood with extended hand, ‘Mr. President,’ I said, ‘do you 
know to whom you offer your hand^’ ‘I do not,’ he replied. ‘Well,’ said I, 
‘you offer it to a Confederate colonel who has fought you as hard as he 
could for four years.’ ‘Well,’ said he, ‘I hope a Confederate colonel will not 
refuse me his hand.’ ‘No, sir,’ I replied, ‘I will not,’ and I clasped his hand 
in both of mine.” 

In a ward given entirely to sick and wounded Confederate officers, Lin- 
coln spoke with several about old friends among their kinsfolk he had 
known, in one particular case a general whose brother had been with him in 
Congress in 1848. Between five and six thousand men of both sides were in 
these hospitals at City Point, and Lincoln, even when informed by the head 
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surgeon of this number, insisted he must try and visit every last man of 
them. He did not find time, however, to make the complete rounds. His 
right arm lame from handshaking at the end of one afternoon, the surgeon 
said it certainly must ache. Lincoln smiled, mentioned “strong muscles,” 
stepped out the door of the surgeon’s shanty, took an ax, sent chips flying, 
then paused and slowly with his right arm raised the ax till he was holding 
it at full horizontal without a quiver. Before leaving the head surgeon he 
was offered what he might like by way of a drink. He took a glass of 
lemonade. 


CHAPTER 67 

LINCOLN SITS IN THE CONFEDERATE 
WHITE HOUSE 


ON the Sabbath day of Apnl 2, 1865, in Richmond, Virginia, the diarist 
Jones noted: “I met Judge Campbell in Ninth Street, talking rapidly to him- 
self, with two books under his arm.” What the Judge was talking about 
Jones couldn’t hear. It was the kind of a day wherein if you talked to your- 
self you were sure of a listener. 

Robert E. Lee by telegraph talked with Jefferson Davis that Sabbath. 
From the field out near Petersburg Lee was issuing orders that his men de- 
stroy many supplies and guns that could not be moved, with further orders 
that as the troops moved westward they were to wreck all bridges after the 
last Confederate forces had crossed. To President Davis, Lee dictated a tele- 
gram which was carried to Richmond. Then, a story goes: 

In the Davis family pew of St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, seated erect and 
calm under the chancel, Jefferson Davis was m attendance in a congregation 
chiefly of women in black and rusty black attire Their menfolk m the mam 
were keeping the Sabbath at battle and marching fronts. The Reverend Mr. 
Minnegerode intoned, “The Lord is in His holy temple; let all the earth 
keep silence before Him,” and in the pause following, an adjutant, mud on 
his boots, a hard-riding man, holding his saber so it wouldn’t clank or jingle, 
came up the aisle in a swift military stride and handed a paper to President 
Davis. It rustled as it unfolded. In quiet with everybody gazing at him and 
wondering what the news might be, Davis read the words General Lee had 
long delayed and sent at last when imperative: “I advise that all preparation 
be made for leaving Richmond tonight. I will advise you later, according to 
circumstances.” 

Taking his hat, President Davis arose, walked down the aisle, erect as 
ever, his face calm, white, marble-cold. Mrs. Davis had already departed 
southward. Going from the church to the War Department, Davis tele- 
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graphed to Lee that a move from Richmond that night would “involve the 
loss of many valuables, both for the want of time to pack and of transporta- 
tion.” Lee in the field on receiving this message, according to one of his staff 
men, tore it into bits, saying, “I am sure I gave him sufficient notice,” and 
replying calmly by telegraph to Davis that it was “absolutely necessary” to 
abandon the position that night. Lee thought at the time that President 
Davis would go with the army and arranged to let Davis know the route of 
the army and to furnish him with a guide. Davis, however, after directing 
what should be done in the hurried removal of the government funds and 
archives, wrote of his departure and intentions that he “started for Danville 
[North Carolina], whither I supposed General Lee would proceed with his 
army.” 

On a Richmond & Danville Railroad train at eleven that Sabbath night, 
Davis with his Cabinet and other officials left their capital city, their Execu- 
tive Mansion, their arsenals and remaining stores, arriving safely m Danville 
the next afternoon. 

Word spread in Richmond this Sabbath that Lee’s army, so long their 
shield and fortress, had taken its last man and gun out of Petersburg— and 
Richmond would fall next. On railroad trains, on wagons, carts, buggies, 
gigs, on horses piled with bundles and belongings, the Government and 
many citizens in flight had a moving day. “Dismay reigned supreme,” wrote 
Captain Clement Sulivane, in charge of the evacuation, dismay meaning that 
some, like Judge Campbell, talked rapidly to themselves and knew what they 
were saying, while others spoke lines meaning in effect “We have never 
drilled or rehearsed for this day— what do we do?” 

“It was a quiet night, with its millions of stars,” noted Jones. That was 
overhead. Below in Richmond only the slothful and the utterly weary slept. 
Into food stores and vacated houses went little gangs of hungry people along 
with hoodlums and thieves. Captain Sulivane’s men arrested a few ringlead- 
ers and their followers, but it was no time for law and order. The Captain’s 
own men were being taken by department heads for transport and guarding 
of the archives. “Battalions melted away as fast as they were formed . . , 
partly, no doubt, from desertions,” wrote the Captain. 

Burning and dynamiting of bridges, arsenals, and warehouses went on 
through the night. Those who knew their Richmond tried to read the 
marching devastation by the booms they heard. One by one the bridges 
went. Before daylight only the one from Richmond to Manchester was 
standing. Three high arched bridges blazed with tall flames and lighted the 
two cities and the sparkling, snarling river between. Heavy smoke clouds 
rose from cotton warehouses, in one of them Gen. James W. Singleton los- 
ing his 200,000 pounds from which he had hoped to glean a fortune. Every 
now and then a powder magazine went into the air, a fountain of white 
smoke shooting to the sky, followed in an instant by a deafening roar and 
a quaking of the ground on which Richmond stood, in another instant hun- 
dreds of shells exploding in high air and sending down an iron spray— with 
a little aftermath of stores of ignited cartridges rattling with low thunder the 
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same as volley fire of musketry on the battlefield. The theory was that the 
Confederacy must shoot these off now or later they might be shot at Con- 
federate troops as the war went on. Fire began sweeping in wide paths over 
the city itself. “Either incendiaries, or (more probably) fragments of bombs 
from the arsenals, had fired various buildings,” wrote Captain Sulivane, “and 
the two cities, Richmond and Manchester, were like a blaze of day amid 
the surrounding darkness.” Near dawn a few thundering explosions down- 
river told Sulivane that some of the last gunboats of the Confederate Navy 
were sunk. 

Also just after daylight on April 3 a crowd of thousands of men, women, 
and children swarmed at the doors of a commissary depot. They represented 
that part of the people of Richmond hardest hit by food scarcity and high 
prices. Many of them had not tasted a full, nourishing meal in months. Be- 
hind those depot doors they had heard— and heard correctly— were barrels 
of ham, bacon, whisky, flour, sugar, coffee. Why these had not been put 
into the hands of General Lee and his army weeks ago was a question for 
responsible officials to answer. The desperation of rampaging human animals 
heaved at those depot doors, so long guarded, no longer held by men with 
rifles. The doors went down. Crying, yelling, raging, laughing, snarling, the 
crowd surged in; men fought with each other over the best pickings. Later 
in the morning the city government ordered the stores in saloons and liquor 
shops to be wrecked and poured into the streets. Gutters ran whisky and 
kneeling men and women here and there lapped it up. Black and white 
women and boys were seen filling pitchers and buckets from the street gut- 
ters these few hours running with famous distilled Southern liquors. 

The commissary looters scattered right and left as a final handful of Con- 
federate cavalry came galloping to cross the only bridge standing. Their 
commander, General Gary of South Carolina, pointed at his last bunch of 
gray horsemen taking the bridge at headlong speed, touched his hat to Cap- 
tain Sulivane and ordered: “All over, good-bye— blow her to hell.” 

Sulivane and an engineer officer walked slowly across the bridge setting 
fire to prepared combustibles. Soon the bridge sagged and went down in 
smoke and flame. Captain Sulivane and two companions at the other end of 
the bridge sat in their saddles a half-hour and watched strings of horsemen 
in blue taking over Richmond. They fired a few shots at Sulivane, but the 
shooting was what he called “random.” Across the way he could see columns 
of blue infantry arriving and he heard a new sound floating on the air from 
across the river— cheers for the United States flag. 

General Godfrey Weitzel received the surrender of Richmond that 
morning of April 3 at the city hall. By midafternoon his troops had stopped 
rioting and the mam disorders, had begun issue of provisions to the needy, 
and blown up several city blocks of houses to check the fire. 

In Washington, wrote David Homer Bates, “Lincoln’s despatch from 
City Point gave us in the War Department the first news of the capture of 
Petersburg and Richmond.” Shortly after that message, came over the wires 
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the first one in four years from Richmond, General Weitzel saying* “We 
took Richmond at 8* 15 this morning. . . . The city is on fire in two places.” 
One of the cipher operators ran to a window and put his head out crying 
to passers-by, “Richmond has fallen!” The news spread fast. Press extras sent 
the excitement higher. Thousands crowded around the Secretary of War’s 
office, called on Stanton for a speech. He spoke gratitude to Almighty God 
for deliverance, said thanks were due to the President, to the army and navy, 
to the great commanders, to officers and men, and the hour called for humil- 
ity and goodwill. Stanton read a dispatch from Grant saying Richmond was 
on fire and asked the crowd what he should reply to Grant. The cries came, 
“Let her burn!” and “Burn it! burn it!” At other government buildings and 
in Willard’s Hotel crowds heard speeches in the afternoon, and in the eve- 
ning went with brass bands serenading public officials and calling for more 
speeches. Record-breaking crowds lined the saloon bars. Men habitually 
sober for years took this night as a summons of patnotic duty to drink hard 
and “get full” and let everybody know it. “A more liquorish crowd was 
never seen in Washington than on that night,” wrote Noah Brooks. ... “I 
saw one big, sedate Vermonter, chief of an executive bureau, standing on 
the corner of F and Fourteenth streets, with owlish gravity giving away 
flfty-cent ‘shin-plasters’ (fractional currency) to every colored person who 
came past him, brokenly saying with each gift, ‘Babylon has fallen! ’ ” 

From the Capitol on to the White House and executive buildings, Penn- 
sylvania Avenue took on bunting and banners. The national flag so held the 
air that it “seemed to burn,” wrote Brooks. The sky was shaken by a salute 
of eight hundred guns, fired by order of the Secretary of War, three hun- 
dred for Petersburg, five hundred for Richmond. Houses wore special illu- 
minations that night. In the streets people hugged each other, men made up 
old quarrels, marched singing and prankish and lit up with fellowship and 
flowing bowls. Washington went on a spree of happiness over the taking 
of its rival city with a rival government— and hopes of the end of the war. 

Union Leaguers on parade waved their flags in front of the State Depart- 
ment and called for Secretary Seward. He was feeling good toward the 
whole world this day and let it come out. In writing his foreign dispatches 
now what should he tell the Emperor of China? “I shall thank him in your 
name for never having permitted a piratical flag to enter the harbors of the 
empire. [Applause.]” To the Sultan of Turkey he would give thanks for 
always having surrendered rebel insurgents taking refuge in that kingdom. 
[Cheers.] To the Emperor of the French he would say that “he can go 
tomorrow to Richmond and get his tobacco so long held under blockade 
there, provided the rebels have not used it up. [Laughter and cheers.]” To 
Lord John Russell he would say that British merchants would now find 
cotton legitimately exported cheaper than cotton from running the block- 
ade. Furthermore, he would tell Lord Russell himself “that if Great Britain 
should only be just to the United States, Canada will remain undisturbed by 
us so long as she prefers the authority of the noble Queen to involuntary 
incorporation with the United States. [Cheers and exclamations of “That’s 
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the talk,” “You’re right.”]” He would tell the King of Prussia “that the Ger- 
mans have been faithful to the standard of the Union, as his excellent minis- 
ter, Baron Gerolt, has been constant in his friendship to the United States 
during his long residence in this country. [Cheers.]” The Emperor of 
Austria had proved himself “a very wise man, for he told us m the beginning 
that he had no sympathy with rebellion anywhere.” 

The pleasant and quizzical Seward released a confession: “I do not doubt, 
fellow citizens, but that at least you accede to the theory by which I have 
governed myself during the war— namely, that the rebellion was to end in 
ninety days. [Laughter and cheers.] I have thought this the true theory, 
because I never knew a physician able to restore the patient to health unless 
he thought he could work a cure under the most unfavorable circumstances 
m ninety days. [Renewed laughter.]” 

At City Point on the Bat lying near the Malvern, Captain Barnes on the 
night of April 3 saw where “heavy explosions lit up the sky— the blowing up 
of the rebel ironclads.” On the Malvern Lincoln considered whether he 
should go to Richmond— and decided to go. Richmond was not only a place 
but a symbol. There might be a little business to transact— and his very act 
of setting foot m that city would be a sign and a ceremonial. 

The next morning the Malvern steamed toward Richmond. The channel 
was reported clear of the many torpedoes once infesting it. Dead horses 
floated by, broken ordnance, wrecked boats— the river was not in good 
order. Nearing Richmond, the Malvern went aground. Admiral Porter or- 
dered a twelve-oared barge to carry the President ashore. Lincoln, Tad, and 
the guard Crook sat amid the oarsmen. They had started that morning in a 
proud flagship, escorted by the River Queen and the Bat, which escorts 
they had lost. A gig holding Barnes and a few others now acted as escort. 
Lincoln was reminded of an anecdote, which ran, according to Admiral 
Porter: “A fellow once came to me to ask for an appointment as a minister 
abroad. Finding he could not get that, he came down to some more modest 
position. Finally, he asked to be made a tide-waiter. When he saw he could 
not get that, he asked me for an old pair of trousers. It is well to be humble.” 

On the edge of Richmond at a place called Rockett’s the little barge 
landed the President of the United States. The receiving crowd ashore was, 
according to Porter and Crook, entirely of Negroes. By the grapevine some 
of them had heard here was Lincoln. One old-timer of sixty sprang forward 
crying’ “Bress de Lawd, dere is de great Messiah* I knowed him as soon as 
I seed him. He’s bin in my heart fo’ long yeahs. Glory, hallelujah!” He fell 
on his knees and bowed at the President’s feet. Other Negroes came likewise. 
The President: “Don’t kneel to me. You must kneel to God only and thank 
him for your freedom.” The old-timer had his excuse: “Yes, Massa, but 
after bein’ so many years in de desert widout water, it’s mighty pleasant to 
be lookin’ at las’ on our spring of life. ’Scuse us, sir, we means no disrespec’ 
to Marse Linkum.” The shouts of other black men came, as they reached 
hands toward him in greeting and salute. “Dar come Marse Linkum, de 
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Sabior ob de Ian’— we so glad to see him.” From comers that had seemed 
deserted suddenly sprang out black folk, some silent and awe-struck, others 
turning somersaults and yelling with joy as though their voices and bodies 
could never tell what they wanted to tell. The stories they had heard about 
being free, about being no longer slaves, now if Marse Linkum could come 
to Richmond with his soldiers, surely those stories must be true and no 
foolin’, no make-up story. With a few of them Marse Linkum shook hands. 
Others saw him handshaking with Negroes. Who would have believed it> 

This brief scene closed with twelve armed sailors forming a guard and 
escort for the President’s more or less triumphal entry into the Confederate 
capital. At his left the President had Rear Admiral Porter and Captain Pen- 
rose, at his right Crook holding Tad by the hand, in the advance and the 
rear six sailor boys, each with the sawed-off rifle known as the carbine. This 
procession began its march. Just before they started Captain Barnes and one 
of his officers tried to push through a frantic and struggling crowd and 
warn the procession to wait. Barnes thought “nothing could have been easier 
than the destruction of the whole party.” General Weitzel had expected to 
provide a proper escort and guard, but Porter had made a surprise landing 
with the leading figure. Barnes saw a lone cavalryman at a street corner and 
sent him galloping to Weitzel’s headquarters with news of the slender presi- 
dential cohort marching across Richmond. 

The pedestrian President and his seagoing footmen saw at first mostly 
Negroes. Then they came to streets alive with black and white spectators. 
“Wherever it was possible for a human being to find a foothold there was 
some man or woman or boy straining his eyes after the President,” wrote 
Crook. “Every window was crowded with heads. Men were hanging from 
tree-boxes and telegraph-poles. But it was a silent crowd. There was some- 
thing oppressive in those thousands of watchers without a sound, either of 
welcome or hatred. I think we would have welcomed a yell of defiance. I 
stole a look sideways at Mr. Lincoln. His face was set. It had the calm in it 
that comes over the face of a brave man when he is ready for whatever 
may come. In all Richmond the only sign of welcome I saw, after we left 
the negroes at the landing-place and until we reached our own men, was 
from a young lady who was on a sort of bridge that connected the Spotts- 
wood [sic] House with another hotel across the street. She had an Ameri- 
can flag over her shoulders.” 

The later recollections of Crook also maintained that once in the line of 
march the blinds of a second-story window of a house on the left partly 
opened, and a man dressed in gray pointed something that looked like a gun 
directly at the President. “I dropped Tad’s hand and stepped in front of 
Mr. Lincoln,” wrote Crook. “I was sure he meant to shoot. Later Mr. Lin- 
coln explained it otherwise. But we were all so aware of the danger . . . 
that our nerves were not steady.” 

Nearly two miles along dusty streets on a warm day this little presiden- 
tial party marched from Rockett’s landing to the center of Richmond. Not 
a soldier nor a citizen nor a horse nor a wagon had met them. The President 
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could have said, “Wait.” So could Admiral Porter. But they didn’t. They 
moved as though they had an appointment to keep. “One cannot help won- 
dering at the manifest imprudence of both Mr. Lincoln and Admiral Porter 
in the whole proceeding,” commented Nicolay and Hay, who valued “the 
humbleness and simplicity” of such an entry of a conqueror but doubted 
its wisdom. 

The President had stopped a moment to gaze at Libby Prison, according 
to Porter, and on someone calling, “Pull it down,” he replied, “No, leave it 
as a monument.” Once a man in shirt sleeves rushed out crying, “Abe Lin- 
coln, God bless you!” and being pushed away by Porter when he sought a 
handshake, the man stood with arms folded and suddenly threw his hat in 
the air. A girl of perhaps seventeen, blooming and graceful, ran out with 
a bouquet of flowers which they let her hand to the President. One Union 
soldier called out, “Is that Old Abe>” One older Negro was heard to say, 
“Go ’way, dat ain’ no Fadder Abraham. Why, dat man look lak a ’onery ol’ 
famah [farmer], he do.” Porter saw more cordiality than did Crook in the 
crowds lining the sidewalks and in the faces at the windows. 

The cavalry escort arrived; those around the President breathed easier. 
The horse guards led them to the Confederate Executive Mansion, a two- 
story brick house of gray stucco fronted with tall Colonial pillars, the build- 
ing now serving as the headquarters of General Weitzel and the temporary 
government, such as there was, of the City of Richmond and the State of 
Virginia. Into this house dedicated to the principle of States’ Rights and 
secession, consecrated with the blood and sacrifice given to the Confederate 
cause, entered the archantagonist of that principle and cause. Dusty and 
sweating from a walk of nearly two miles amid sights of burned buildings, 
wreckage on the streets, and terror in the air, Lincoln sank into a chair at 
a long table, “pale and haggard, utterly worn out,” noted Barnes, his first 
words, “I wonder if I could get a glass of water.” It interested him to know 
that this was the chair in which Jefferson Davis had sat and over this table 
handled the high documents of the Confederate States of America. He asked 
for the housekeeper and was told she had left. Then shortly he went over 
the house guided by a Weitzel aide, Thomas Thatcher Graves, who said 
there was “a boyish manner” about Lincoln as he went through the rooms 
downstairs and up. Returning down the staircase, Graves saw the President’s 
face lose its boyish expression as General Weitzel out of breath and in a 
hurry came through the front door. After greetings Lincoln probably asked 
about the same question he had telegraphed the General six days before: 
“What, if anything, have you observed on your front todays” 

Crook in the meantime had found an old Negro manservant staying on 
in the house, telling Crook for one thing that Mrs. Jefferson Davis on leaving 
had ordered him to have the house in nice condition for the Yankees when 
they came. Her good-by to the old Negro had the words: “I am going out 
into the world a wanderer without a home.” On Crook asking about it, the 
old Negro hunted out a long black bottle of rare old whisky. Passed around 
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to Weitzel and the staff and the President and his party, everyone except 
Lincoln taking a long or short pull at it, the bottle came back empty. 

The President had a little rest; there was a lunch and an informal recep- 
tion, chiefly of Union officers. Then the President, with a cavalry escort 
under Weitzel, with Porter and others rode in a carriage over the city, seeing 
some of the seven hundred burned dwellings and stores, Libby Prison, 
Castle Thunder, thousands of homeless whites and Negroes, acres of them 
located with their few rescued belongings on the lawn of the capitol 
building. Into that now disordered building where the now fugitive Con- 
federate Congress had held its sessions, Lincoln was ushered. And if he was 
reminded of any anecdote no one made a record of it— though it was said 
of that day his eyes often had a dreaminess in them. 

At one street corner a Negro woman held up her sick child for a look 
at Lincoln, but the child kept turning its head away, the mother finally say- 
ing. “See yeah, honey, look at de Savior, and you’ll git well. Touch de hem 
of his gahment, honey, and your pain will be done gone.” At the Grace 
Street home of Burton Harrison, secretary to Jefferson Davis, Mrs. Harrison 
saw Lincoln ride past, and she thought of how that morning her uncle, an 
elderly physician, reading from an old-time prayer book, had without 
meaning to do so read out the petition and blessing for the President of the 
United States. The youngest daughter Edith, rising from her knees, cried 
out, “Oh! papa, you prayed for the President of the United States!” “Did 
P” queried the old doctor, then blurted, “Devil fetch him 1 ” 

Weitzel’s aide Graves went along on this ride, and of it wrote that he 
heard General Weitzel ask one very important question, namely, What 
should he, Weitzel, do m regard to this conquered peopled 

“President Lincoln replied,” wrote Graves, “that he did not wish to give 
any orders on that subject, but, as he expressed it, ‘If I were in your place, 
I’d let ’em up easy, let ’em up easy.’ ” 

The wife of General George Pickett was to tell at a later time of a 
caller that day knocking at the door of their Richmond home, of how^ she 
stood with a baby on one arm and told the visitor Yes, it was General 
Pickett’s home, “But he is not here.” 

The visitor said he knew General Pickett was not there. “I know where 
George Pickett is.” She was a little shocked wdien the visitor rambled on 
about old days when he knew Pickett as a boy and a young man, and “I am 
Abe Lincoln,” he told Mrs. Pickett. It was his law partner John Stuart 
who had gotten George Pickett’s appointment to a West Point cadetship. 
They talked more. Lincoln kissed the baby and said good-by. Thus in brief 
ran Mrs. Pickett’s later story, which may have been entirely correct in fact, 
though none of the companions and observers of Lincoln in Richmond after- 
ward recalled his having taken out time to call at the Pickett home and kiss 
the baby. 

To Roger Pryor, Lincoln sent w T ord inviting a little conference. General 
Pryor excused himself on the ground that he was a paroled prisoner, that 
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General Lee was still in the field, and that he could hold no conference with 
the head of the opposing army. 

Judge John A. Campbell, Confederate Assistant Secretary of War, the 
only prominent member of the Confederate Government remaining in Rich- 
mond, had reported to the Union military governor, General G. F. Shepley, 
and informed him of his “submission to the military authorities,” so it was 
both a convenience and a pleasure for Lincoln to grant an interview to this 
Southern liberal and moderate whom he had last seen at Hampton Roads. 

In the evening of this April 4 Judge Campbell called. He told Lincoln, 
according to his own version written later, that the war was virtually over, 
that General Lee could not hold his army together, that the public men of 
Virginia would help the President of the United States restore the Union, 
and that the President might rely on this. Judge Campbell urged modera- 
tion, quoting, “When lenity and cruelty play for a kingdom the gentler 
gamester is the soonest winner.” The successful party in this war between 
communities in any event should make his success as little aggravating as 
possible to the other party. With reference to a new government in Virginia, 
observed Campbell of Alabama, “I speak for Virginia what would be more 
appropriate for a Virginian.” To these various points Lincoln made no reply 
except to say he had concluded to stay over and would have another inter- 
view with Campbell the next morning. 

The New York Herald man, William H. Merriam, in a signed dispatch 
from Richmond to his paper, wrote that Generals Weitzel and Shepley gave 
the President the substance of an interview they had held with “several 
prominent secessionists,” including Campbell. “The President listened pa- 
tiently, and indicated his sense of the magnitude of the propositions sub- 
mitted for his consideration by great nervousness of manner, running his 
hands frequently through his hair and moving to and fro in the official 
chair of the late Jefferson Davis, in which he sat. The result of this inter- 
view may be summed up in the accompanying remark of Mr. Lincoln: 
‘Well, say to them that I will entertain their propositions, with the condition 
that I shall have one friend with the same liberty to them.’ ” 

In an officers’ ambulance Tad and his father rode to a wharf and a wait- 
ing rowboat. Porter and Crook heaved sighs of relief on getting the Presi- 
dent aboard the Malvern, which had now been brought up-river. Any one of 
many kinds of fools could have taken a potshot at the President that day— 
they all knew that. And the one who had the least to say about it was the 
potential living target himself. There was ease of heart that the fallen Con- 
federate capital had been the scene of no act against the President’s person. 

The next morning at ten Judge Campbell arrived in company with a 
Richmond attorney, G. A. Myers, and went into conference with Lincoln 
and General Weitzel. The talk ranged wide on how to again get local gov- 
ernment going in the South. Lincoln brought out a memorandum he had 
written on peace terms. They were in effect the same as those he had stated 
at Hampton Roads, with perhaps added stress on the point that States in 
good faith withdrawing their troops from further resistance to the Govern- 
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merit would suffer less from property losses through confiscation and war. 
Campbell took this paper handed him by Lincoln and handed Lincoln a 
paper of his own. It was a legal device. Both men as lawyers knew that legal 
devices sometimes could be powerful. General Weitzel summarized this de- 
vice as set forth in writing and conversation. 

“Mr. Campbell and the other gentlemen assured Mr. Lincoln that if he 
would allow the Virginia Legislature to meet, it would at once repeal the 
ordinance of secession, and that then General Robert E. Lee and every 
other Virginian would submit, that this would amount to the virtual destruc- 
tion of the Army of Northern Virginia, and eventually to the surrender of 
all the other rebel armies, and would insure perfect peace in the shortest 
possible time.” 

Mr. Lincoln considered this. He saw Virginia as a tenant torn between 
two contending landlords who should now transfer allegiance definitely 
to the contender who had established his right. He said that he had, wrote 
Campbell, “a government in northern Virginia but that its margin was small 
and that he did not desire to enlarge it.” In effect, Campbell had the im- 
pression that Lincoln would discard his own “reconstructed” State govern- 
ment of Virginia if he could get the hitherto seceded and Confederate 
government of the State to do what he wanted. In this impression Campbell 
was only partly correct. He was to be mistaken eventually in the matter 
of precisely what it was that Lincoln wanted that legislature to do. Lincoln 
was still considering how he would put on paper what it was he wanted and 
told Judge Campbell he would send on such a paper from City Point. Camp- 
bell was rowed ashore from the Malvern feeling that in the morning’s con- 
versation there had been “no effort to mystify or overreach.” 

Merriam of the New York Herctld y however, was slightly mystifying and 
overreaching in his signed dispatch to his paper intimating that he knew the 
details of this conference but could not disclose them. In the final sentence 
of the dispatch Merriam planted the word “suspicious” precisely where it 
would have on the reader an intriguing and mischievous effect, saying for 
his national audience: “It is entirely proper to add that suspicious results 
are known to be about to accrue from this most important conference at 
this exciting era in our national affairs.” 

Commander F. W. Cotton of the converted torpedo boat Clinton came 
aboard the Malvern . His crew were on short rations because in their work 
of clearing the river of torpedoes and other obstructions they had been 
“hailed at different points by Southern ladies destitute of food.” Admiral 
Porter refused to sign requisitions for new stores of provisions, and accord- 
ing to Cotton, when the matter was referred to the President he made a 
gesture with both hands, and “Give them all the provisions they want; 
give them all they want.” Porter then signed the paper. Cotton, a twenty- 
one-year-old from Dedham, Massachusetts, walked off with the paper, sup- 
pressing a smile and wearing a sober seagoing face. 

Later that day came the seriocomic affair of Duff Green. What happened 
was fantastic, and in the later account of it by Admiral Porter it was made 
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unbelievably so, the guard Crook more likely having the essentials. Lincoln 
had said Yes to Duff’s coming aboard. In December of i860 he had written 
Duff, with no results, a long letter hoping that Duff might make certain 
efforts toward thwarting what Lincoln termed “the dismemberment of the 
Union” then in process. Duff Green had been a free-going journalist, by 
turns Democrat and Whig, one of Washington’s kitchen-cabinet powers 
supposed to be working behind the scenes of history. Now seventy-four 
years old, an ancient leaf blown out of the book of the past, he came aboard 
the Malvern , tall and gaunt, carrying a long Bible-times staff. 

The President held out his hand. Green wouldn’t take it. “I did not come 
to shake hands.” With Weitzel, Porter, Crook, and others standing by, Duff 
Green started a wordy lambasting of the President, working up to a climax 
“I do not know how God and your conscience will let you sleep at night 
after being guilty of the notorious crime of setting the niggers free.” 

Lincoln listened, kept cool, had no answers. Duff Green had a few more 
remarks and was near given out when he came to the point of his errand: “I 
would like, sir, to go to my friends.” The President turned to Weitzel. 
“General, please give Mr. Green a pass to go to his friends.” That was all. 
There was no more of a good-by handshake than there had been how-do- 
you-do. Duff Green was set ashore and not heard of again. 

The Malvern steamed down-river for City Point. To Stanton, Lincoln 
had relayed information, from Weitzel about Richmond, from Grant about 
the pursuit of Lee’s army. Into Weitzel’s hands had fallen, because of the 
sudden and hurried evacuation of Richmond, 28 locomotives, 44 passenger 
and baggage cars, 106 freight cars. Sheridan had picked up 1,200 prisoners; 
300 to 500 more had been gathered by other troops. In the wake of Lee’s 
retreating army were abandoned artillery, ammunition, burned wagons, 
caissons, ambulances— and a country “full of stragglers.” To Seward the 
President wired that he might stay away from Washington two days more 
and if that was too long a time for Seward’s business to wait, then “come 
down.” In a white nightgown that night Lincoln entered a stateroom and for 
a moment Crook thought he saw a ghost. But it was only Mr. Lincoln want- 
ing to see if Tad was all right. He mentioned Duff Green to Crook as rather 
angry, “but I guess he will get over it.” Then before closing the door, 
“Good-night, and a good night’s rest, Crook.” The two-day journey to and 
from Richmond was over. Yes, they had seen Richmond. 

On the second night of these two days of chaos, of seeing acres of black- 
ened timbers and blasted homes, on this night Lincoln might have had the 
dream of which Mrs. Lincoln later spoke to Bill Herndon. The fact was 
spare and the dream lacking detail in her short statement: “Mr. Lincoln 
had a dream when down the river at City Point, after Richmond was taken. 
He dreamed that the White House was burning up.” 

At noon of the next day of April 6 Lincoln telegraphed Grant that 
Seward had been thrown from his carriage, seriously injured, and this with 
other matters would take him to Washington soon. At Richmond, he wished 
Grant to know, he had met Judge Campbell and put in Campbell’s hands 
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“an informal paper” repeating the Hampton Roads peace conditions, “and 
adding that if the war be now further persisted in by the rebels, confiscated 
property shall at the least bear the additional cost, and that confiscation 
shall be remitted to the people of any State who will now promptly and in 
good faith withdraw its troops and other support from resistance to the 
government.” 

With the same guarded method he had used in the Hampton Roads af- 
fair, Lincoln was proceeding to get a vitally important matter, and the extent 
of his hand in it, into a proper and official record. He continued to Grant: 
“Judge Campbell thought it not impossible that the rebel legislature of Vir- 
ginia would do the latter if permitted; and accordingly I addressed a private 
letter to General Weitzel, with permission to Judge Campbell to see it, 
telling him [General Weitzel] that if they attempt this, to permit and 
protect them, unless they attempt something hostile to the United States, 
in which case to give them notice and time to leave, and to arrest any re- 
maining after such time.” 

The matter was delicate— but Lincoln was taking a chance. He was 
meeting fully and squarely any leanings toward the Union, any changed 
attitude, that might have developed among the V lrgima legislative members. 
Once they had officially seceded their State from the Union. Now they 
could officially return if they chose. They were being given assurance that 
they were not regarded as outlaws, though they could construe for them- 
selves the extent of dignity and authority accorded them by the President’s 
telegram to Weitzel dated April 6 at City Point: 

“It has been intimated to me that the gentlemen who have acted as the 
legislature of Virginia in support of the rebellion may now desire to as- 
semble at Richmond and take measures to withdraw the Virginia troops 
and other support from resistance to the General Government. If they at- 
tempt it, give them permission and protection, until, if at all, they attempt 
some action hostile to the United States, in which case you will notify 
them, give them reasonable time to leave, and at the end of vffiich time 
arrest any who remain. Allow Judge Campbell to see this, but do not make 
it public.” 

Of this attempt at results by legal device Lincoln wrote Grant he did 
not think it very probable anything would come of it, “but I have thought 
best to notify you so that if you should see signs you may understand them.” 
From recent dispatches, he would have Grant know, “it seems that you are 
pretty effectually withdrawing the Virginia troops from opposition to the 
government.” He was not touching in the slightest any decision or policy 
of Grant. “Nothing that I have done, or probably shall do, is to delay, 
hinder, or interfere with your work.” 

At noon Mrs. Lincoln arrived at City Point this April 6 in a party of 
important persons, including Senator Charles Sumner, Attorney General 
James Speed and his wife, the new Secretary of the Interior James B. Harlan 
and his wife, and Charles Adolphe Pineton, better known as the Marquis de 
Chambrun, an interesting young French diplomat and scholar, a special 
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friend of Sumner. The President received them on board the River Queen , 
led them to the saloon where the Hampton Roads conference had been held, 
pointed to the chairs where the participants of the conference had sat, men- 
tioning how not one of the five men drew pencil or paper or made any 
record of what was being said. The President read dispatches from Grant, 
rose to fetch his maps, returned and spread the maps on a table and put his 
finger on the locations of this and that army corps. 

Young Chambrun, thirty-four years old, studied Lincoln. The father of 
the Marquis had been an intimate of Alexis de Tocqueville, whose book on 
American democracy was a standard work. As Lincoln over the maps and 
dispatches spoke of the war soon ending and his own armies winning, 
Chambrun was sure that victory had not gone to his head. “It was impos- 
sible to detect in him the slightest feeling of pride, much less of vanity.” 
He seemed to accent modestly his satisfaction that military success ended 
certain terrible responsibilities. Wrote Chambrun: “He had visited Rich- 
mond, he said to us, the reception given him there did not seem to be of 
good omen, his only preoccupation appeared to be the necessity of wiping 
out the consequences of the civil war, and to drive the war from the mem- 
ory of all, nay, even of the criminal instigators, far then, from feeling any 
resentment against the vanquished, he was rather inclined to place too much 
confidence in them.” 

Lincoln went ashore. The visitors boarded a boat that took them to 
Richmond, where they drove sightseeing with a cavalry escort. Sumner 
wished especially to see Crawford’s statue of Washington— and of course 
saw it. At the capitol Sumner asked about archives, about his old acquaint- 
ance United States Senator Robert M. T. Hunter, and about the ivory gavel 
of the Congress. This gavel was the one relic interesting Sumner enough 
for him to put it in his pocket to carry away. The party stayed overnight 
on their steamer near Richmond on one side in darkness and Manchester 
on the other still sputtering with flame. 

The next morning they rejoined Lincoln at City Point and on his invita- 
tion took a train for Petersburg. They seated themselves in the coach grouped 
around the President. Several army officers and guards hovered close and it 
was evident that added personal protection was being provided. “Curiosity,” 
wrote Chambrun . . . “had induced the negro waiters of the River Queen 
to accompany us. The President, who was blinded by no prejudices against 
race or color, and who had not what can be termed false dignity, allowed 
them to sit quietly with us.” 

Along the route to Petersburg Lincoln indicated Fort Stedman, where 
the Confederate attempt to break through had failed. From the car windows 
they saw a gashed landscape, broken artillery wheels, and the signs of the 
fury of eight days ago now quiet. Petersburg seemed abandoned except for 
Negroes. While Lincoln interviewed the garrison commander the Senators 
and their wives went sightseeing. In the garden of a silent house whose 
master was away they saw peach trees abloom like clouds of pink mist, 
crocus, flowering quince, and a little riot of roses. Chambrun asked an escort- 
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ing army officer who owned the place. In the officer’s answer was a war 
hate. For him the war throve on hate. Chambrun later trying to remember 
the answer could only recall the officer saying, “These people were traitors.” 

On the road back to the train, riding in a carriage with Mrs. Lincoln, 
Sumner, and Chambrun, Lincoln’s eye caught a tree worth a long look. He 
had the driver stop, let his eyes range further over the tree while he talked 
about it. What took Chambrun was Lincoln’s absorption in a tree. Lincoln 
talked as though he might be some kind of a tree himself, and it was worth 
any man’s time to hold communion with trees. This oak had a trunk with 
wide outrunning branches reminding him of tall trees in whose shadow he 
had spent his youth. He went into expert comparisons of trees and pointed 
to special features of this one, not talking as “an artist who seeks to idealize 
nature” but more strictly as “a man who seeks to see it as it really is ” 
Chambrun couldn’t see the tree for Lincoln, and noted: “That dissertation 
about a tree did not reveal an effort of imagination, but a remarkable pre- 
cision of mind.” 

The carriage moved on, topics changed, the President spoke of Union 
commanders reporting as to Petersburg* “Animosity in the town is abating, 
the inhabitants now accept accomplished facts, the final downfall of the 
Confederacy, and the abolition of slavery. There still remains much for us 
to do, but every day brings new reason for confidence in the future.” 

At no time on this day was Lincoln’s mind free from the near-by tense 
excitement of a military struggle directed by veteran masters. Any flaw or 
piece of bad luck was at cost. Off to the west, not many miles, horsemen 
and foot troops were harassing Lee’s army in retreat. At Amelia Court 
House Lee’s men found no food supplies as expected. The Confederate 
officials at Richmond in charge of this vital matter had either misunder- 
stood General Lee’s orders or in the hurry of flight had mismanaged. Any- 
how at this point where they had hoped to eat was practically nothing to 
eat. The wagons went out and sought rations but came back practically 
empty. Not since the times of George Washington and Nathanael Greene 
had the troops of an important army marched and fought on such short ra- 
tions as Lee’s men this week. At the same time Grant was in top form, 
alive every hour to each move reported to him. Near midnight of April 6 
Grant wired Lincoln a message from Sheridan which Lincoln relayed to 
Stanton at 8. 35 a.m. of April 7. In this Sheridan reported captures of several 
thousand prisoners, including Custis Lee, the son of General Robert E. Lee, 
and Generals Ewell, Kershaw, Button, Corse, and Debray. Taken also in this 
sweep were many wagons and 14 cannon, Sheridan closing his dispatch, “If 
the thing is pressed I think that Lee will surrender.” Lincoln thought about 
this and near noon wired Grant: 

GENERAL SHERIDAN SAYS “iF THE THING IS PRESSED I THINK 
THAT LEE WILL SURRENDER.” LET THE THING BE PRESSED. 

On the River Quern in the evening Congressmen Elihu B. Washbume 
and James G. Blaine joined the party, the former seeing Lincoln “in perfect 
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health and exuberant spirits,” at ease and talking freely about the trip to 
Richmond, unfailing with anecdotes. “He never flagged during the whole 
evening.” In the morning, said Washburne to the President, he was to go to 
the front and see Grant. “I believe I will drop Robert a line if you will 
take it,” said Lincoln. “I will hand it to you in the morning before you 
start.” 

And another night closed in and the River Queen with a hundred other 
vessels, steamers, tugs, transports, gunboats, cruisers, floated the silent waters, 
and those on board wondered what news might come on the air in the 
week to follow this April 7, 1865. Some were high-keyed. And Lincoln had 
a dream which he was to tell of to his Cabinet friends in Washington. 

The next morning Lincoln ashore gave Washburne the letter for Robert, 
they talked a little, and Washburne saw the President “erect and buoyant,” 
never before looking quite so “grand.” On this day Lincoln and his party 
visited tent hospitals for some five hours and he shook hands with several 
hundred sick and wounded soldiers, saying to Sumner when it was over that 
his arm was not tired. Chambrun on this day took note of the same thing 
that had so often impressed Walt Whitman in hospital visits, a thing that had 
its effect on Lincoln too— the marvel of what suffering and even torture 
many of these men and boys could stand without complaining. “The Ameri- 
can,” wrote Chambrun, “displays a sort of stoicism which has nothing of 
affectation. . . . Strange men they are, whom many approach and cannot 
understand, but who explain to him who does understand them the true 
greatness of their land.” 

On one cot Lincoln saw Captain Charles H. Houghton of the 14th New 
York Heavy Artillery. In the retaking of Fort Stedman Houghton had re- 
ceived two wounds early in the action, and a third later, staying with his 
men till they had re-established their lines, then being carried to hospital, 
where on recommendation of his superior officers for valor he received pro- 
motion by the President to the rank of brevet major. He had lost much 
blood in the amputation of the left leg above the knee and a secondary 
hemorrhage of an artery, surgeons and nurses taking a special interest, work- 
ing until daylight to stanch the flowing blood, the query going the rounds 
the next day among cot occupants: “How is Houghton^ Will he pull 
through^ 5 ” Twenty-two years old, six feet tall, with black hair, large black 
eyes, he had more than a touch of romance about him as he lay white-faced 
and calm, prepared for what the day might bring. Lincoln stooped, put a 
hand lightly on Houghton's forehead, bent lower and kissed his boy on the 
cheek. The surgeon demurred to Lincoln’s request to see the amputated leg. 
The sight might be too shocking, he suggested to the President, who in- 
sisted, so the covers were thrown back. The President saw the bare, muti- 
lated stump. He bent down low and shook as he sobbed to the boy: “You 
must live! Poor boy, you must live!” And the young brevet major’s whis- 
pered answer was, “I intend to, sir.” And Houghton did come through, re- 
membering the President’s last words to him: “God bless you, my boy.” 

On one bed to which Lincoln came lay a dying man, a twenty-four-year- 
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old captain, “noticed for bravery.” One of two friends held his hand while 
another m low voice read a Bible passage. “Mr. Lincoln walked over to him,” 
wrote Chambrun, “and took hold of his other hand, which rested on the 
bed. We formed a circle around him, and every one of us remained silent. 
Presently the dying man half-opened his eyes, a faint smile passed over his 
lips. It was then that his pulse ceased beating.” 

They came to a plainly dressed woman, a surgeon explained that she had 
left the comforts of one of the wealthiest families in Massachusetts for 
long trying hours of toil and care among the wounded. Chambrun spoke 
his admiration of her kind of heroism. She insisted that it was not peculiar 
and there were many women sharing the camp life of regiments and their 
wounded the same as she. Chambrun saw her as a type of the Puritan 
women of old, “who, in the performance of deeds most heroic, remain stiff 
and proud; who sustain themselves by efforts of stoical fortitude, and not 
by the more tender feelings of charity; who accomplish by a yearning of the 
mind what women of other countries would accomplish by a yearning of 
the heart; who aspire to command admiration, rather than to awaken grati- 
tude, women, in short, whom the wounded must thank, but whom he can- 
not bless.” 

Chambrun thought Lincoln should meet this woman, spoke of her to him, 
and they went into the kitchen over which she was the director. Miss G — , 
as Chambrun wrote of her, “urged the President to enter into what she was 
pleased to call her room.” It was a small room next the kitchen, her bed a 
plain soldier cot, her table resting on four rustic legs, and the chairs tree 
stumps. Miss G — noticed Chambrun’s curiosity in her well-worn Bible, 
so evidently often read, and she spoke of it to Lincoln, adding: “That is not 
my only book, here is another I found in the pocket of a German soldier 
who died a few days ago.” Lincoln and Chambrun examined the book, also 
well-worn and often read, the title Hove to Make One's Way in the W orld. 

From having heard Lincoln give the second inaugural, from published 
items and the talk of several circles in Washington, Chambrun had formed 
impressions of Lincoln. Now he was enjoying his close-up studies of the 
man, “for Mr. Lincoln 'would have scorned that sort of art which consists 
in showing one’s self to a looker-on in a carefully-prepared light.” None of 
the portraits or photographs of Lincoln reproduced “the complete expres- 
sion of his face,” and still more would there be failure at catching the in- 
terior contours of the man. So thought this keen young impressionable 
Frenchman. He sketched Lincoln in words as though he might be a graphic 
or plastic artist who hoped to experiment with the form and essence of this 
American character, now possibly in a niche among timeless world figures. 
“Carrying one shoulder higher than the other might at first sight make him 
seem slightly deformed . . . shoulders too sloping for his height. . . . But 
his arms were strong and his complexion sunburned ... his gestures were 
vigorous and supple, revealing great physical strength and an extraordinary 
energy for resisting privation and fatigue.” The war years had played on 
the face, wrought their invisible drama on it. To its decided lines, Chambrun 



i88 


ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


felt, “Nothing seemed to lend harmony'. . . . Yet his wide and high forehead, 
his gray-brown eyes sunken under thick eyebrows, and as though encircled 
by deep and dark wrinkles, his nose straight and pronounced, his lips at the 
same time thick and delicate, together with the furrows that ran across his 
cheeks and chin, formed an ensemble which, although strange, was certainly 
powerful,” denoting “remarkable intelligence, great strength of penetration, 
tenacity of will, and elevated instincts.” 

The prairie years and rough usage of life had put its scrawny marks on 
the man now President of the United States who “made no efforts of bad 
taste to conceal what he had been under what he had become.” This sim- 
plicity gave him ease of behavior, though lacking the manners of the general 
world, Chambrun finding “he was so perfectly natural that it would have 
been impossible I shall not say to be surprised at his manners, but to notice 
them at all.” 

Like many others Chambrun gathered an impression of vague and deep 
sadness always there. Rarely did one exchange even a few words with Mr. 
Lincoln and not feel something poignant. Could this impression be put on 
paper through words or ideas^ 1 Chambrun tried it but every time failed. 
“And, strange to say, Mr. Lincoln was quite humorous, although one could 
always detect a bit of irony in his humor. ... He willingly laughed either 
at what was being said to him, or at what he said himself. But all of a sud- 
den he would retire within himself; then he would close his eyes, and all his 
features would at once bespeak a kind of sadness as indescribable as it was 
deep. After a while, as though it were by an effort of his will, he would 
shake off this mysterious weight under which he seemed bowed, his gener- 
ous and open disposition would again reappear. In one evemng I happened to 
count over twenty of these alternations and contrasts.” 

Not pessimism nor melancholy as usually understood gave Lincoln these 
woe-struck moods of face. “No one more than he possessed that confident 
audacity so common among Americans, and which cannot be termed cour- 
age, because it is not the result of determination.” Was it political care, war 
anxiety, the burden of heavy labor? These questions probably no one would 
ever answer. 

Chambrun had many hours watching and listening to the now highly 
matured and intricately developed Lincoln— not the solitary man but the 
social creature, Lincoln the mixer in company letting his wit and talk roam 
free. Anyone hearing him then thinking aloud on great topics, or on the 
minor and incidental, would not be long in finding out how straight were 
his mental operations and what a sharpshooter’s bead he could draw in one 
sentence. “I have heard him,” wrote Chambrun, “give his opinion on states- 
men, argue political problems, always with astounding precision and justice. 
I have heard him speak of a woman who was considered beautiful, discuss 
the particular character of her appearance, distinguish what was praise- 
worthy from what was open to criticism, all with the sagacity of an artist.” 
To not many men was it given to see his definitions passing into daily prov- 
erbs of the people. Lincoln had, in Chambrun’s estimate, better than any- 



IN THE CONFEDERATE WHITE HOUSE 1 89 

one stamped the character of the war in his saying seven years ago: “ ‘A 
house divided against itself cannot stand’ . . . this government cannot en- 
dure permanently half slave and half free.” 

In creative faculties Chambrun would not rate Lincoln as having high 
gifts. “He was not one of those rare and terrible geniuses who, being once 
possessed of an idea, apply it, curbing and sacrificing other men to the im- 
perious instinct of their will. No; but, on the other hand, he knew better 
than anyone the exact will of the American people ... he well under- 
stood that he was the people’s agent . . . was well aware of that close union 
which must exist in a free democracy between the authority representing 
the nation and the nation itself. . . . The tendencies of his mind were all 
liberal ... a nature . . . admirably constituted to direct through ... an 
heroic struggle a people proud enough to prefer a guide to a chief, a man 
commissioned to execute its will to one who would enforce his own.” 

Chambrun was all the more impressed with a certain attitude and feeling 
he found in Lincoln because he was hearing on so many sides such shrilling 
as, for instance, came from Vice-President Andrew Johnson in a speech to 
an immense crowd in Washington on the day news arrived of Richmond 
taken. “Infamous in character, diabolical in motive,” were those who had 
instigated the rebellion, said the Vice-President, and “If we had Andrew 
Jackson, he would hang them high as Haman. . . . When you ask me what 
I would do, my reply is, I w T ould arrest them, I would try them, I would 
convict them, and I would hang them. . . . My notion, treason must be 
made odious; traitors must be punished and impoverished.” Words such as 
these were in Chambrun’s mind as he watched Lincoln this week in April, 
when he found “It was impossible to discover in Mr. Lincoln a single senti- 
ment, I shall not say of revenge, but even of bitterness, in regard to the 
vanquished. Recall, as soon as possible, the Southern States into the Union, 
such was his chief preoccupation. When he encountered contrary opinion 
on that subject, when several of those who surrounded him insisted upon 
the necessity of exacting strong guarantees, at once on hearing them he 
would exhibit impatience. Although it was rare that such thoughts influ- 
enced his own, he nevertheless would evince, on hearing them expressed, a 
sort of fatigue and weariness, which he controlled, but was unable to dis- 
simulate entirely.” He seemed to have “irrevocably” made up his mind re- 
garding the men who had taken a leading part m the rebellion. “Clemency 
never suggested itself more naturally to a victorious chieftain. The policy 
of pardon and forgiveness appeared to his mind an absolute necessity.” 

Chambrun took occasion to question the President several times about the 
attitude of the Umted States toward France, talk being common that the 
United States with its civil war over would begin another war on the French 
Government established in Mexico. He quoted Lincoln as replying more 
than once: “There has been war enough. I know what the American people 
want, but, thank God, I count for something, and durmg my second term 
there will be no more fighting.” 

Of what he heard his friend Sumner say, by contrast with Lincoln, on 
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pardons for the conquered enemies, Chambrun wrote nothing at all. He re- 
spected Sumner. Their friendship ran long and unbroken, though Cham- 
brun’s feeling seemed definite that Lincoln’s instinct wove close with the 
American people and with those of many soldiers. “The very words,” wrote 
Chambrun, “that fell from his lips [regarding pardon and forgiveness] I have 
heard uttered at the bedside of the wounded; I have heard them expressed 
by a Massachusetts colonel, who . . . had just gone through the amputa- 
tion of one of his legs. Not only did he forgive, but he wished the United 
States to forgive those who, five days before, in the affray of the Plank 
Road, had shattered him with their bullets.” 

With a rare delicacy and reserve Chambrun withheld himself from any 
slightest revelation of things he saw as a guest. “Certainly I have had a close 
insight into Mr. Lincoln’s family life; but when to a stranger is given the 
privilege of lifting a corner of that sacred veil, he must, out of respect, let 
it fall again, lest he be tempted to express that which he has been allowed 
to see.” 

A Parisian and cosmopolite versed in style and address, also a man who 
cared about world democracy, Chambrun tried to fathom Lincoln’s genius 
as a spokesman. Those “short and clear sentences” of Mr. Lincoln— why did 
they reach out so far and “captivate” so many who read them* “His incisive 
speech found its way to the very depths of the soul”— this because amid 
the noisy confusion of discordant voices always heard in free countries at 
moments of crises, Mr. Lincoln had “marvellous acuteness” in reading far 
under the deeper and underlying public feeling and thought. The common 
politicians subject to “popular caprice” tried to mislead him with “lamen- 
table schemes,” but he let himself be guided by his own more sure guesses 
about what the public wanted. 

An estimate of President Lincoln, partly as General Lee failed to see him, 
came from a later commentator, an intimate of the documented Lee, a four- 
volume biographer of Lee. This set forth Lincoln in the role of a spokes- 
man, a sayer. “Lee’s balancing of the ponderables on the military scales was 
accurate,” ran this picture. “He could not realize, and few even in Wash- 
ington could see, that 4 an imponderable was tipping the beam. That im- 
ponderable was the influence of President Lincoln. The Richmond govern- 
ment had discounted his every moderate utterance and had capitalized his 
emancipation proclamation in order to stiffen Southern resistance. The Con- 
federate people had mocked him, had despised him, and had hated him. Lee 
himself, though he had avoided unworthy personal animosities and doubt- 
less had included Mr. Lincoln in his prayers for all his enemies, had made 
the most of the President’s military blunders and fears. . . . He was much 
more interested in the Federal field-commanders than in the commander-in- 
chief. After the late winter of 1863-64, had Lee known all the facts, he 
would have given as much care to the study of the mind of the Federal 
President as to the analysis of the strategical methods of his immediate ad- 
versaries. For that remarkable man, who had never wavered in his purpose 
to preserve the Union, had now mustered all his resources of patience and 
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of determination. Those who had sought cunningly to lead him, slowly 
found that he was leading them. His unconquerable spirit, in some mysteri- 
ous manner, was being infused into the North as spring approached.” 

As spokesman of the Confederacy, Jefferson Davis was completely un- 
aware of what Lincoln had in the way of style and human appeal. During 
the four years of many words Davis at no time tried for such public speech 
as in Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address, where 190 of the 266 words had one 
syllable, 56 had two syllables, and only 20 ran to more than two syllables. 
As the war drew on Lincoln’s role took on larger proportions. “Those who 
had sought cunningly to lead him, slowly found that he was leading them.” 

No Southern spokesman had framed in simple words a statement or a 
slogan that lasted, held strong, sank deep in the minds of people, as for in- 
stance the often quoted lines of Lincoln from his House Divided speech 
which Sumner asked him about at City Point. Sumner, the most widely 
labored student of oratory m the United States Congress, was curious as to 
whether Lincoln had changed or come to doubts about his 1858 declaration: 
“ ‘A house divided against itself cannot stand.’ I believe this government 
cannot endure permanently half slave and half free. I do not expect the 
Union to be dissolved— I do not expect the house to fall— but I do expect it 
will cease to be divided. It will become all one thing, or all the other.” The 
fastidious Sumner considered this statement “memorable,” having “insight,” 
being “the true starting-point” of the political discussions that brought on 
the war. Had the President ever wavered about this declaration^ He an- 
swered, according to Sumner: “Not in the least. It was clearly true, and 
time has justified me.” 

As utterance worth study for style Sumner would point to Lincoln’s 
exposition seven years before of the Douglas doctrine of Popular Sover- 
eignty as meaning simply “that if any one man chooses to enslave another, 
no third man shall be allowed to object.” In this and like close-packed 
sentences Sumner said “there was fire as well as light in the words.” Sumner’s 
former regrets or tolerant amusement over the President’s style of writing 
had changed. The two men had grown during the war years, Sumner in at 
least slight degree coming to favor short words that said as much as long 
ones. Even in the quality of humor Sumner had learned in some degree to let 
himself go in appreciation of the occasional eye-twinkle of Lincoln. Of the 
President saying “The United States Government must not undertake to run 
the churches” Sumner felt that “here wisdom and humor vie with each 
other.” 

Sumner saw Lincoln as lacking executive experience, lacking knowledge 
of history, on entering the White House, though “becoming more familiar 
with the place, his facility increased. He had ‘learned the ropes,’ so he said. 
The two men were now living on the same steamboat and getting along very 
well, each keeping silence on the one immediate deep point of difference, 
reconstruction in Louisiana. Of the President’s course in this and similar 
issues Sumner had the view: “He did not see at once the just proportion of 
things. . . . Even in small matters, as well as great, there was in him a cer- 
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tain resistance to be overcome. Moments occurred when this delay excited 
impatience, and the transcendent question seemed to suffer.” 

Of their intimacy on the River Queen Sumner wrote to the Duchess of 
Argyll that those aboard were “breakfasting, lunching, and dining in one 
small family party.” Conversation ran free with an air of happiness over 
the war soon coming to an end. 

Sometimes, noted Sumner, Lincoln insisted that he had “no invention, 
only a good memory” for anecdotes. And Sumner, it seemed, cultivated a 
manner of keeping some actual sense of humor hidden, or he could not have 
managed one of the best metaphors ever coined about the way Lincoln used 
stories in place of argument or to support an argument. 

“His ideas moved,” noted Sumner, “as the beasts entered Noah’s ark, in 
pairs.” 

And of Lincoln’s humor operating with iron and without anecdote, 
Sumner had an instance of the President saying to him of a political antago- 
nist indifferent to slavery: “I suppose the institution of slavery really looks 
small to him. He is so put up by nature, that a lash upon his back would 
hurt him, but a lash upon anybody else’s back does not hurt him.” 

Fearful lashes on the back had been taken by Sumner, and any study of 
the relations of Lincoln and Sumner could not leave out Lincoln’s aware- 
ness of the long-drawn-out suffering Sumner had borne. Lincoln possibly 
even suspected what Sumner’s best friend Longfellow had written in a diary, 
that the spinal lacerations from the cane of Preston Brooks had not left the 
brain unaffected. 

Out of their many interviews Sumner would say of Lincoln’s face that 
while sad in repose “yet it lighted easily.” Often they had been near what 
seemed the breaking-point, though not yet had Lincoln’s face failed to light 
easily on greeting Sumner. In two respects Sumner found Lincoln different 
from any and all other characters he had met in the history books. One was 
Lincoln’s state papers, “failing often in correctness,” in weight and pith 
“suffused with a certain poetical color” recalling Bacon’s Essays , having 
“unconscious power without form or apparent effort,” arising from no 
model but springing directly from the man himself; in all his shelves of 
books Sumner could think of nothing past or present with which to com- 
pare Lincoln’s public-affairs writings. “Nothing,” wrote Sumner, “nothing 
similar can be found in state-papers.” 

The second point wherein Sumner found Lincoln out of any comparison 
was on looks. The President had “little resemblance to any historic por- 
trait” unless he might seem to justify the epithet or nickname given to the 
early English King Edward the First also known as Longshanks. The very 
signature of Lincoln had an interest out of the ordinary for Sumner, the 
collector of etchings, art works, and historical relics. The same easy sim- 
plicity of his manner and conversation, “without form or ceremony beyond 
that among neighbors,” Sumner saw in Lincoln’s handwriting. “It was as 
clear as that of Washington, but less florid. Each had been surveyor, and 
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was perhaps indebted to this experience. But the son of the western pioneer 
was more simple in nature, and the man appeared in the autograph.” 

A curious friendship it was between these two strong men, having as 
many differences and contrasts as the remarkable and continued affection 
between Robert Toombs and Alexander H. Stephens. Having said, “Sumner 
thinks he runs me,” Lincoln had no fear of evil resulting from the Boston- 
ian’s so thinking, and even encouraged the thought. Very slowly had the 
President during ’61 and ’62 moved toward what Sumner urged at the begin- 
ning, emancipation of the slaves. To John Bright and to the Duke and 
Duchess of Argyll Sumner wrote that the President was slow, and conveyed 
the impression that under Sumner’s steady prodding, which never ceased, the 
President in the end would take the right action. On the emancipation 
issue the two men had come through still on excellent speaking terms. Now 
they were at loggerheads over the question whether full civil rights should 
be guaranteed the freed Negroes before seceded States were readmitted to 
the Union. Under their surface cordiality, which was deeper than surface 
because each respected an integrity the other had, each hoped to win his 
purpose. The result on this issue was yet to be seen. Again perhaps those 
who sought cunningly to lead the President, slowly might find that he was 
leading them. Lincoln favored civil rights for the Negro as completely as 
Sumner— if and when the guarantees of such rights could be kept without 
race wars and government by bayonet. 

The young Illinois Congressman Shelby M. Cullom was to write of his 
observation of the present and later scenes, “Mr. Lincoln was the only man 
living who ever managed Charles Sumner or could use him for his purpose.” 

The country liked it that Lincoln was at the front. He sensed that. 
Several of his telegrams to Stanton had been given to the press as war news. 
“Taught by experience,” said the New York Herald of April 4, “Old Abe 
now takes the field again, succeeds in extinguishing Davis and is in at the 
death of the rebellion. His bulletins from City Point are so readable that 
we may offer him a situation on the Herald , after his present term expires, 
as a war correspondent in the grand struggle with Europe which is to follow 
the close of our civil contest. [Incessantly the Herald threw this war scare 
at Britain.] Should he accept he can have one hundred dollars a week, his 
rations and a fresh horse every six months.” 

On second thought the Herald believed the President could do better 
yet. So it made the suggestion that he might be in the running politically for 
a third term. “He has so far eclipsed all other politicians by his movements 
on both flanks and in front and rear that we should not wonder if he took 
the starch out of them all for the succession in i860. Who can tell what 
will happen^” 

Lincoln in Virginia relaxed a little, eased off the Washington burdens. It 
was the nearest approach to a vacation he had had since the war began. Of 
course it wasn’t much of a holiday to look at the ruins of Richmond, nor an 
interval of sport to shake hands in tent hospitals with men whose abdominal 
tracts were traced with bullet paths. But Washington with its intrigue and 
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smug satisfactions was worse. Grant and others thought they saw Lincoln’s 
anxiety dimmish in the City Point stay of fifteen days. 

On Saturday, April 8, the River Queen was leaving for Washington. A 
military band came on board, and after several pieces, “Mr. Lincoln thought 
of the ‘Marseillaise’ and said to us that he had a great liking for that tune,” 
wrote Chambrun. “He ordered it to be played. Delighted with it, he had it 
played a second time.” To Chambrun he said with a twinkle of eye, “You 
must, however, come over to America to hear it.” He then called for a play- 
ing of “Dixie,” saying to Chambrun, “That tune is now Federal property.” 
The musicians were surprised. And many an officer, sentinel, teamster, or 
sailor was surprised too that evening on hearing from the President’s flagship 
on the James River the lively air of Dan Emmett’s minstrel song with 
words beginning, “I wish I was in de land of cotton, Old times there am not 
forgotten, Look away, look away, Dixie Land 1 ” The song had been learned 
by millions since Lincoln with Henry C. Whitney heard it at a minstrel 
show m Chicago. Composed by a Northerner and published as sheet music 
in the North, it was being taken up by singers North and South. Lincoln 
wanted it to be a goodwill song of the reunited States. 

The River Queen steamed off. Mr. Lincoln stood a long while looking at 
the spot they were leaving. To the west beyond those shadowy hills two 
armies were in a race, some of the Union pursuers going it day and night, 
with little sleep. On that race, and who should win it, depended the length 
of the war. Mr. Lincoln gazed and had his thoughts, the others letting him 
alone with those thoughts. Whatever they were, they held him till long 
after the speed of the River Queen had put City Point and its hauling and 
mauling military supply depots, its tall river bluffs, its tent hospitals and men 
and boys with pale white faces, far behind in the deep river mist. 

“Before leaving City Point,” wrote Captain Barnes of the escorting Bat, 
“the Admiral [Porter] talked over the precautions and showed great uneasi- 
ness for the President’s safety: so I caused two officers to be added to the 
Bat, with a guard of sailors, with minute instructions for guarding the 
President’s person, day and night. The crew of the River Queen were ex- 
amined, and their records taken.” The next morning at Fortress Monroe 
Barnes spoke good-by to the President, not expecting to see him at the 
Washington landing that day. The President thanked Barnes for attentions 
and “good care,” and made “jocular allusions to the comforts of navy men 
in war times.” 

On Sunday, April 9, steaming up the Potomac, wrote Chambrun: “That 
whole day the conversation dwelt upon literary subjects. Mr. Lincoln read 
to us for several hours passages . . . from Shakespeare. Most of these were 
from ‘Macbeth,’ and, in particular, the verses which follow Duncan’s assassi- 
nation.” These relate how Macbeth becoming king after the murder of 
Duncan suffered torments of mind. “Mr. Lincoln paused here while reading, 
and began to explain to us how true a description of the murderer that one 
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was; when, the dark deed achieved, its tortured perpetrator came to envy 
the sleep of his victim.” 

This scene Lincoln read aloud twice, holding what Sumner described as 
“a beautiful quarto Shakespeare m his hands.” As if to test out further some 
dark magic not gathered in the first reading he gave again the lines: 

Duncan is m his grave, 

After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well, 

Treason has done his worst, nor steel, nor poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. 

Politics and immediate affairs did for a moment arise this Sabbath steam- 
ing up the Potomac on the River Queen . Mrs. Lincoln, “one privileged to 
address him in that way,” noted Sumner, spoke of Jefferson Davis: “Do 
not allow him to escape the law—he must be hanged ,,, The President replied 
calmly, “Judge not, that ye be not judged .” 

And by Sumner’s account, when pressed again by the remark that the 
sight of Libby Prison made it impossible to pardon the Confederate chief, 
Lincoln repeated twice over the words, “Judge not, that ye be not judged.” 

Veiled in his own meditations as they steamed past the enshrined home 
of Washington, Chambrun said to him, “Mount Vernon and Springfield, the 
memories of Washington and your own, those of the revolutionary and 
civil wars; these are the spots and names America shall one day equally 
honor.” Lincoln came out of himself. “Springfield 1 How happy, four years 
hence, will I be to return there m peace and tranquillity!” 

The roofs of Washington came into view. Mrs. Lincoln in long silence 
looked at the city, turned to the Marquis. “That city is filled with our 
enemies.” The President heard. He raised an arm and somewhat impatiently: 
“Enemies’ we must never speak of that.” 

Sumner and Chambrun entered a carriage with the President and Mrs. 
Lincoln, drove with them to the White House, where the President expected 
in the morning to take up much business left unfinished while he had been 
at City Point. 

One errand and duty, however, must be done this night. Straight to the 
home of William H. Seward he drove. Four days ago on a sunny spring 
afternoon Seward in a carriage for his customary daily drive, in company 
with his son and daughter and a young friend of the latter, had watched his 
fast team of young horses prance and go, had enjoyed it. Horses were his 
outdoor sport and pleasure; a team of Arabians he once owned won national 
reputation. Suddenly on this afternoon these carriage horses took fright and 
plunged into a wild runaway. Seward stood up, tried for a leap to the pave- 
ment, was thrown in the air, took a bad fall, and when a crowd gathered 
he was found unconscious. Taken to his home, physicians examined him to 
find the right shoulder badly dislocated, the jaw broken on both sides, his 
slow and partial return to consciousness coming with agonizing pain. On the 
third day his wife, who had journeyed from Auburn, New York, with heart- 
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ache, saw his face so bruised, swollen, discolored, his voice so changed and 
hoarse, that he seemed a man she had never before looked at. At first he 
wandered m delirium, but on the third day was again in his right mind. 

The gaslights m the house were turned low as Lmcoln entered, the rooms 
quiet, everyone moving softly and speaking in whispers. On a bed in the 
center of his second-floor room lay the Secretary of State, swathed m 
bandages. To his now old and proven friend young Frederick Seward guided 
the President, who sat down on the side of the bed near the left arm of the 
sick and broken man. The wounded right arm was sensitive and at times 
crazy with pain. The face looked out from a steel frame that held the jaw 
for healing. 

Lincoln spoke softly, solemnly, his greetings and sympathy. From the 
swollen tongue came with pain and effort the hoarse whisper, “You are back 
from Richmond?” 

Then Lincoln leaned across the bed, rested on an elbow so as tc bring 
his face nearer to the face of his friend, and told of many things he had 
seen and heard on the trip to City Point. Seward listened, his mind eager. 

“They were left together for a half hour or more,” wrote the son 
Frederick. “Then the door opened softly, and Mr. Lincoln came out gently, 
intimating by a silent look and gesture that Seward had fallen into a feverish 
slumber and must not be disturbed.” 


CHAPTER 68 

PALM SUNDAY OF ’65 


WHILE Lincoln traveled on the River Queen one night and one day, from 
City Point to Washington, the mam prop and bulwark of the Confederacy 
fell and lay fallen beyond saving. 

In the race westward to see whether Grant could stop Lee from heading 
south and joining Johnston, no one could be sure what was going to happen. 
On the Peninsula, at Fredericksburg and Chancellorsville, at Gettysburg and 
in the Wilderness and at Spotsylvania Court House, the traps had been set 
for the Army of Northern Virginia and it had broken through, at times 
handing bloody punishment to an enemy having twice as many troops. Now 
again Grant hoped to throw such a ring of men and steel around Lee that 
another escape would be impossible or too costly to think about. 

In ten days of latter March and early April Lee lost 19,000 men to Grant 
as prisoners. In a series of desperate fights the total of Lee’s killed and 
wounded ran high— and of effective troops he had none to spare. The race 
westward on parallel lines was clocked with running battles. The one day’s 



PALM SUNDAY OF ’65 197 

stop at Amelia Court House instead of expected food supplies saw nothing 
at all. The rank and file of the army must march on slim rations, mainly 
of parched corn. 

At a branch of the Appomattox River named Sayler’s (or Sailor’s) Creek 
enough of the Union Army had overtaken Lee to force a combat that re- 
sulted in Lee’s saying to one of his officers, “General, that half of our army 
is destroyed.” 

Hunger was a helper of Grant— hunger counting more than guns and 
munitions. The cannon of Lee were on short rations as well as the foot 
soldiers and cavalry horses. The artillerists knew if they went into a straight 
frontal battle they wouldn’t have shells to last through. For this the North 
had played, and Sherman and Sheridan had devastated and Grant had ham- 
mered and Lincoln had toiled and held on— for this, the exhaustion of the 
South— a whittling away and a wearing down till the Army of Northern 
Virginia was a spectral shadow of the body that not quite two years ago 
had invaded Pennsylvania and threatened Philadelphia and Baltimore. 

Many were barefoot, many had toes and heels out from their shoes, 
hats and clothes testified to wear and weather, and their blanket rolls were 
thin and down to final necessities— m the kind of marching and fighting they 
had gone through every useless ounce of weight was left behind. Yet as 
troops they were proved and fast. Whatever General Lee asked they would 
give. The basic essential remnant of this army was ready for death or starva- 
tion or retreat to the mountains and guerrilla warfare till the last man was 
gone. They had fought, dug, pivoted, maneuvered, till they knew each other 
and had timing and concentration down to fine points. 

Grant knew probably better than anyone that he could beat this army, 
smash pieces of it and send it recoiling in retreat. But he wouldn’t swear 
he could capture it. To bag such an army of proved wit and flair— to take 
the whole of it and end the war— that was something else. Anything could 
happen. Of his own Army of the Potomac Grant was proud. Never, he was 
saying now, had it marched and fought with such fine co-ordination, com- 
manders and men at times outdoing what he ordered and expected. The im- 
mediate objective however was immense— and might be lost— no one could 
tell beforehand. 

So while Lincoln sailed down the James River and out on the Atlantic 
the mght of April 8, Grant the iron man, Grant the cool and imperturbable, 
Grant the model of self-possession and personal control during heavy and 
fierce action, Grant in the rear of the Army of the Potomac pressing Lee’s 
rear guard, stopped at a farmhouse with a sick headache. Grant spent the 
night bathing his feet in hot water and mustard, putting mustard plasters on 
his wrists and the back of his neck, moving restlessly on a sitting-room sofa 
trying to snatch a little sleep. He was a worn man, keeping his saddle day 
and night, living on scant and hurried meals, now at the rear and again at 
the farthest front, where troops seeing him said, “The old man is here— the 
fur is going to fly!” 

His mind had concentrated intensely on notes he wrote to Lee and Lee’s 
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answers. Each of these great and adroit commanders was making deep 
gnesses about what was going on in the mind of the other. Rawlms m one 
of his frank outbursts was telling Grant that Lee’s latest note was “cunningly 
worded,” false, and deserving of no reply, Grant quietly replying: “Some 
allowance must be made for the trying position in which General Lee is 
placed. ... If I meet Lee he will surrender before I leave.” Rawlms ex- 
ploded farther “You have no right to meet Lee, or anybody else, to arrange 
terms of peace. That is the prerogative [Rawlins was a lawyer back home m 
Galena, Illinois] of the President and the Senate. Your business is to capture 
or destroy Lee’s army.” Then Rawlins brought out the instructions which 
Lincoln had sent to Grant on March 3 saying Grant was held strictly to 
military matters and must not assume “to decide, discuss, or confer upon 
any political questions.” 

Grant however believed he knew the mind and feeling of Lincoln 
beyond these instructions. Their many talks at City Point made him sure of 
what he could offer Lee that would be as though from the President. So he 
refused to string along with Rawlins, and sent Lee another note to the effect 
that while he had “no authority to treat on the subject of peace,” he would 
however state “that I am equally anxious for peace with yourself, and the 
whole North entertains the same feeling.” Lee read the note as an invitation 
for him to meet Grant and discuss terms of surrender, this in line with 
Grant’s hope “that all our difficulties may be settled without the loss of 
another life.” 

Whatever might be the communications of men at daybreak this morning 
of April 9, the earth spoke of peace. The oaks flung out fresh tassels. Trees 
leafed out pale green. Peach trees sang with blossoms. New grass and open- 
ing buds put the breath of spring on the air. Winter had said good-by a 
week or so before when troops had shaken a white frost off their blankets 
before the morning coffee. Now softer nights had come. Now it was Palm 
Sunday, April 9, 1865, a date to be encircled in red, white, and blue on 
calendars. 

Across the path of Lee’s army and blocking its way this morning stood 
the cavalry of Phil Sheridan. At five o’clock this morning General Lee on 
high ground studied the landscape and what it held. Through a fog he 
looked. What had arrived yonder^ Was it Sheridan only, or did the horse 
have supporting foot troops^ 3 He would wait. He had seen his troops break- 
fast that morning on parched com, men and horses having the same food. 
He had seen his officers breakfast on a gruel of meal and water. He had 
not been seen to eat any breakfast himself. He had put on his handsomest 
sword, coat, hat, boots and spurs looking new and fresh, the array topped 
with a sash of deep-red silk, saying when General Pendleton asked about 
this gay garb, “I have probably to be General Grant’s prisoner and thought 
I must make my best appearance.” 

Eight o’clock came. Also came word that Sheridan’s cavalry had fallen 
slowly back and widened out. Behind the cavalry and screened by wood- 
land waited heavy bodies of infantry m blue; these were the troops of Ord 
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and Griffin, who had made an almost incredible march of thirty miles the 
night and day before, coming up at daybreak to support Sheridan and 
invite battle. To the left, to the rear, were other Union lines. Their circle 
of campfires reflected on clouds the night before told of their surrounding 
the Army of Northern Virginia. 

Robert E. Lee now had three choices. He could go into frontal battle, 
fight the last, bloody, forlorn conflict of the war. He could escape with a 
thin remnant to mountains lying westward and carry on guerrilla warfare. 
Or he could surrender. 

He asked Longstreet and other generals whether the sacrifice of his 
army in battle would help the Confederate cause elsewhere. They said in 
effect that a battle lost now against overwhelming numbers and resources 
would be of no use. To General Alexander, Lee spoke of the lawless futility 
of bushwhacking and guerrilla fighting, which “would bring on a state of 
affairs it would take the country years to recover from.” 

Lee’s staff officers heard him say, “There is nothing left me to do but 
to go and see General Grant, and I would rather die a thousand deaths.” 

“Oh, General,” protested one, “what will history say of the surrender 
of the army in the fields” 

“Yes, I know they will say hard things of us! They will not under- 
stand how we were overwhelmed by numbers. But that is not the question, 
Colonel: The question is, is it right to surrender this army. If it is right, 
then I will take all the responsibility.” 

He looked over the field at a lifting fog and spoke as though tempted 
to go out where, the war being still on, he would be one easy target. “How 
easily could I be rid of this, and be at rest! I have only to ride along 
the line and all will be over!” For a moment he seemed almost helpless, 
then recovered. “But it is our duty to live.” 

Lee wrote a note asking Grant for an interview “with reference to the 
surrender of this army.” Grant on receiving it at once wrote Lee to name 
the place for their meeting. Grant riding toward the front said to Colonel 
Horace Porter, “The pain m my head seemed to leave me the moment I 
got Lee’s letter.” 

And it became a folk tale and a school-reader story how at the McLean 
house on the edge of Appomattox village, ninety-five miles west of Rich- 
mond, the two great captains of men faced each other in a little room and 
Lee gave over his army to Grant, and the two men looked so different 
from each other. Lee tall and erect, Grant short and stoop-shouldered. Lee 
in a clean and dazzling military outfit, Grant in a rough-worn and dusty 
blouse telling his high rank only by the three stars on the shoulders, Grant 
apologizing to Lee that he had come direct from the field and hadn’t time 
to change his uniform. Lee fifty-eight years old with silver hair, near the 
evening of life, Grant forty-two with black hair and unspent strength 
of youth yet in him. 

Lee inside was writhing over the bitter ordeal, and Grant later admitted 
that he was embarrassed— though both of them wore grave, inscrutable faces 
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and no one could have read the mixed feelings masked by the two com- 
manders. Grant had never been a Republican, never voted for Lincoln till 
’64, never traveled with the abolitionists. Lee had never advised the seces- 
sion of Virginia; had never been a slaveholder except by inheritance and 
had immediately sold the slaves; had never given to the Confederacy his 
first and deepest loyalty, which for him belonged to Virginia; had never 
said otherwise than that he would have stayed out of the war if Virginia 
had stayed out of the Confederacy; had never sought to devise a grand 



The McLean house 


strategy of the war based on the whole Confederacy; had never, so it 
seemed, in reality considered the Confederacy as a nation, but rather as a 
loose league of States, each one a sovereign nation. 

Both saw slavery as a canker and an evil. Neither cared for war as a 
game for its own sake. Each loved horses, home life, wife and family. And 
Lee, though it would have been an insolent lie to call him a Union man, 
had some mysterious, indefinable instinct about a Union of States, one 
common country, if it could be effected with honor. The Jefferson Davis 
and Rhett-Yancey vision of a Confederate slave empire stretching from the 
Ohio River to the Isthmus of Panama, including the Island of Cuba, had 
never had mention or approval from Lee. And yet, what he was doing this 
day in the McLean house came hard, and was, as he said, worse than dying 
a thousand deaths. 

“I met you once before, General Lee,” began Grant in even voice, 
“while we were serving in Mexico. ... I have always remembered your 
appearance, and I think I should have recognized you anywhere.” 

“Yes, I know I met you on that occasion, and I have often thought of 
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it and tried to recollect how you looked, but I have never been able to 
recall a single feature.” 

Talk about Mexico ran into memories of that war when they both wore 
blue. Grant just about forgot why they were there, it seemed, or else the 
old and early bashfulness of Grant was working. Lee brought him to the 
point. “I suppose, General Grant, that the object of our present meeting 
is fully understood. I asked to see you to ascertain upon what terms you 
would receive the surrender of my army.” 

Not a shading of change crossed Grant’s face. He went on as between 
two good neighbors. “The terms I propose are those stated substantially 
in my letter of yesterday— that is, the officers and men surrendered to be 
paroled and disqualified from taking up arms again until properly exchanged, 
and all arms, ammunition and supplies to be delivered up as captured 
property.” 

Lee nodded assent. This was what he had hoped for, though one of his 
generals had predicted that the army would be marched off to prison m 
shame and disgrace. “Those,” said Lee to Grant, “are about the conditions 
I expected would be proposed.” 

Grant, seated at a table, put it in writing, his staff aides and corps com- 
manders standing by, Lee seated with his aide Colonel Charles Marshall 
standing behind his chair. Grant rose, stepped over to Lee, and handed him 
the paper scrawled in pencil. Lee took out spectacles from a pocket, pulled 
out a handkerchief and wiped the glasses, crossed his legs, and read slowly 
and carefully the strangest and most consequential paper for him that had 
ever met his eyes. 

At the words “until properly” he suggested that General Grant must 
have meant to add the word “exchanged.” 

“Why, yes,” said Grant, “I thought I had put in the word ‘exchanged.’ ” 

Lee said that with Grant’s permission he would mark where the word 
“exchanged” should be inserted. “Certainly,” said Grant. Lee felt his pockets 
for a pencil and seemed that day to have no pencil. Colonel Horace Porter 
stepped forward with a pencil. Lee thanked him, put a caret where the 
word “exchanged” was to go in, read to the finish, and then with his first 
touch of warmth said to Grant, “This will have a very happy effect on 
my army.” 

Grant asked for any further suggestions. Lee had one. In his army the 
cavalrymen and artillerists owned their horses. He wanted these men who 
owned their mounts to have them on their farms for spring plowing. Grant 
said this subject was quite new to him. He hadn’t known that private 
soldiers owned their horses. In his own army the rank and file had only 
government horses and mules. However, “I take it that most of the men 
in the ranks are small farmers, and as the country has been so raided by 
the two armies, it is doubtful whether they will be able to put in a crop 
to carry themselves and their families through the next winter without 
the aid of the horses they are now riding.” So without changing the written 
terms he would instruct officers receiving paroles “to let all the men who 
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claim to own a horse or mule take the animals home with them to work 
their little farms.” 

Lee showed relief. “This will have the best possible effect upon the 
men. It will be very gratifying and will do much toward conciliating our 
people.” 

Lee shook hands with some of Grant’s generals who offered theirs, 
bowed, said little, was too heavy of heart to join in a pleasantry from one 
old West Point acquaintance, then turned to Grant saying that a thousand 
Union prisoners, including some officers, had been living the last few days 
on parched corn only; they required attention, and of provisions “I have, 


Grant and Lee sign their names to a paper on a table in the McLean house 

indeed, nothing for my own men.” This was discussed briefly and Grant 
directed that 25,000 rations be sent to Lee’s men. 

Lee wrote an acceptance of Grant’s terms, signed it, and at 3:45 in the 
afternoon of this Palm Sunday, April 9, 1865, the documents of surrender- 
ing an army were completed. There remained only such formalities as roll 
call and stacking of arms. Union gunners made ready to fire a salute of 
grand national triumph, but Grant forbade any signs of rejoicing over a 
broken enemy that he hoped hereafter would no longer be an enemy. 
Grant directed his men that no cheers, no howls of triumph, were wanted— 
and few were heard. The rank and file of these two armies, “bluebelly” 
and “butternut,” had traded tobacco and coffee and newspapers on the 
picket lines enough to have a degree of fellowship and affection for each 
other. Too often this fraternizing on the front lines had troubled com- 
manders who felt it was interfering with the war. 

Lee rode among his men— who crowded around him crying, “We’ll 
fight ’em yet”— and explained, with tears and in a choked voice, that they 
had fought the war together, he had done his best, and it was over. Many 
were dazed. Some wept. Others cursed and babbled. The army could die 
but never surrender, they had hoped. Yet they still worshiped Lee. They 
touched his hands, his uniform; they petted Traveller and smoothed his 
flanks with their hands. One man, throwing down his musket, cried to the 
blue heaven: “Blow, Gabriel, blow! My God, let him blow, I am ready to 
die!” 

A gentleman fighter, in dirt and rags, reached up a hand saying: “Gen- 
eral, I have had the honor of serving with this army since you took com- 
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mand. If I thought you were to blame for what has occurred today, I 
could not look you in the face. God bless you 1 ” Another gripped the com- 
mander’s hand with “Farewell, General Lee. ... I wish for your sake and 
mine that every damned Yankee on earth was sunk ten miles in hell 1 ” 

Perhaps no man in either army did better at briefly sketching what had 
happened than Meade writing to his wife. “Lee’s army was reduced to a 
force of less than ten thousand effective armed men. We had at least fifty 
thousand around him, so that nothing but madness would have justified 
resistance.” This was more basic than Colonel Theodore Lyman exulting 
to his wife in a one-sentence message inked m large letters: “The rebellion 
has gone up!!” 

For Grant it was one more odd day. Three times now he had bagged 
a whole army. Three times now— at Fort Donelson, at Vicksburg, at Appo- 
mattox— he had been the center figure of operations bringing m an entire 
army for surrender. But he admitted that he worried more before Appomat- 
tox than at Donelson or Vicksburg. He had kept his pledge to Lincoln 
that he would do his best to avoid a final bloody battle. He was in faith 
with Lincoln’s spirit at City Point in his order to stop the firing of salutes. 
“The war is over; the rebels are our countrymen again, and the best sign 
of rejoicing after the victory will be to abstain from all demonstrations in 
the field.” 

The next day it rained. The paroles amounted to 28,231. Grant and Lee 
sat their horses between lines for a farewell talk. Grant said he was interested 
in peace and hoped to have soon the surrender of the other Confederate 
armies. Lee replied that the South was a large country and that the Federals 
might be compelled to march over it three or four times before the war 
was entirely ended, but the Federals could do this, he said, because the 
South could no longer resist. For his own part, he hoped there w r ould be 
no further sacrifice of life. Grant said that not a man in the South had so 
great an influence with soldiers and people as General Lee, that if Lee 
would now advise the surrender of the other armies his advice w r ould be 
followed. Lee said he could not do this without first consulting President 
Davis. And with no misunderstandings Grant and Lee said good-bv. 

Some of Grant’s staff men asked permission to go over into the Con- 
federate lines and visit “old friends.” “They went over,” -wrote Grant, “had 
a very pleasant time with their old friends, and brought some of them back 
with them when they returned.” Truly the war was beginning to be over. 
Lee, going back to camp, met a cavalcade of blue and a cheery good 
morning from a bearded man at the head of it who took off his cap to 
Lee. A second look told Lee it was George Gordon Meade of Gettysburg 
and other points North. “But what are you doing with all that gray in 
your beards” quizzed Lee. Meade smiled to an old friend of kindlier days. 
“You have to answer for most of it f ” Then as Lee and Meade rode together 
toward Confederate headquarters cheers and yells rose from Lee’s rank-and- 
filers. Meade turned to his color-bearer and ordered him to unfurl the 
Stars and Stripes. And a proud though lean and famished trooper at the 




The South treasures the general order signed “R E Lee Gen,” dated April io, 1865, 
at “Head Qr Army N Va,” reading “After four years of arduous service, marked by 
unsurpassed courage and fortitude the Army of Northern Virginia has been compelled 
to yield to overwhelming numbers. I need not tell the survivors of so many hard fought 
battles who have remained steadfast to the last, that I have consented to this result from 
no distrust of them. But feeling that valor and devotion could accomplish nothing 
that would compensate the loss that would attend the continuance of the contest— I 
determined to avoid the useless sacrifice of those whose past services have endeared 
them to their countrymen. By the terms of the agreement officers and men can return 
to their homes and remain until exchanged. You will take with you the satisfaction 
that proceeds from the consciousness of duty faithfully performed, and I earnestly 
pray that a merciful God will extend to you His blessing and protection— With un- 
ceasing admiration of your constancy and devotion to your country, and a grateful 
remembrance of your kind and generous consideration of myself, I bid you an affec- 
tionate farewell [.]” Slightly reduced in size from the original m the Barrett collection. 
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roadside cried: “Damn your old rag! We are cheering General Lee.” Here 
the war was still on. As Confederate Colonel Bryan Grimes shook hands m 
good-by to a North Carolinian he heard, “God bless you, we will go home, 
make three more crops and then try them again.” 

The giving up of ragged and shot-pierced battle flags came hard. 
Veterans wept as they stood them alongside surrendered muskets. In a few 
instances color-bearers hid the flags under their shirts and carried them 
home. Still other banners were tom into pieces and shared out among men 
who had heard shells and bullets singing around the old emblem. They 
understood General Lee’s farewell order of that day saying they had 
been “compelled to yield to overwhelming numbers and resources,” and 
though they were “steadfast to the last” they had arrived where “valor and 
devotion could accomplish nothing to compensate the loss ... the use- 
less sacrifice.” Back to their homes and fields, toward the things that used 
to be, they started, in columns, in squads, as lone stragglers, some of them 
wondering what they might find where Sherman and Sheridan had been. 
On the war they were pretty well talked out. Later again they might talk 
about the war. Now it was home and the folks and girls and women and 
how to make a living— this they talked about-some with occasional blas- 
phemy and eternal curses on Abe Lincoln, the one man on whom they 
blamed the war. 

Sheridan paid $20 in gold for the table on which General Grant wrote 
the terms of surrender and presented it to the wife of his dashing, long- 
haired, Indian-fighter General Custer. Ord paid $40 for the table at which 
Lee sat and tried to give it to Mrs. Grant, who insisted that Mrs. Ord 
should have it. The chairs in which Lee and Grant sat, a stone inkstand, 
brass candlesticks, a child’s doll— these and other articles in the surrender 
room were bought and carried away as relics of a scene that could never 
happen again. Later the land thereabouts was to be dedicated as Surrender 
Grounds. 

Yes, it was to become a folk tale and a school-reader story, how at 
Appomattox Grant and Lee signed papers. For a vast living host the word 
Appomattox had magic and beauty. They sang the syllables “Ap-po-mat- 
tox” as a happy little carol of harvest and fields of peace and the sun going 
down with no shots in the night to follow. 

One of the great Confederate combat leaders proven in the war, General 
John B. Gordon, had sat his horse and spoken farewell to his men. Some 
of them he had seen weeping as they folded burnt and shot-pierced battle 
flags and laid them on the stacked arms of surrender. As he told his troops 
of his own grief he tried to give them hope to rebuild out of the poverty 
and ashes to which many would return. While he spoke there drifted into 
his audience numbers of Union soldiers. They carried his remarks to Con- 
gressman Elihu Washbume, who came to General Gordon, made himself 
known, said he was pleased with the trend of Gordon’s remarks, and made 
one emphatic statement which Gordon found “greatly encouraged” him. 



20 6 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

Gordon wrote later that he could never forget the laconic answer to 
his inquiry, “Why do you think, Mr. Washbume, that the South will be 
generously dealt with by the Government^” The reply: “Because Abraham 
Lincoln is at its head.” Gordon was one of those w 7 ho in the rush and fury 
of the war had not had time to study Lincoln’s words and policies. 

“I knew something of Mr. Lincoln’s past history,” wrote Gordon, “but 
I had no knowledge whatever of any kindly sentiment entertained by him 
toward the South. The emphatic words of Mr. Washburne, his intimate 
friend and counsellor, greatly interested me. I was with Mr. Washburne 
for several succeeding days— we rode on horseback together from Appo- 
mattox toward Petersburg; and his description of Mr. Lincoln’s character, 
of his genial and philanthropic nature, accompanied with illustrative anec- 
dotes, was not only extremely entertaining, but was to me a revelation. . . . 
Mr. Washburne said ... it would speedily be known to the Southern 
people that the President was deeply concerned for their welfare, that 
there would be no prosecutions and no discrimination, but that the States’ 
governments would be promptly recognized, and every effort made to help 
the Southern people. These impressive assurances were adding strength 
to my hopes.” 

It was thirty months since Antietam and Gordon’s message to General 
Lee that his men were still holding the shot-bitten center of the army, 
thirty months since Fanny Haralson Gordon, his wife, had come into a 
hospital to hear a man with a shattered jaw greeting her, “Mrs. Gordon, 
you have not a very handsome husband!” 

Gordon could never forget a Kentucky father who lost two sons, one 
dying for the North, the other for the South. Over the two graves of his 
soldier boys the father set up a joint monument inscribed “God knows 
which was right.*’ 
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CHAPTER 69 

THE NORTH GOES WILD 


HOW Lincoln slept that night of April 9 and whether dream shapes spoke 
to him— this would have interested many whose minds at once ran to him 
in connection with a telegram received at the War Department at nine 
o’clock that night. 

From Appomattox Grant telegraphed Stanton at 4*30 that afternoon* 
“General Lee surrendered the Army of Northern Virginia this afternoon 
on terms proposed by myself. The accompanying additional correspondence 
will show the conditions fully.” 

The war was over. It would have various dying flares in a sunset sky. 
The costs and sacrifices could never be forgotten. There would be hates 
and rankling memories kept alive and lingering in a miasma of swamp mist. 
The war nevertheless had spent itself and gone now into a realm of memory 
and hallucination, a national ordeal and fever over and past. 

The newsmen wrote their stories, put on the wires the glad tidings, and 
then went out and got drunk, or as Noah Brooks had it, “unbent them- 
selves in a private and exclusive jollification.” Cannon boomed out over 
Washington at dawn, a salute of five hundred guns ordered by the Secre- 
tary of War. Over muddy streets surged people singing and cheering. The 
government departments gave their clerks another holiday. Treasury em- 
ployees gathered in the main corridor, sang “Praise God from whom all 
blessings flow,” marched across to the White House and serenaded the 
President at breakfast with “The Star-spangled Banner.” To Stanton Lincoln 
sent a note: “Tad wants some flags. Can he be accommodated [?]” 

The forenoon wore on with the area in front of the White House 
filling with an enormous crowd. Howitzers dragged up from the navy 
yard growled in the street. Brass bands had their music interrupted by 
guns. Tad showed at the well-known window from which the President 
always spoke. The crowd roared as he waved a captured Confederate flag. 
Hats went in the air with volleys of yells as the President came out to 
look at a throng where hatless men were now throwing into the air other 
men’s hats and crazy emotion poured out in screams that rose and curved 
in rockets. As the heaving surface of hats, faces, and arms quieted down, 
the President spoke brief congratulations on the occasion, said arrangements 
were made for a formal celebration and he would defer his remarks. 

“We can’t wait,” came voices. He went on, “If there should be such a 
demonstration, I, of course, will have to respond to it. [A voice, “Bully 
for you.”] And I will have nothing to say if you dribble it out of me now. 
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[Laughter and cries, “We want to hear you now.”] I see you have a band, 
[Voices, “We have three of them.”] I propose now closing up by requesting 
you to play a certain piece of music or a tune. I thought ‘Dixie’ one of the 
best tunes I ever heard. [Laughter.]” 

A band started playing “Dixie” and quit on seeing the President had not 
finished his remarks. He was still talking about “Dixie.” “I had heard that 
our adversaries over the way had attempted to appropriate it. I insisted yes- 
terday that we had fairly captured it. [Cheers and laughter.] I presented the 
question to the Attorney-General, and he gave his opinion that it is our law- 
ful prize. [Laughter and cheers.] I ask the band to give us a good turn upon 
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The President requests flags for Tad; above three officials add their memoranda. 
Originals in the Barrett collection. 


it.” The band gave “Dixie.” The crowd gave three cheers and a tiger. The 
band followed with “Yankee Doodle,” the President then leading off, wav- 
ing his hand, in three cheers for Grant and his officers and men, three more 
cheers for the navy— and the rollicking crowd moved away. Down Pennsyl- 
vania Avenue beflagged steam fire engines roared, their whistles screeching. 
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Over the North that day of April 10 everything done before in victory 
celebrations was again done— but longer, oftener, and with a complete and 
final enthusiasm. To the prowar celebrants were joined the antiwar people, 
the peace men and women who had always said the war was a cruel and 
costly failure, they too were glad now. Everybody threw in— everybody still 
alive and humanly registering. The day dedicated itself to humanity and the 
Union of States, to the importance of “Yankee Doodle” and the dazzling 
and inexplicable paradoxes of the American Dream. What would make a 
noise and proclaim joy 5 The shooting of cannon and shotguns 5 So they shot 
them, and there was booming and roaring. And bells 5 They would make a 
happy sound? Yes, church bells and college and school bells and farmhouse 
dinner bells and fire-wagon bells— the bong-bong and the clang-clang went 
on the air. Farmers heard the news and stepped out on the front porch with 
whatever shotgun or squirrel rifle there was and with a grin let the blast go 
and with a grin turned to the family to talk about how soon the boy with 
Grant or Sherman would be home for spring plowing. Between bells and 
salute shots the cry again and again: “The war is over! The war is over 1 ” 
Too long had they wondered if it would ever end. Four years is a long 
time. So many, even so many of the loyal ones, had been heartsick about 
the way it dragged for four years beyond all first expectations. The Union 
had won the war. Lincoln had had his way. What was Lincoln doing 5 How 
did he feel today 5 Great God, but Lincoln must be thankful today. Hurrah 
for the Union! Hurrah for Lincoln! Hurrah for Grant and Sherman, the 
grand right and left arms of Lincoln! Get out the flags. Hang out every rag 
in the house that looks like a flag. Hang out red-white-and-blue bunting. 
Make a show. Great Jehovah, but we’re glad the war’s over! 

Men on horseback rode up and down swinging cowbells and tooting 
horns. Men tied tin cans to sticks, to ropes, and stood on street corners 
rattling their noisemakers. Express-company wagons, freight trucks of 
wholesale houses, rumbled hither and yon with no destination, filled with 
men and boys singing, shouting, outblaring each other with tin horns, halt- 
ing to take on board laughing apple-cheeked girls. A brass-foundry wagon 
loaded with men hammering away, each seeing who could bong the loudest 
on a big bell. Brewery wagons hauled by strapping big horses, with giants 
of men in leather aprons hoisting kegs of beer, stopping to draw free beer 
for thirsty crowds. The bells of two, six, twenty churches and cathedrals 
tolled without ceasing, occasionally joined by a screaming chorus of factory 
and river-boat whistles. Six-horse and eight-horse wagons loaded with noise- 
makers, sometimes pounding a row of anvils or a long steam boiler, mer- 
chants, doctors, lawyers, ministers, clerks, porters, roustabouts, all joined in 
hammering out joy over victory and better yet, joy over the war coming 
to an end. Nothing but flood or fire could have kept local drum majors with 
twirling batons, brass bands, fife-and-drum corps, and boy-zouave outfits 
from performing, from marching between jammed sidewalks and flags and 
red-white-and-blue bunting. In newspapers metropolitan and rural over and 
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again the reporters writing, in effect, “Above the noise and jollification two 
names are on every lip, Lincoln and Grant.” 

Many a storekeeper shut his doors and went celebrating. It was a holiday. 
The night saw torches and transparencies, bonfires, songs and howling. No- 
body could be too foolish this day. Men climbed lampposts, stood upright 
on bareback horses, invented ways to defy gravitation. Laughing men rode 
sober-faced mules, riding backward and brandishing the mule’s tail at on- 
lookers. Those who could turn somersaults and handsprings, those who 
could imitate roosters or tame or wild animals— they performed for those 
who wished they could walk on their hands or stand on their ears or go up 
in a chariot of fire like Elijah. The crazy and cruel dance of death called 
War had come to an end. No more one-legged, one-armed lads coming 
home, no more cripples and men broken in skirmish and charge and assault. 
For many there was nothing to do but get drunk. “Have annozer an’ an- 
nozer— ish de biggesh day zish country ever saw.” Shake hands once, shake 
hands again, put your arms around anybody, today we love everybody, the 
war is over, throw your hat on the windmill, throw your hat over the moon. 

“The tidings were spread over the country during the night, and the 
nation seems delirious with joy,” wrote the grave Gideon Welles in his 
diary. . . . “All, all are jubilant.” For himself he was not delirious, though 
quietly jubilant. This would go for the President too on this day. Welles 
called on the President, found him “looking well and feeling well.” Why 
not 5 This was his day. He had answers to prayer. His heart probably ran 
with that of his friend Professor James Russell Lowell writing that day to 
Professor Charles Eliot Norton: “The news, my dear Charles, is from 
Heaven. I felt a strange and tender exaltation. I wanted to laugh and I 
wanted to cry, and ended by holding my peace and feeling devoutly thank- 
ful. There is something magnificent m having a country to love.” The jour- 
nalist Edwin L. Godkin wrote that he had waited so long and so eagerly 
desired Lee’s surrender that “it had taken the shape in my mind of a wild 
dream” and on now hearing the news, “I sat dumbfounded for an hour.” 
In Willard’s Hotel an elderly gentleman having had a few drinks, but not 
too many for the day, leaped up on the bar and led the crowd in singing 
“Praise God from whom all blessings flow.” In the streets of New York 
City, on the Board of Trade, on the Stock Exchange floor, there too the old 
Doxology was one of the popular songs of the day, along with the other 
songs heard everywhere from the Biblical and the bibulous on this day: 
“John Brown’s Body,” “My Country, ’Tis of Thee,” “Rally Round the 
Flag, Boys,” “The Star-spangled Banner,” and occasionally was heard the 
swaggering, savage merriment of the revolutionary “Jubilo” and the striding 
“Marching through Georgia.” 

Prevailing was hilarity, high jinks and headaches, with an undertow of 
humility and gratitude. Motley wrote of twenty thousand businessmen in 
New York City uncovering their heads and singing in unison the psalm of 
thanksgiving: “Praise God.” Reports credited even the gold speculators and 
army-supply contractors as cheerful about the future. Trinity Church at a 
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midday service overflowed with worshipers, Manhattan “figures of distinc- 
tion.” The choir chanted the “Te Deum,” a great pipe organ pealed, and 
the congregation rose at word from the clergyman and sang the “Gloria in 
Excelsis.” New York, the financial capital and the cultural center of the 
nation, from the beginning more half-hearted about the war than any other 
large Northern city, New York voices sang the line “Glory be to God on 
high, and on earth peace, good will towards men.” To a far-stretching 
throng on the White House lawn late that afternoon the President spoke 
from the usual middle-front, second-story window facing Lafayette Park, 
one press report giving his little address as follows: 

“If the company had assembled by appointment, some mistake had crept 
into their understanding. He had appeared before a larger audience than 
this one to-day, and he would repeat what he then said— namely, he supposed 
owing to the great good news there would be some demonstration. He 
would prefer to-morrow evening, when he should be quite willing, and he 
hoped ready, to say something. He desired to be particular, because every- 
thing he said got into print. Occupying the position he did, a mistake would 
produce harm, and therefore he wanted to be careful not to make a mistake.” 

A transcript of the speech as taken down by a reporter and published m 
several newspapers was more interesting, in its offhand manner somewhat 
parallel with the various speeches he delivered when on his way to his first 
inauguration. Then he was a butt of ridicule for having nothing to say m 
a crisis, “a simple Susan.” Now he had a right, it was assumed, to pleasant 
banter about his responsibility. He was now also better aware of the length 
of the shadow he threw, and he surpassed all of these former offhand 
speeches to White House lawn crowds m telling them why they must wait 
for what he had to say. 

“I am informed,” he began, “that you have assembled here this afternoon 
under the impression that I had made an appointment to speak at this time.” 
They had, of course. He corrected them. “This is a mistake. I have made 
no such appointment. More or less persons have been gathered here at differ- 
ent times during the day, and in the exuberance of their feeling, and for 
all of which they are greatly justified, calling upon me to say something, 
and I have, from time to time, been sending out what I suppose was proper 
to disperse them for the present. [He hoped this was clear. He had tried to 
“disperse” them but they kept coming back for more.] I said to a larger 
audience this morning what I now desire to repeat. It is this: That I sup- 
posed, in consequence of the glorious news we have been receiving lately, 
that there is tc be some general demonstration, either on this or to-morrow 
evening when I shall be expected, I presume, to say something. Just here I 
will remark that I vrould much prefer having this demonstration take place 
to-morrow evening, as I would then be much better prepared to say what 
I have to say than I am now or can be this evening. I therefore say to you 
that I shall be quite willing, and I hope ready, to say something then; 
whereas, just now, I am not ready to say something that one m my position 
ought to say.” 
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And soberly and familiarly, in the style of the Father Abraham they had 
come to see: “Everything I say, you know, goes into print. [Laughter.] 
If I make a mistake it doesn’t merely affect me, or you, but the country. I, 
therefore, ought at least try not to make mistakes. [A voice, “You haven’t 
made any yet.”] If, then, a general demonstration be made to-morrow eve- 
ning, and it is agreeable, I will endeavor to say something, and not make a 
mistake, without at least trying carefully to avoid it. Thank you for the 
compliment of this call. I bid you good-evening.” Of course they cheered. 
He had given them all that under the circumstances he could give, no ora- 
tion, but the warmth and shine of his personality. 

A North Carolina man who heard this speech wrote of it to the editor 
of Harper's Monthly . The crowd had persisted. The reluctant President 
finally made a speech that asked for more time. “He appeared somewhat 
younger and more offhand and vigorous than I should have expected. His 
bright, knowing, somewhat humorous look reminded me of a well-practiced 
country physician who had read men through till he understood them well. 
There was the humorous kindness of a good-natured doctor who had seen 
his patients through a most awful siege of sickness, till they were now fairly 
and fully convalescent, and who was disposed to let the past, whatever it 
had cost him or them, go by for the time, and have a little cheerful congrat- 
ulation. His gestures and countenance had something of the harmless satis- 
faction of a young politician at a ratification meeting after his first election 
to the Legislature. He was happy, and glad to see others happy.” 

This gave the exterior Lincoln of that night of April io. On the same 
night Ralph Waldo Emerson at Concord wrote in his journal a meditation 
on the inconceivably higher stature and reach that now attached to Lincoln, 
his words, gestures, even silences, counting far beyond the earlier expecta- 
tions of him. “Why talk of President Lincoln’s equality of manners to the 
elegant or titled men with whom Everett and others saw him* A sincerely 
upright and intelligent man as he was, placed in the Chair, has no need to 
think of his manners or appearance. His work day by day educates him 
rapidly and to the best.” 

Like many others, Emerson was being drawn into the orbit of Lincoln’s 
influence. His doubts about Lincoln’s style as an executive and a Leader of 
Men now resolved in the sentence: “He exerts the enormous power of this 
continent in every hour, in every conversation, in every act;— thinks and de- 
cides under this pressure, forced to see the vast and various bearings of the 
measures he adopts; he cannot palter, he cannot but carry a grace beyond 
his own, a dignity, by means of what he drops, e.g., all his pretension and 
trick, and arrives, of course, at a simplicity, which is the perfection of man- 
ners.” 

The editor of Harper's Weekly found in the Northern Whig of Belfast, 
Ireland, a sketch of Lincoln worth reprinting because an Irish editor arrived 
in his own way at the same estimate Harper's had continuously set forth. 
“An American statesman with a European varnish . . . Abraham Lincoln, 
with his genius for silence, and its correlative, occasional felicitous speech 
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• • • ^ ne spWt * n the rough garb ... a deep religion, with a genuine, 
if homely humor . . . history will recognize one thing common to George 
Washington and Abraham Lincoln— a pure honesty devoid of all self-seeking. 
When the heats of party passion and international jealousy have abated, 
when detraction has spent its malice, and the scandalous gossip of the day 
goes the way of all lies, the place of Abraham Lincoln, in the grateful affec- 
tion of his countrymen and in the respect of the world, will be second only, 
if it be second, to that of Washington himself.” 

In his speech of farewell to Springfield m ’61 Lincoln had spoken of “a 
task before me greater than that which rested upon Washington.” Occasion- 
ally now he heard of someone who placed him as the equal, at least, of 
Washington in national achievement. The eminent American actor univer- 
sally conceded as foremost in Shakespearian roles, Edwin Booth, though 
Maryland-born, was not in agreement with his Southern kinsmen. Accord- 
ing to the editor of Harper’s Weekly , Edwin Booth the winter before had 
closed one conversational topic with saying to a friend. “Don’t speak to me 
of politics, for we can not agree. Abraham Lincoln will be loved and hon- 
ored hereafter not less than Washington.” 

Joshua Speed was shown into the President’s office while Senators and 
Congressmen waited outside. Speed saw several visitors rapidly disposed of, 
the President turning to a final pair, a little “peevish” in tone, thought Speed, 
as he said, “Well, ladies, what can I do for you ? ” Both commenced talking 
at once. L came out they wanted releases for a batch of draft-resisters in 
Pennsylvania. The President sent for a War Department official, scanned the 
records, decided, “I believe I will turn out the whole flock,” and signed an 
order. Then, as Speed later related to Herndon, the younger of the two 
women kneeled in thanks, and heard, “Get up, don’t kneel to me, but thank 
God and go.” The older one, tears in her eyes, took his hand. “Good-bye, 
Mr. Lincoln. I shall probably never see you again till we meet in heaven.” 
He took her right hand in both of his and escorting her to the door: “I am 
afraid with all my troubles I shall never get to the resting-place you speak 
of; but if I do I am sure I shall find you. Good-bye.” 

Now he was alone with his old crony of tested loyalty in friendship, 
who was saying, “Lincoln, with my knowledge of your nervous sensibility, 
it is a wonder that such scenes as this don’t kill you.” Thoughtful a moment, 
then in a languid voice: “Yes, you are to a certain degree right. I ought not 
to undergo what I so often do. I am very unwell now; my feet and hands of 
late seem to be always cold, and I ought perhaps to be in bed; but things 
of the sort you have just seen don’t hurt me, for, to tell you the truth, that 
scene is the only thing today that has made me forget my condition or given 
me any pleasure. I have, in that order, made two people happy and allevi- 
ated the distress of many a poor soul whom I never expect to see. 

“That old lady,” he continued, “was no counterfeit. The mother spoke 
out in all the features of her face. It is more than one can often say that in 
doing right one has made two people happy in one day. Speed, die when 
I may, I want it said of me by those who know me best, that I always 
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plucked a thistle and planted a flower when I thought a flower would grow. 5 ' 

Joseph Gillespie of Illinois, on asking what was to happen in the South 
after the war, heard Lincoln say that some thought that certain heads ought 
to come off. “But if it was left to me, I could not tell where to draw the 
line between whose heads should come off, and whose heads should stay on. 5 ' 
He had been reading of David’s putting down a rebellion and David’s 
nephew, Abishai, crying that a man ought not to be pardoned because he 
had cursed the Lord’s anointed. David’s reply came: “What have I to do 
with you, ye sons of Zeruiah, that you should this day be adversaries unto 
me? Shall there any man be put to death this day m Israel?” 


CHAPTER 7 O 

“NOT IN SORROW, BUT IN GLADNESS 

OF HEART” 


UNDER date of April 1 1 the President issued a proclamation closing South- 
ern ports, naming them from Richmond, Virginia, to Brownsville, Texas. 
“All right of importation, warehousing, and other privileges shall, in respect 
to the ports aforesaid, cease until they shall again have been opened by order 
of the President.” Any ship or vessel from beyond the United States trying 
to enter these ports with articles subject to duties, “the same, together with 
its tackle, apparel, furniture, and cargo, shall be forfeited to the United 
States.” 

This was farewell to blockade-running profits, news of no second im- 
portance to the London Times and its maritime interests. Welles brought 
the proclamation to Lincoln, who signed it with no changes. “Seemed grati- 
fied,” wrote Welles, “that Seward and myself were umted in the measure, 
remembering, I think, without mentioning, the old difference.” 

Also of this date was a proclamation barring from all United States ports 
the war vessels of any foreign country whose ports refused equal privileges 
and immunities to war vessels of the United States. Whatever claims or pre- 
tenses might have heretofore shut out United States naval ships from harbors 
of other nations would now meet with retaliation— no port rights nor hos- 
pitalities for the naval craft of those nations. 

The home war fading, the Union could risk challenging other countries. 
Welles had for months wished the President to issue this proclamation but 
Seward had not been willing. “Insolence of the petty officials of John Bull” 
would diminish now, Welles believed. “We shall assert now our rights and, 
I hope, maintain them.” 

The President spent his best working hours this day on his speech for 
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the evening. In the afternoon he went to the war telegraph office. And ac- 
cording to the operator Charles A. Tinker, “Something reminded him of a 
story, and to illustrate the finale he gathered his coattails under his arms and, 
with about three long strides, crossed the room and passed out of the door 
with the last words of the story echoing from his lips.” This, however, was 
a light interval in a very sober day. 

The President was losing no time, was seizing the initiative, moving with 
the old sagacity and patience to set in motion his own reconstruction pro- 
gram. Not until next December would Congress meet, not unless he called 
a special session. And it was no more in his mind to call anv special session 
now than it was in April, May, and June of ’61, when during eighty terrific 
days he delayed summoning Congress. Between this mid- April and the next 
December when Congress met, the Executive would have a wide and free 
hand in a thousand immediate affairs and practical actions touching Louisi- 
ana, the other seceded States, and the terms on which they should come 
back into the Union. Already it was a result of the President’s policy that 
Robert E. Lee was peacefully riding home to his Richmond house a free 
man. Had the President listened to those who wanted trial and hanging of 
Confederate leaders, he would have instructed Grant to hold Lee for punish- 
ment. The entire army of Lee was now footloose and free, Lincoln and 
Grant referring to them as “our countrymen.” The terms of surrender 
which Grant gave Lee were about what Lincoln on the spot would have 
given. From their long talks Lincoln knew that Grant, the old Douglas 
Democrat, and Sherman, the former superintendent of the State Military 
Academy of Louisiana, agreed with him as against Sumner, Wade, Chandler, 
Thad Stevens, Julian, the sincere friends of the Negro seeking to give the 
black man full civil rights. 

To question the sincerity of these extremists, to attack their motives— 
this Lincoln could not and would not do. His dispute with them was over 
method, over what to do next and how to do it. He intended to speak to 
the country so plainly that before next December, when Congress met, 
there would be no mistake that the overwhelming majority of the people 
were with him. His policy in the main would have behind it the word and 
weight of Grant, Sheridan, and Sherman, Logan, Meade, Frank Blair, most 
of the corps and division commanders, their immense personal influence. 
They were key men and idolized figures. Joined with them would be the 
mass of a million fighting men now in the field and a half-million troops 
more at home mustered out, crippled, sick, devoted to the Lincoln Admin- 
istration, which had already begun its care of them and marked them for 
preferment. It was an immense political organization that would be respon- 
sive to Lincoln’s reconstruction plan, an organization that was personal, de- 
voted to the President because of the tests they had seen him pass through, 
because over and again during the war chaos so many of his judgments at 
first doubted had eventually won through. In the realm of ideas, as a na- 
tional spokesman, no one else could get such a hearing, no one else had such 
a following of people inclined to say, “Maybe it will work-if Old Abe says 
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so it’s worth trying.” There was, as some knew, an abolitionist remnant who 
wished for some other man, by some act of God, to replace Lincoln and 
carry through a program giving the Negro full civil rights. They were a 
small minority, and they lacked in their ranks the most exalted of abolition- 
ists, those two steadfast friends of Lincoln, William Lloyd Garrison and 
Harriet Beecher Stowe. 

Trailing with the Lincoln chariot of political reality were the tariff 
beneficiaries fairly well satisfied they would be taken care of, the home- 
steaders now located and many more in hopes, the Union Pacific Railway- 
crowd with active and ramified prospects, several Old Masters of politics 
such as Simon Cameron and the Blairs, wild Jim Lane, and here and there 
such powerful factors as James Gordon Bennett and his New York Herald , 
a slithering chameleon that had changed its color to that of nearly every 
political and civic animal except the abolitiomst extremist who demanded 
full civil rights for the Negro. In Ohio that zealous custodian of property 
rights, Senator John Sherman, might yet be compelled to move with an 
interparty faction to destroy Ben Wade and choose another for that sena- 
torial mantle; the same wind that had blown out Henry Winter Davis m 
Maryland might rise in Ohio. Politics was conditioned on weather, and Lin- 
coln had an eye for just such weather. In the South during the pangs and 
twists of reconstruction Lincoln, if he lived, would have with him, in his 
policy outlined in the speech he was writing this April n, such varied 
Southerners as the idolized Robert E. Lee, the commanders Johnston and 
Longstreet, the former Vice-President of the Confederacy Alexander H. 
Stephens, and moderates who would include Judge John A. Campbell. 

This loose, informal, nameless aggregate of political power responsive to 
Lincoln had grown, by fate and circumstance had come into existence with 
common understandings. It had no voice but Lincoln. No other voice could 
arise that might shape it as a force for remolding Southern society and poli- 
tics toward peaceful resumption of their place as States in the old Union. 
For this unorganized but distinct array of political forces Lincoln was tim- 
ing a speech for tonight. He knew his American people. There had been a 
genius of timing in his House Divided speech and its terrible foreshadow- 
ings. And again in his abrogations of the Fremont and Hunter abortive 
emancipation proclamations, in his slowly given preliminary and final edicts 
of Negro freedom “under military necessity,” in the sweet note to Greeley 
about saving the Union with or without slavery, in his quizzical stump- 
speech letter to Conklmg at Springfield after the Gettysburg and Vicksburg 
victories, in his tiny and tremendous dedicatory Gettysburg Address, m the 
letter of scorn and rebuke to Vallandigham and the Copperheads, m the let- 
ter to Hodges saying he had always hated slavery but was “controlled by 
events,” in the proclamation pocket-vetoing the Wade-Davis reconstruction 
bill, in the clamps of complete silence during the fall campaign of ’64 when 
only military victories counted, in the majestic second inaugural holding 
both terror and hope and charity— yes, he knew his American people and 
had a genius for timing what he had to say so that either it was nearly 
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always what the people wanted for that hour or before long they were 
wanting it. 

He had not forsaken the point he stressed years ago for Oglesby, that 
the people when rightly and fully trusted would return the trust. Nor had 
he changed from being the man he was when the Missoun-Kansas commit- 
tee of radicals had called on him and the tears had coursed his face as he 
told them that though he lost all other friends there was one friend he had 
to keep, which was himself. He had a heart and a mind profound and in- 
tense enough to search deep for such human justice as could be had in the 
immediate facts. He would meditate aloud for the world to hear about it— 
and then let events operate. He would carry his case to the people, believing 
that the people would either now or in the near future, certainly before 
next December when Congress met, stand with him when they had heard 
what he had to say. 

“He never misled me,” ran the testimony of Senator Lyman Trumbull, 
once a sharp and incessant critic joined with Sumner and Wade, now the 
loyal coadjutor of Lincoln, the floor leader whose parliamentary fight for 
recognition of the new Louisiana government would have won Senate ap- 
proval of the President’s policy but for the abrupt, temperamental filibuster 
threat of Sumner. The deep undertows of political power were with Lin- 
coln. He was anchored in deep hope that the opposition would crumble and 
vanish in the tides of thought and feeling whose flow he was nearer to than 
any other man in the American scene. 

And his statements would be so exact, his appeals so free from accusa- 
tions or prejudice, so detached from personal grounds, that those who op- 
posed him might come to recognize that he too wanted full civil rights for 
the Negro and was taking the one course that w r ould assure such civil rights 
as could not be easily swept away at sorry cost to the colored race. The 
factions and passions of a people at peace, though full of the ranklmgs and 
hates of the war coming to an end, were more natural to his skilled referee 
hand than the remorseless devastations required for war. What the Lee biog- 
rapher was to note of the late winter of ’64 now held pertinent and appli- 
cable because Lincoln had m him more of the born umpire and political 
genius than the natural warrior. “Those who had sought cunningly to lead 
him, slowly found that he was leading them. His spirit, in some mj sterious 

manner, was being infused.” . 

Panic, want, fanaticism, race hatred, cries for retribution, lust for big 
money and fortunes, these were spread over the country. Lincoln had his 
choice of going with those who, to win a complete and abstract justice for 
the Negro, would not hesitate about making the South a vast graveyard of 
slaughtered whites, with Negro State governments established and upheld 

by Northern white bayonets. . . , 

An argument could be made for this. Lincoln had implied m his second 
inaugural that there was Holy Writ to support this argument. For a long- 
continued monstrous injustice such as slavery there might naturally follow 
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its sudden and violent abolition a weary and terrible period of slowly getting 
back to something nearer justice. 

From this implied argument Lincoln receded, preferring “malice toward 
none,” “chanty for all.” The supreme devastators Grant and Sherman were 
not politically joined to those, like Sumner, demanding a justice which 
would consist of Southern Negro State governments made and upheld by 
Northern white bayonets. The caldron of war hate still boiled under the 
surface rejoicing of April io over Appomattox. The passions of Sumner and 
Wade had become a habit. They rose to passion chiefly on the race ques- 
tion. As born haters they had difficulty adjusting themselves to the ways of 
Lincoln, the man of kaleidoscopic humor to whom justice, when found 
operating as a practical reality on earth, was a marvel and a phantom. 

Who could say but future historians and commentators might hold that 
the war was a form of national insanity, its major participants the victims 
of hallucinations and sick imaginings ^ This had occurred to Lincoln. It was 
there in many a ringing laugh at some of his anecdotes of fools lighting 
their own way to dusty death. 

The record of the “fiery ordeal” was being made. Time and generations 
to come would pass judgment on who were the hesitant knowers, doers, and 
sages as against those so deadly certain of their own righteousness. The word 
to Weitzel, “Let ’em up easy,” the repeated and mournful “Judge not, that 
ye be not judged,” might have a better sanction from time and the genera- 
tions to come than counsels encouraging a prolonged race war in the South 
wherein the Negro could m the very nature of the sad and unchangeable 
facts maintain political supremacy over the white man only by the exter- 
mination and wholesale deaths of white men. Banks of Massachusetts, an 
antislavery moderate, had hoped this was not so when he went to Louisiana, 
but being witness on the ground that votes for all Negroes at once meant 
race war, with the whites refusing to participate in political government, 
Banks notified Lincoln that a thing he had believed would work he now 
saw was impossible. In long talks with Lincoln in Washington Banks had 
reinforced this position with regard to universal suffrage for the Negro. 
Senator Lyman Trumbull had swung round to this viewpoint in a way that 
shocked and amazed Wade and Sumner on the Senate floor. And William 
Lloyd Garrison, among supreme and tested friends of the colored race, 
stood fast on the same points, to which he had come slowly and inexorably. 
Many background considerations moved Lincoln as he wrote on April n 
his speech to be given that night. Those expecting grand rhetoric about vic- 
tory were to be disappointed. Those hoping to hear that all was well with 
the world now that the South was prostrated and subjugated were to glean 
other tidings. Joseph Medill had said, “Lincoln is going to boss the recon- 
struction job.” That job and the hard going as a boss— this was to be Lin- 
coln’s theme. He would refer to a good practical cause nerving the hearts 
of men and what should be done— “argue for it, and proselyte for it, and 
fight for it, and feed it, and grow it, and ripen it to a complete success.” 
This, by direct implication, was his own purpose. The mood was one Zach 
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Chandler had once found him in, the Senator leaving the White House to 
say, “The war will now go on~Lincoln is mad 1 ” Yet no man on the govern- 
ment lists and roll calls could be so cool and measured m his anger. It was 
past four years since Henry Adams had written from Washington to a 
brother: “No man is fit to take hold now who is not as cool as death.” Now 
too that would stand. And the address prepared for reading, every sentence 
calculated yet flowing free and serene with involved meditation on an intri- 
cate tangle of fact, would be mindful of the close of the letter James Conk- 
ling read to the Springfield mass meeting in September of ’63: “Let us be 
sober.” 

A “carefully written paper” rather than a speech the President held in 
waiting for the crowd, and in the estimate of Nicolay and Hay, it furnished 
“the shortest and clearest explanation of both his past and future intentions” 
on reconstruction. 


A light mist floated in over Washington that night and around the illu- 
minated public buildings hung its moving filament and gauze. From many 
miles away could be seen the dome of the Capitol hovering in the moist air 
with its curves of light. The windows of Arlington House, across the river, 
the old home of Robert E. Lee, shone with a brightness reaching Washing- 
ton. Rockets and colored lights blazed from the lawn where a thousand 
freed slaves sang “The Year of Jubilee.” 

With bands of music and banners of freedom, with shouting and hoorah 
and hullabaloo, an immense throng poured into the area in front of the 
White House. This was the night set for Washington’s formal celebration 
of the end of the war. Many were the surging calls and cries for the Presi- 
dent. 

Cheers, national songs, airs from brass bands and human throats, broke 
on the air, mingling with a concert of fireworks, curving rockets of red and 
yellow, bombs hissing skyward and exploding in bouquets and fountains. 
As Lincoln started from the lower floor for the second, an unusual yell 
mixed with the outside merriment and cheers. He paused and asked what 
that might be. The answer came with Tad tumbling down the stairs and 
bursting with anger. The boy, shaken with the excitement of the evening, 
had just been having one of his biggest life moments, leaning out of a 
second-story window waving a captured rebel flag and hearing a vast crowd 
howling wonder and delight. Then a watchful doorkeeper had plucked Tad 
by the seat of his breeches and drawn him back to safety. The father 
soothed the boy, straightened his face after his good laugh at Tad, went 
upstairs and out of the large open window over the main entrance, stepped 
to a balcony. 

The crowd saw him. It was a signal. “There was something terrible,” 
thought Noah Brooks, “in the enthusiasm with which the beloved Chief 
Magistrate was received. Cheers upon cheers, wave after wave of applause, 
rolled up, the President patiently standing quiet until it was all over.” 

He began to read his speech holding a candle in his left hand and the 
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manuscript in the right. “Speedily becoming embarrassed with the difficulty 
of managing the candle and the speech,” wrote Brooks, “he made a comical 
motion with his left foot and elbow, which I construed to mean that I should 
hold his candle for him, which I did.” From behind a drapery Brooks held 
the candle and studied the near-by mass of faces caught clear in the high- 
lighted windows of the White House and then far away toward the street 
fading off into the blur of moist night air. “A silent, intent multitude,” 
thought Brooks as the President spoke. 

“Fellow Citizens,” began the speaker of the evening, “we meet this eve- 
ning not in sorrow, but m gladness of heart. The evacuation of Petersburg 
and Richmond, and the surrender of the principal insurgent army, give hope 
of a righteous and speedy peace, whose joyous expression cannot be re- 
strained. In the midst of this, however, He from whom all blessings flow 
must not be forgotten. 

“A call for a national thanksgiving is being prepared, and will be duly 
promulgated. Nor must those whose harder part give[s] us the cause of re- 
joicing be overlooked. Their honors must not be parceled out with others. 
I myself was near the front, and had the high pleasure of transmitting much 
of the good news to you; but no part of the honor for plan or execution is 
mine. To General Grant, his skilful officers and brave men, all belongs. The 
gallant navy stood ready, but was not in reach to take active part.” 

This to the crowd was in somewhat the expected tone. Then the subject 
shifted. The key changed. The crowd was “perhaps surprised,” thought 
Brooks. The President read on, dropped to the floor each written page when 
read, and became aware that Tad was picking them up as they dropped. He 
could hear Tad, unseen to the crowd, calling for “another” and “another” 
of the fluttering sheets. He read on: 

“By these recent successes the reinauguration of the national authority- 
reconstruction— which has had a large share of thought from the first, is 
pressed much more closely upon our attention. It is fraught with great diffi- 
culty. Unlike a case of w T ar between independent nations, there is no author- 
ized organ for us to treat with— no one man has authority to give up the 
rebellion for any other man. We simply must begin with and mould from 
disorganized and discordant elements. 

“Nor is it a small additional embarrassment that we, the loyal people, 
differ among ourselves as to the mode, manner, and measure of reconstruc- 
tion. As a general rule, I abstain from reading the reports of attacks upon 
myself, wishing not to be provoked by that to which I cannot properly 
offer an answer. In spite of this precaution, however, it comes to my knowl- 
edge that I am much censured for some supposed agency in setting up and 
seeking to sustain the new State government of Louisiana. In this I have 
done just so much and no more than the public knows.” 

There was no hoorah to this. Those of the crowd who had come for 
hoorah wondered how much more of it there would be. It was a little heavy, 
it seemed. Others knew he was talking not to the thousands on the White 
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House lawn but to the whole American and European world. He went on 
with the personal story of his hand in the matter of reconstruction: 

“In the Annual Message of December, 1863, and in the accompanying 
proclamation, I presented a plan of reconstruction, as the phrase goes, which 
I promised, if adopted by any State, would be acceptable to and sustained 
by the Executive Government of the nation. I distinctly stated that this was 
not the only plan which might possibly be acceptable, and I also distinctly 
protested that the Executive claimed no right to say when or whether mem- 
bers should be admitted to seats in Congress from such States.” 

He would let them know how his Cabinet took this plan They might 
be interested. It was pertinent. Many present knew the Cabinet well. 

“This plan was in advance submitted to the then Cabinet, and approved 
by every member of it. One of them [meaning Chase, whom he did not 
name] suggested that I should then and in that connection apply the Eman- 
cipation Proclamation to the theretofore excepted parts of Virginia and 
Louisiana; that I should drop the suggestion about apprenticeship for freed 
people, and that I should omit the protest against my own power in regard 
to the admission of members of Congress. But even he approved every part 
and parcel of the plan which has since been employed or touched by the 
action in Louisiana. The new constitution of Louisiana, declaring emancipa- 
tion for the whole State, practically applies the proclamation to the part 
previously excepted. It does not adopt apprenticeship for freed people, and 
is silent, as it could not well be otherwise, about the admission of members 
to Congress. So that, as it applied to Louisiana, every member of the Cabi- 
net fully approved of the plan.” 

And what of Congress > Well, it seemed that Congress agreed with his 
Cabinet and favored the plan until it first got into motion. “The message 
went to Congress, and I received many commendations of the plan, written 
and verbal, and not a single objection to it from any professed emancipation- 
ist came to my knowledge until after the news reached Washington that the 
people of Louisiana had begun to move in accordance with it.” 

His special interest in Louisiana had started when New Orleans and sev- 
eral parishes of the State fell into Union hands. Three years ago that was. 
Three years he had been studying what to do about getting Louisiana prop- 
erly back into the Union. 

“From about July, 1862, I had corresponded with different persons sup- 
posed to be interested in seeking a reconstruction of a State government for 
Louisiana. When the message of 1863, with the plan before mentioned, 
reached New Orleans, General Banks wrote me that he was confident that 
the people, with his military cooperation, would reconstruct substantially 
on that plan. I wrote to him and some of them to try it. They tried it, and 
the result is known. Such has been my only agency in getting up the Louisi- 
ana government. 

“As to sustaining it my promise is out, as before stated. But, as bad prom- 
ises are better broken than kept, I shall treat this as a bad promise, and break 
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it whenever I shall be convinced that keeping it is adverse to the public in- 
terest; but I have not yet been so convinced.” 

He hoped he was not opening any old sores or egging anybody on to an 
acrimonious quarrel. It would be easy to drop a phrase, a veiled hint carry- 
ing a vile thrust, laying him open to the practiced sarcasm he had heard 
winter and summer. He would confess: 

“I have been shown a letter on this subject, supposed to be an able one, 
in which the writer expresses regret that my mind has not seemed to be 
definitely fixed upon the question whether the seceded States, so called, are 
in the Union or out of it. It would perhaps add astonishment to his regret 
were he to learn that since I have found professed Union men endeavoring 
to make that question, I have purposely forborne any public expression upon 
it. As appears to me, that question has not been, nor yet is, a practically 
material one, and that any discussion of it, while it thus remains practi- 
cally immaterial, could have no effect other than the mischievous one of 
dividing our friends. As yet, whatever it may become, that question is bad 
as the basis of a controversy, and good for nothing at all— a merely pernicious 
abstraction.” 

Off to the rubbish piles, off to the dustbins, he was throwing those many 
learned and labored legal arguments in Congress that the seceded States 
through the act of secession had “committed suicide” and thereby were no 
longer States. “Good for nothing at all,” he held this question. “A merely 
pernicious abstraction.” What would he offer? This reasoning: 

“We all agree that the seceded States, so called, are out of their proper 
relation with the Union, and that the sole object of the Government, civil 
and military, in regard to those States, is to again get them into their proper 
practical relation. I believe that it is not only possible, but in fact easier, 
to do this without deciding or even considering whether those States have 
ever been out of the Union, than with it. Finding themselves safely at home, 
it would be utterly immaterial whether they had ever been abroad. Let us 
all join in doing the acts necessary to restore the proper practical relations 
between these States and the Union, and each forever after innocently in- 
dulge his own opinion whether in doing the acts he brought the States from 
without into the Union, or only gave them proper assistance, they never 
having been out of it.” 

Now he would turn to the much-discussed Louisiana State government 
itself and the ever delicate shadings of the race issue. 

The amount of constituency, so to speak, on which the Louisiana gov- 
ernment rests, would be more satisfactory to all if it contained 50,000 or 
30,000, or even 20,000, instead of only 12,000, as it does. It is also unsatis- 
factory to some that the elective franchise is not given to the colored man , 
I would myself prefer that it were now conferred on the very intelligent, 
and on those who serve our cause as soldiers. Still, the question is not 
whether the Louisiana government, as it stands, is quite all that is desirable. 
The question is, will it be wiser to take it as it is and help to improve it, or 
to reject and disperse? Can Louisiana be brought into proper practical re- 
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lation with the Union sooner by sustaining or by discarding her new State 
government 5 Some twelve thousand voters in the heretofore Slave State of 
Louisiana have sworn allegiance to the Union, assumed to be the rightful 
political power of the State, held elections, organized a State government, 
adopted a Free State constitution, giving the benefit of public schools equally 
to black and white, and empowering the legislature to confer the elective 
franchise upon the colored man. Their legislature has already voted to ratify 
the constitutional amendment recently passed by Congress, abolishing slav- 
ery throughout the nation. These 12,000 persons are thus fully committed 
to the Union and to perpetuate freedom in the State— committed to the very 
things, and nearly all the things, the nation wants— and they ask the nation’s 
recognition and its assistance to make good their committal. Now, if we re- 
ject and spurn them, we do our utmost to disorganize and disperse them.” 

What was being said and what might come of what was being said, by 
those against his plan, conjured up dark visions of the future to Lincoln. 
Out of the grandeur of the ending of the war he could picture a long in- 
volved misery to follow. He was sick of force, of government applied by 
force, and gave his forecast, spoke as a sad prophet, of what would follow 
from spurning the present Louisiana State government- 

“We, m fact, say to the white man: You are worthless or worse, we 
will neither help you, nor be helped by you. To the blacks we say. This 
cup of liberty which these, your old masters, held to your lips we will dash 
from you, and leave you to the chances of gathering the spilled and scattered 
contents in some vague and undefined when, where, and how. If this course, 
discouraging and paralyzing both white and black, has any tendency to 
bring Louisiana into proper practical relations with the Union, I have so 
far been unable to perceive it.” He would turn from these dark visions. “If, 
on the contrary, we recognize and sustain the new government of Louisiana, 
the converse of all this is made true. We encourage the hearts and nerve the 
arms of 12,000 to adhere to their work, and argue for it, and proselyte for it, 
and fight for it, and feed it, and grow it, and ripen it to a complete success. 

“The colored man, too, in seeing all united for him, is inspired with vigi- 
lance, and energy, and daring, to the same end. Grant that he desires the 
elective franchise, will he not attain it sooner by saving the already advanced 
steps toward it than by running backward over them 5 
“Concede that the new government of Louisiana is only to what it should 
be as the egg is to the fowl, we shall sooner have the fowl by hatching the 
egg than by smashing it.” 

To the many who cared deeply about the Thirteenth Amendment to 
the Constitution, and its passage required by three-fourths of the State legis- 
latures of the Union, the President addressed an argument that belonged in 
his case, that would leave its effect even on those who denied it. 

“Again, if we reject Louisiana, we also reject one vote in favor of the 
proposed amendment to the National Constitution. To meet this proposition 
it has been argued that no more than three-fourths of those States which 
have not attempted secession are necessary to validly ratify the amendment. 
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I do not commit myself against this further than to say that such a ratifica- 
tion would be questionable, and sure to be persistently questioned, while a 
ratification by three-fourths of all the States would be unquestioned and un- 
questionable.” 

He came to his closing words. Beyond Louisiana he saw the other se- 
ceded States, one by one to be let m, or held out of, the Union. 

“I repeat the question, Can Louisiana be brought into proper practi- 
cal relation with the Union sooner by sustaining or by discarding her new 
State government? What has been said of Louisiana will apply to other 
States. And yet so great peculiarities pertain to each State, and such impor- 
tant and sudden changes occur in the same State, and withal so new and 
unprecedented is the whole case that no exclusive and inflexible plan can be 
prescribed as to details and collaterals. Such exclusive and inflexible plan 
would surely become a new entanglement. Important principles may and 
must be inflexible. In the present situation, as the phrase goes, it may be my 
duty to make some new announcement to the people of the South. I am 
considering, and shall not fail to act when satisfied that action will be 
proper.” 

As he stood for a moment taking the plaudits of the crowd, he smiled 
to the candle-bearer Brooks. “That was a pretty fair speech, I think, but 
you threw some light on it.” 

There were applause and cheers, with no such uproar as had begun the 
evening. The speech had been too long, too closely reasoned, to please a big 
crowd. Yet the occasion was perfect, in Lincoln’s view, for reminding the 
country during its victory jubilees that victory could have grandeur plus 
misery, that the aftermath of the war could not be as tragic as the war and 
yet might be appalling. He would hear from the country about the speech. 
What he heard would help guide him farther. And he had the opposition 
worried. What was this “new announcement to the South” which he con- 
sidered it might be his duty to make^ His powers were vast. Before Congress 
met in December he might put through a series of decisions and actions that 
would channel and canal future policy for years, in accord with his out- 
spoken designs of this evening. 

The New York Tribune report of the speech held that it “fell dead, 
wholly without effect on the audience,” and furthermore, “it caused a great 
disappointment and left a painful impression.” Other newspapers noted fre- 
quent applause and “silent attention” between the punctuations of applause. 
Sumner’s friend and admirer Edward L. Pierce believed the President had 
“Sumner’s opposition in mind.” Sumner was not present, but was called for 
by the crowd, according to Pierce, who wrote his impression: “The speech 
was not in keeping with what was in men’s minds. The people had gathered, 
from an instinctive impulse, to rejoice over a great and final victory; and 
they listened with respect, but with no expressions of enthusiasm, except 
that the quaint simile of ‘the egg’ drew applause. The more serious among 
them felt that the President’s utterances on the subject were untimely, and 
that his insistence at such an hour on his favorite plan was not the harbinger 



“not in sorrow . . . ” 225 

of peace among the loyal supporters of the government. Sumner was 
thoughtful and sad when the speech was reported to him; for he saw at hand 
another painful controversy with a President whom he respected, on a ques- 
tion where he felt it his duty to stand firm, whatever might be the odds 
against him.” 

To his friend and confidant Franz Lieber, Sumner wrote: “The Presi- 
dent’s speech and other things augur confusion and uncertainty in the fu- 
ture, with hot controversy. Alas f alas!” 

Into the Senator’s mailbox were to come letters reporting on the Presi- 
dent’s speech and advising in the tenor of A. P. Grunzer of Syracuse, New 
York- “Magnanimity is the great word with the disloyal who think to tickle 
the President’s ear with it. Magnanimity is one thing and weakness is an- 
other. I know you are near the throne and you must guard its honor. . . . 
The Blacks are entitled to all the Rights that white men are bound to Re- 
spect. ... A universal amnesty must not be granted. Never were men more 
guilty. The honor of the country requires a sacrifice and it cannot be dis- 
pensed with.” R. F. Fuller of Boston wrote to Sumner his fear that the Pres- 
ident’s Louisiana policy was to be “wicked and blasphemous” in its betrayals 
through easy compromise. “No power but God ever has or could have 
forced him up to the work he has been instrumental of, and now we see 
the dregs of his backwardness.” 

On the calendars the day of April 1 1 was marked off. Midnight came. 
The lighted windows of the White House had darkened. The curves of light 
shining from the Capitol dome were gone. The moist air stayed on. Wash- 
ington slept in the possession of a mist that crept everywhere, finespun, in- 
tangible, elusive. 


CHAPTER 71 

NEGOTIATIONS — AN OMINOUS DREAM 


IN Richmond the Sunday before had been embarrassment about prayers to 
God Almighty, Ruler of Hosts. As in Norfolk, Savannah, New Orleans, 
Natchez, and other points, there was a conflicting viewpoint as to whether 
God should be implored on the one hand to rain down blessings on President 
Jefferson Davis or on the other hand to shower divine beneficence on Presi- 
dent Abraham Lincoln. 

General Weitzel inclined to let the churches open in Richmond and con- 
duct services, on condition that no disloyalty be uttered and that the Epis- 
copal clergymen should read the prayers for the President of the United 
States. Weitzel so told Dana, Assistant Secretary of War. Then General 
Shepley, Military Governor of Virginia, came to Dana asking that Weitzel’s 
order be relaxed to permit services on condition that the clergy be required 
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merely to omit the prayer for the fugitive President Jefferson Davis, though 
it was agreed that never in his life had Davis been in such dire need of 
prayers for his safety and personal freedom. Judge Campbell used his influ- 
ence with Weitzel and Shepley to get them to consent that a loyal prayer 
in behalf of the President of the United States should not be exacted. 
Weitzel took this course, recalling Lincoln’s remark to him: “Let ’em up 
easy; let ’em up easy.” 

Stanton telegraphed Weitzel a reprimand for allowing ritual services to 
be read without formal prayer for the President of the United States. 
Weitzel made a fair explanation of what he had done, but Stanton neverthe- 
less insisted that Weitzel must order the Richmond clergy to read the peti- 
tions to Almighty God, Ruler of Nations, for the President of the United 
States. Weitzel in obedience to the Secretary of War then gave the order 
that the President of the United States must be prayed for. Following this 
a memorial to Lincoln was prepared by the clergy of the Episcopal 
churches, united in declaring with respect and dignity that they waited only 
the proper ecclesiastical sanction for changing the phraseology of the prayer 
for the President. 

Out of this muddle Lincoln telegraphed Weitzel on April 12 that he had 
seen Weitzel’s dispatch to Colonel Hardie about the matter of prayers. “I do 
not remember hearing prayers spoken of while I was in Richmond; but I 
have no doubt you have acted in what appeared to you to be the spirit and 
temper manifested by me while there.” 

And the President queried Weitzel: “Is there any sign of the rebel legis- 
lature coming together on the understanding of my letter to you? If there 
is any such sign, inform me what it is; if there is no such sign, you may 
withdraw the offer.” 

After he sent this telegram to Weitzel there arrived in Lincoln’s hands 
a letter of Judge Campbell to Weitzel. This letter reported what Judge 
Campbell had been doing. He had called together a committee of some five 
of the members of the Virginia (seceded) Legislature, in a letter to this 
committee informing them that he had had two conversations with Mr. Lin- 
coln, President of the United States, in “relation to the establishment of a 
government for Virginia,” oaths of allegiance, and the terms of settlement 
with the United States. “With the concurrence and sanction of General 
Weitzel he [President Lincoln] assented to the application not to require 
oaths of allegiance from the citizens. He stated that he would send to Gen- 
eral Weitzel his decision upon the question of a government for Virginia.” 
The committee invited to conference by Judge Campbell was “to determine 
whether they will administer the laws in connection with the authorities of 
the United States. I understand from Mr. Lincoln, if this condition be ful- 
filled, that no attempt would be made to establish or sustain any other au- 
thority.” 

The text of this document Lincoln read in the war telegraph office, also 
a telegram from Weitzel saying passports had gone out to members of the 
Virginia (seceded) Legislature, “and it is common talk that they will come 
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together.” At once Lincoln saw he must act so decisively as to sweep away 
any misunderstanding that had arisen. Stanton and others were in a fury 
over what they feared had been an open recognition of the Virginia (se- 
ceded) Legislature by the Federal Executive. Before the incident could come 
to a boiling-point, Lincoln swept away all preparations with a telegram to 
Weitzel. From the operator Albert Chandler he borrowed a Gillott’s small- 
barrel pen— No. 404— and, while standing, wrote: 

I have just seen Judge Campbell’s letter to you of the 7th. He assumes, as appears 
to me, that I have called the insurgent Legislature of Virginia together, as the rightful 
Legislature of the State, to settle all differences with the United States. I have done no 
such thing. I spoke of them, not as a legislature, but as “the gentlemen who have 
acted as the legislature of Virginia in support of the rebellion.” I did this on purpose 
to exclude the assumption that I was recognizing them as a rightful body. I deal 
with them as men having power de facto to do a specific thing, to wit* “To withdraw 
the Virginia troops and other support from resistance to the General Government,” 
for which, in the paper handed Judge Campbell, I promised a specific equivalent, to 
wit a remission to the people of the State, except in certain cases, of the confiscation 
of their property. I meant this, and no more. Inasmuch, however, as Judge Campbell 
misconstrues this, and is still pressing for an armistice, contrary to the explicit state- 
ment of the paper I gave him; and particularly as Gen Grant has since captured 
the Virginia troops, so that giving a consideration for their withdrawal is no longer 
applicable, let my letter to you and the paper to Judge Campbell both be withdrawn, 
or countermanded, and he be notified of it. Do not now allow them to assemble; but 
if any have come, allow them safe-return to their homes. 

That Lincoln telegraphed so clear-cut and peremptory a letter on April 
12 made matters easier for General Weitzel. Lacking specific -written in- 
structions, Weitzel had been guided by the scant conversational line from 
Lincoln speaking in Richmond: “If I were in your place, I’d let ’em up easy; 
let ’em up easy.” This was not a difficult nor complicated instruction to 
remember. “Let ’em up easy” was spoken twice. There was no forgetting it. 
Weitzel might forget his name and rank, but not that line “Let ’em up easy.” 
So in case of doubt whether to be hard or easy he was easy. And being easy, 
he had permitted a procedure this day of April 12 and signed his name to it 
and it was published and at once put Lincoln in a bad light. To Sumner, 
Wade, Chandler, it looked suspiciously like an assumption of the President 
that he would yield to his own executive wishes, that he would play the 
game his own way without consulting Congress, that no one could guess 
what would be his secret collusions and open arrangements with “the sub- 
jugated slaveholders.” 

Friends and enemies of the President, certainly the President himself, 
were surprised— some of them amazed and dumfounded— to read in a news- 
paper, the Richmond Whig of April 12, an Address to the People of Vir- 
ginia signed by a long array of members of the Virginia (seceded) Legisla- 
ture, judges of courts, college presidents, the Mayor of Richmond, the edi- 
tors of the Richmond Examiner and Enquirer. “An immediate meeting of 
the General Assembly of the State is called for by the exigencies of the situ- 
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ation,” ran part of this address. “The consent of the military authorities of 
the United States to the session of the Legislature in Richmond ... to 
their free deliberation upon public affairs . . . has been obtained. The 
United States authorities will afford transportation. . . . The matters to be 
submitted to the Legislature are the restoration of peace to the State of Vir- 
ginia, and the adjustment of questions involving life, liberty and property 
that have arisen.” Safe-conducts had already been granted, said the address, 
to Robert M. T. Hunter, William C. Rives, John Letcher— and others whose 
very names were a red rag of mfuriation to ultraloyalist Union adherents. 
Signed to the address was the name of J. A. Campbell and the portentous 
added line “Approved for publication in the Richmond Whig and in hand- 
bill form. G. Weitzel, Major-General Commanding.” 

It helped none that the Richmond Whig in a news paragraph related: 
“It is understood that this invitation has been put forth in pursuance of the 
plan of proceeding assented to by President Lincoln.” Nor was there balm 
in the intimation that Lincoln had commenced a complete and sweeping re- 
construction of Virginia, all on his own. “It will be hailed by the great body 
of the people of Virginia as the first step toward the reinstatement of the 
‘Old Dominion’ in the Union.” 

Those who wished to question Lincoln’s motives gathered in little 
cliques and brandished this number of the Richmond Whig . Though Lin- 
coln’s long telegraphed order to Weitzel completely and peremptorily an- 
nulled the address, it was construed in opposition circles as a revelation that 
the President was carrying on his own reconstruction efforts as he pleased, 
that he would go as far as he could in thwarting those who demanded pun- 
ishment and retaliation. 

At a later time in a statement under oath Stanton gave the date of Lin- 
coln’s telegram of April 12 as April 13, said that he had an hour’s talk on 
the subject with Lincoln and Speed at the White House and again another 
conversation with the President, who came over to the War Office. “After I 
repeated my reasons against allowing the rebel legislature to assemble, or the 
rebel organizations to have any participation whatever in the business of 
reorganization,” ran this sworn statement of Stanton as to how he managed 
the President and saved the country, “he sat down at my desk, and wrote a 
telegram to General Weitzel and handed it to me, saying: ‘There, I think 
that will suit you.’ I told him no, it did not go far enough; that the mem-' 
bers of the rebel legislature would probably come to Richmond and that 
General Weitzel ought to be directed to prohibit any such assembling. He 
took up his pen again and made the alteration and signed the telegram. He 
handed it to me. I said, that } I thought, was exactly right.” 

# Stanton’s secretary, Major A. E. H. Johnson, whose furtive manner 
Lincoln on occasion impersonated for the laughter of Western friends, 
wrote an amplified version of how Lincoln was managed by Stanton in this 
affair. “It was while sitting on the sofa in the Secretary’s room looking to- 
wards my desk,” wrote Johnson, “that Mr. Stanton told the President why.” 
Then came Stanton’s long argument having no points Lincoln had not had 
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dinned into his ears before, and finally “In pleading with the President— 
I can see the Secretary now, earnest and full of feeling and the President 
listening in profound thought, saying not a word— the Secretary’s manner 
was not his usual manner; it was argumentative. The President had no story 
to illustrate his position or that of his Secretary.” 

Both of these statements assumed that Lincoln had taken a position and 
under pressure from Stanton reversed himself. They shrank under compari- 
son with Lincoln’s first short letter to Weitzel, regarding what Campbell 
might do in assembling that body which called itself the Virginia Legisla- 
ture, and Lincoln’s long telegram to Weitzel later explaining exactly what 
his short letter meant. The two dovetailed perfectly. The long telegram 
merely made clear that Campbell had misconstrued the short letter. The 
later sworn statement of Stanton assumed that Lincoln had instigated a 
meeting of the “rebel” Virginia Legislature, that Lincoln favored giving it 
full authority and did not recede from this position, that Lincoln did not 
know how to correct Weitzel and Campbell, that Lincoln wrote one tele- 
gram too mild for Stanton and on Stanton’s bidding wrote a second dispatch 
which satisfied the War Secretary. A reader of motives could also consider 
the statement of the telegraph-office operator Albert Chandler that Lincoln 
stood alone amid the Morse code instruments and wrote of his own initiative 
the long telegram to Weitzel “with a Gillott’s small barrel pen— No. 404.” 
In one detail lay the pivotal explanation. Lincoln told Weitzel, “If I were 
in your place, I’d let ’em up easy; let ’em up easy.” Such a phrase in a like 
moment would be alien to Stanton’s lips. 

Incorruptible by money, of demoniac energy, ruthless and of few scruples 
in working his own designs for power, Stanton was, wrote Grant, “a man 
who never questioned his own authority, and who always did in war time 
what he wanted to do.” His communications this week to equally relentless 
members of House and Senate were private and confidential. His assurance 
that God walked with him and scorned Robert E. Lee’s prayers was there in 
a transparency shining from the Capitol dome, visible from afar, with the 
words ordered by Stanton: 

THIS IS THE lord’s DOING 
AND IT IS MARVELOUS 
IN OUR EYES 

A long memorandum from Chief Justice Chase came to the President on 
April 12, Chase admitting that he recognized himself as the correctly quoted 
Cabinet member referred to but not named in the President’s Louisiana 
speech the evening before. Chase most earnestly wished that the President 
could have read the New Orleans newspapers in past months, in which case 
“your feelings of humanity and justice would not let you rest till all loyal- 
ists are made equal in the right of self-protection by suffrage.” This followed 
a long letter of April 11 wherein Chase saw the unrestricted ballot for 
Negroes as the key to unlock the white doves of peace and justice and send 
them winging over the Southern landscapes. “Enrollment of the loyal citi- 
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zens without regard to complexion, and encouragement and support to 
them ... is recommended by its simplicity, facility, and, above all, justice.” 
In Virginia, Louisiana, and Arkansas Chase was sure this would work. The 
new Chief Justice had read the New Orleans newspapers and wished the 
President had. He began his letter: “When all mankind are congratulating 
you, one voice, heard or not, is of little account; but I add mine.” He closed 
in distinctive Chase manner: “I most respectfully but most earnestly com- 
mend these matters to your attention. God gives you a great place and a 
great opportunity. May He guide you in the use of them! ” 

It was told that Senator Harlan in a speech April 1 1 at the White House 
celebration had asked, “What shall we do with the rebels*” and a voice 
from the crowd came like a shot: “Hang them!” Tad playing with pens on 
his father’s table looked up at his father’s face and set up a clamor* “No, no, 
papa. Not hang them. Hang on to them 1 ” The father, with jubilation: 
“That’s it— Tad has got it. We must hang on to them 1 ” 

The New York Herald man sent his paper a story. Prominent rebels, 
probably Judge Campbell and R. M. T. Hunter, were soon expected in 
Washington “m connection with the business of restoration.” With this 
straw plucked from the wind the Herald man did much, puffing it out into 
quite a balloon of large expectations. Lincoln in fact and reality did not 
expect any prominent “rebels” in Washington unless, like Roger Pryor, by 
accident or the mishaps of war; he had invited no prominent “rebels.” The 
Herald man thought he would invite them and it would make “a whiz” of 
a story. In newspaper lingo of the day it was “a live item,” though fabri- 
cated and laying a false stress on Lincoln’s goodwill policy, which had not 
yet gone that far and could not for weeks or months reach that stage. A 
series of similar irresponsible stories added to the ferment of fear and unrest 
among those suspicious of Lincoln’s motives. 

To Welles the President said Stanton and others were “dissatisfied.” 
Welles doubted any results to be had from the Virginia Legislature, saying 
that once recognized and convened, they would perhaps conspire. “He [the 
President] said he had no fear of that. They were too badly beaten, too 
much exhausted. His idea was, that the members of the legislature, com- 
prising the prominent and influential men of their respective counties, had 
better come together and undo their own work. He felt assured they would 
do this, and the movement he believed a good one. Civil government must 
be reestablished, he said, as soon as possible; there must be courts, and law, 
and order, or society would be broken up, the disbanded armies would 
turn into robber bands and guerrillas, which we must strive to prevent. 
These were the reasons why he wished prominent Virginians who had the 
confidence of the people to come together and turn themselves and their 
neighbors into good Union men. But as we all had taken a different view, 
he had perhaps made a mistake, and was ready to correct it if he had.” 

This careful diary entry of Welles indicated that the President strongly 
inclined to let the insurgent Virginia Legislature have wide powers, that he 
peremptorily stopped that legislature from convening because once more 
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his Cabinet of select advisers was against him-and it was one of the cases 
where it was better to go along with them-and wait. The “so-called legisla- 
ture,” Welles told the President, “would be likely to propose terms which 
might seem reasonable, but which we could not accept.” The President 
could make a better arrangement “with any one-the worst of them— than 
wdth all,” thought Welles . . . “he might be embarrassed by recognizing 
and treating with them, when we were now in a position to prescribe what 
should be done.” 

Lincoln had sent a telegram April 10 addressed to “Governor Pierpoint 
[sic], Alexandria, Va.” urging, “Please come up and see me at once.” Of 
Francis H. Pierpont it was said that “for three years he carried the State 
Government of Virginia in his vest pocket ” An honest, amiable Union man, 
he had helped carve out West Virginia as a separate State, and then con- 
ducted a puppet State government of Virginia with Alexandria as a sort 
of capital, while on Virginia soil the contending armies sought a strangle- 
hold to decide who should govern Virginia. In his little talk with Lincoln 
the decision seemed to be that Pierpont should move his civil State govern- 
ment— it was not cumbrous, its archives no heavy load— to Richmond and 
see what could be done. 



One minor transaction of the President on April 12, writing with a pen not flowing 
freely. Original in the Barrett collection. 

To Pierpont, Lincoln made clear that Judge Campbell had for months 
pressed for a peace move inside the Confederate Government. Campbell 
had gone to Lee and heard from that commander that it was not part of his 
duty to propose or to make peace, for “that belonged to the President and 
Congress.” From Davis, Campbell heard that the Confederate President be- 
lieved he had been elected “to establish the government, not to abolish it.” 
From members of the Confederate Congress Campbell heard that they were 
elected “to make laws and provide means” for the Confederacy, not to break 
it up. Then it occurred to Campbell that, according to the Confederate 
Constitution, the legislature of the State of Virginia had power and author- 
ity “to put an end to this war.” Or, as Lincoln phrased it for Pierpont, “They 
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[the Virginia Legislature] had put the army in the field, why not take it 
out and quit 5 ” And, continued Lincoln, so carefully must the order be 
drawn authorizing General Weitzel to permit the Virginia Legislature to 
meet, for a single express purpose, that: “The drafting of that order, though 
so short, gave me more perplexity than any other paper I ever drew up.” 
Thus Pierpont noted it. 

They talked further. Lincoln wished for more light on what the 
Southern people wanted. “Was there any Union sentiment among the 
Southern people that had sufficient force to develop itself 5 ” If so, what 
measures would give that sentiment a chance to function 5 Pierpont guessed 
there was “very little settled sentiment among the people,” that as com- 
munications and a more normal life were restored, more could be known. 
“Be industrious,” Lincoln counseled Pierpont, “and ascertain what Union 
sentiment there is in Virginia and keep me advised.” He spoke to Pierpont 
“profound thankfulness” over the war ending— and of his many trials and 
perplexities declared “Amid them all I have been angry but once since 
I came to the White House. Then, if I had encountered the man who 
caused my anger, I certainly would have hurt him.” And for a moment 
Lincoln reminisced of early days: “When I had to measure my strength 
with that of other reputed strong men, I found I had great power in my 
arms.” 

Among those high in the Government persistently vocal for punishing 
the defeated Confederates was Vice-President Andrew Johnson. To Dana 
in Richmond he insisted “their sins had been enormous,” and if they were 
let back into the Union without any punishment the effect would be very 
bad, raising dangers in the future. For fully twenty minutes Johnson gave 
Dana “an impassioned, earnest speech on the subject of punishing rebels.” 
Dana suggested his remarks should be addressed to the President and to mem- 
bers of Congress, quoting Johnson as replying, “Mr. Dana, I feel it to be my 
duty to say these things to every man whom I meet, whom I know to have 
any influence. Any man whose thoughts are considered by others ... I 
must speak to.” 

Seward was among those who mainly favored the President’s policy of 
goodwill, of being generous and taking chances on double-dealing. Through 
different processes of thought, “we frequently arrived at the same conclu- 
sion,” Seward described their joint operations; on the large questions “no 
knife sharp enough to divide us.” In their four years together once only 
were they seriously at odds. “His ‘colonization’ scheme [for gradual emanci- 
pation or Negroes by purchase and sending the freed slaves to colonies re- 
moved from American soil] I opposed on the self-evident principle that all 
natives of a country have an equal right in its soil.” 

To Grant it came that Vice-President Johnson in Washington, in Rich- 
mond, had an “ever-ready” remark: “Treason is a crime and must be made 
odious.” To Southern men who went to Johnson for assurances that they 
might begin some sort of rebuilding, he offered merely vehement denuncia- 
tions. To Grant this was a sorry performance, Grant believing that the 
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Lincoln view had behind it “the great majority of the Northern people, and 
the soldiers unanimously,” the Lincoln view favoring “a speedy reconstruc- 
tion on terms that would be the least humiliating to the people who had 
rebelled against their government . . . being the mildest, it was also the 
wisest, policy. . . . The people who had been in rebellion . . . surely 
would not make good citizens if they felt that they had a yoke around 
their necks.” Grant also agreed with Lincoln in a belief that a majority of 
the Northern people of the hour were not in favor of votes for the Negro. 
“They supposed that it would naturally follow the freedom of the negro, 
but that there would be a time of probation, in which the ex-slaves could 
prepare themselves for the privileges of citizenship before the full right 
would be conferred.” 

One outstanding impression in Grant’s mind stayed on from the confer- 
ence he and Sherman held with Lincoln at City Point. This was Lincoln’s 
report to the two generals of what he had said to the Confederate peace 
commissioners at Hampton Roads. To Grant and Sherman in thinking about 
it afterward it seemed to have more guidance value to them for armistice 
terms than any other rules, if any, laid down by Lincoln. The matter was 
precisely one where Grant, usually meticulous in such a piece of testimony, 
though writing in the third person seemed to have kept some of the flavor 
of Lincoln’s speech. “Mr. Lincoln said to the peace commissioners when he 
met them at Hampton Roads . . . that before he could enter into negotia- 
tions with them they would have to agree to two points- one being that the 
Union should be preserved, and the other that slavery should be abolished; 
and if they were ready to concede these two points he was almost ready to 
sign his name to a blank piece of paper and permit them to fill out the bal- 
ance of the terms upon which we could live together.” 

Sherman’s ideas about peace terms and reconstruction, it would be too 
easy to say, were identical with those of Grant; Sherman held torrents of 
thought and feeling that outran expression in words. The Union general 
who more than any other favored a war strategy of punishment and destruc- 
tion of the South decidedly favored a mild and kindly peace policy. And 
opposing him he had a different case from Grant. Grant and Lee had respect 
for each other, with little or no affection. Between Sherman and Joe John- 
ston was not merely respect but a curious affection. They were two fighters 
who each knew that the other always fought fair and clean, each having 
admiration for the style of the other. Not often does it happen in war, but 
a curious fellowship had grown up between those two commanders. Neither 
Sherman nor Johnston had ever owned slaves. Both disliked Jefferson Davis. 
Grant knew Sherman would drive no hard bargain with the bald little 
leader who had written Lee that he “could no more than annoy” Sherman’s 
army. Sherman had shown to Stanton, on the visit of the Secretary of War 
to Savannah, a letter to a Savannah man wherein Sherman wrote his belief 
“that according to Mr, Lincoln’s Proclamation and Message, when the 
people of the South had laid down their arms and submitted to the lawful 
powers of the United States, ipso Ucto, the war was over as to them; and 
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furthermore, that if any State in rebellion would conform to the Consti- 
tution of the United States, cease war, elect Senators and Representatives 
to Congress, if admitted (of which each House of Congress alone is the 
judge), that State becomes instanter as much in the Union as New York 
or Ohio.” 

All of which in this crowded hour of decision meant power beyond 
fathoming in Lincoln’s hand. Had Fremont and Butler, who played con- 
tinuously a political game openly or covertly in opposition to Lincoln’s 
“slow and vacillating” policies, proved themselves as commanders— that is, 
if it could be imagined that they now stood in the boots of Grant and 
Sherman heading victorious armies— Lincoln would have had no other course 
perhaps than to trail, in degree, with those crying for sacrifice and hang- 
ings. As events had turned out however, Lincoln, Grant, and Sherman were 
a triumvirate holding such actual power that if imperative they could set up 
a dictatorship. The historic point to be reckoned in the balances during early 
April was that the three high commanders and a million soldiers were, to 
use Grant’s word, “unanimous” for ending the war on practically any terms 
that would bring a restored Union with slavery gone. To these two major 
conditions, high-lighted by Lincoln, all else was minor and could be threshed 
out in parliamentary debate and political battles in the old-fashioned Ameri- 
can way. 

While Sumner was writing “Alas T alas 1 ” to the necessity of dispute with 
the President over immediate universal Negro suffrage, Mrs. Chesnut noted 
her Negroes as unchanged in loyalty to their masters, plowing fields as be- 
fore the war, “not a single case of a negro who betrayed his master.” Of 
one of her old slaves she wrote: “Ellen has had my diamonds to keep for a 
week or so When the danger was over she handed them back to me with 
as little apparent interest in the matter as if they had been garden peas.” 
Yet a change had come, the mistress of Mulberry Plantation in South Caro- 
lina saw. Behind the black masks of faces lay a new motive. Sherman heard 
them swear devotion; “just the same, the minute they see an opening to 
better themselves they will move on.” This Negro mobility of course was 
but one new phase of a chaotic and devastated South, whereas thousands 
of former masters of wealth had now only fat wads of Confederate Govern- 
ment paper promises to pay. And many of the former masters could merely 
wonder whether any works of peace they might begin would be interrupted 
by Federal military police come to put them on trial for treason. 

Grant was wishing luck to Jefferson Davis, hoping the fugitive would 
escape from the United States. This wish and hope he believed “Mr. Lincoln 
shared.” Off m the immense areas of Texas or thereabouts in the trans- 
Mississippi region, Davis might set up a new, though shrunken, Confederacy 
with outfits of restless, unemployed young men drawn from the various 
abandoned Confederate armies. Besides this, believed Grant, Lincoln wanted 
Davis to escape because as the Federal President he did not wish to deal 
with the matter of punishment for the Confederate chieftain. Grant saw 
Lincoln as the best possible man to be in power as umpire during wrangling 
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and bitterness to come. And Grant believed that an overwhelming majority 
of the Northern people, “and the soldiers unanimously,” thus saw Lincoln in 
this hour that Grant traveled toward Washington for an interview with the 
President and a joining of counsels. 

To Carpenter, to Dana, Brooks, and others, came an anecdote used by 
Lincoln when he was asked what he would do with Jefferson Davis when 
that marvelously stubborn and unrepentant Confederate leader was cap- 
tured. 

“There was a boy in Springfield,” said Lincoln, “who saved up his 
money and bought a ‘coon,’ which, after the novelty wore off, became a 
great nuisance. He was one day leading him through the streets, and had 
his hands full to keep clear of the little vixen, who had torn his clothes 
half off of him. At length he sat down on the curb-stone, completely fagged 
out. A man passing was stopped by the lad’s disconsolate appearance, and 
asked the matter. ‘Oh,’ was the reply, ‘this coon is such a trouble , to me 1 ’ 
‘Why don’t you get rid of him, then^’ said the gentleman. ‘Hush 1 ’ said the 
boy; ‘don’t you see he is gnawing his rope ofP I am going to let him do it, 
and then I will go home and tell the folks that he got away from me ? ” 

Thus Carpenter wrote the anecdote as he believed it had been told to 
him. Ward Hill Lamon had another version, nearer to Lincoln’s style and 
more pat as an illustration, Lincoln saying: “When I was a boy in Indiana, 
I went to a neighbor’s house one morning and found a boy of my own size 
holding a coon by a string. I asked him what he had and what he was doing. 
He says, ‘It’s a coon. Dad cotched six last night, and killed all but this poor 
little cuss. Dad told me to hold him until he came back, and I’m afraid he’s 
going to kill this one too; and oh, Abe, I do wish he would get away!’ 
‘Well, why don’t you let him loosed ‘That wouldn’t be right; and if I let 
him go, Dad would give me hell. But if he would get away himself, it would 
be all right.’ Now,” said Mr. Lincoln, “if Jeff Davis and those other fellows 
will only get away, it will be all right. But if we should catch them, and I 
should let them go, ‘Dad would give me hell.’ ” 

If Lincoln had his wish, it was evident, Jeff Davis would skip the country 
and make a home in Mexico, Peru, London, Paris, anywhere beyond reach 
of the United States Government. As an exile Davis could do little harm. 
As a martyr buried after trial and hanging, his name betokening sacred 
ashes, the Confederate leader would throw a moving shadow. An example 
was the ghost of John Brown, his body a-moldering, his tongue alive. That 
line of hate sung by millions-“We’ll hang Jeff Davis to a sour apple tree” 
—was good enough for war propaganda, for stirring the will to kill, but now 
Lincoln wanted that song line forgotten. It was not unpleasant for him to 
look back and consider that in all his speeches and papers no one could find 
a phrase of hate or personal evil wish against the head of the Confederate 
Government. Not until December of ’64 had he belittled Davis, as a matter 
of record pointing to Davis’s own people belittling their leader and no 
longer following him as they once did. 

On scores of occasions in conversation Lincoln mentioned “Jeff Davis,” 
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but he never permitted the name of Davis to creep into any public address- 
as though the insurgent leader was nameless or anonymous. 

Came on April 1 2 the instance of Lincoln holding the kindliest and most 
neighborly talk imaginable with a Confederate who was still a Confederate, 
Lincoln doing a valued personal favor for a businessman who had backed the 
Confederacy with money, property, and personal influence and now re- 
fused Lincoln’s suggestion that he take the oath of allegiance to the Union. 
This was W. C. Bibb, Esq., of Montgomery, Alabama, with a note of in- 



troduction from the commander of the Monitor in her battle with the 
Merrimac, John L. Worden. Captain Worden vouched for Bibb as “a leading 
and influential citizen of Montgomery.” In the first year of the war they 
had jailed Worden in that city, and General Bragg and others talked of 
hanging Worden as a spy. During which time, wrote Worden, Bibb “did 
me various kind and friendly acts, although at the time I was a stranger to 
him ... in spite also of the fact that those citizens who treated me with 
kindness were looked upon with suspicion by officials, Mr. Bibb did me 
justice and extended to me attentions very grateful to my feelings.” 

Bibb had been to Seward, who from an early manhood residence in 
Georgia recalled knowing Bibb’s father, also Bibb’s uncle, who was a 
United States Senator from Georgia. Bibb tried to draw from Seward some 
inkling of whether he was radical or conservative toward the South, getting 
chiefly the dry observation “I was once a resident of Georgia and at times 
the idea occurs to me that if I had remained there I might possibly have 
prevented this war.” 




NEGOTIATIONS — AN OMINOUS DREAM 239 

Bibb had been let into a prison for an interview with a Confederate cap- 
tain captured in Grant’s recent frontal attack on Lee’s line, Bibb’s son be- 
longing to the same regiment, Bibb asking for news about his boy. The 
captain said the boy was taken prisoner just before the battle closed and he 
was sure that young Bibb on that day was safe and alive with the retreating 
regiment. 

Bibb had consulted with Orville H. Browning, attorney-at-law, and with 
Attorney General Speed on the possible prospect of the President’s taking 
early action with regard to 5,000,000 bales of cotton stored in the South 
and other large properties thrown into jeopardy and new legal risks in the 
war coming to an end. On the morning of April 12 this Confederate, ushered 
into Lincoln’s office, met the President, who handed him a chair, asked him 
to be seated, and was so easily informal that Bibb was “struck with astonish- 
ment by the total absence of all effort to impress one with the fact that he 
was President of the United States.” This President drew his own chair 
back from a table, slid in, threw a leg over one arm, and proceeded to read 
the Worden note handed him by Bibb. His face brightened as he read, and 
at the finish he put out his hand for a renewed acquaintance with a South- 
ern man who had kept his sanity amid the uproar. Lincoln spoke of Mr. 
Browning as having mentioned W. C. Bibb’s Kentucky relation, George M. 
Bibb. With George M., Lincoln was well acquainted. 

Bibb asked about a proclamation of amnesty which Washington reports 
said would soon be issued. Would its terms extend to Confederate leaders? 
“Yes,” Bibb quoted Lincoln as replying. “It is universal in its application. 
I have consented to withhold it from publication for a few days for special 
reasons which have been urged, but which f regard as of little force, but I 
thought it better to pay that respect to the opinion of others.” 

Lincoln continued: “I love the Southern people more than they love me. 
My desire is to restore the Union. I do not intend to hurt the hair of the 
head of a single man in the South if it can possibly be avoided.” 

“Mr. Lincoln, what will be required of the Southern States to allow 
them admission into the Union 

“All that I ask is that they shall annul their ordinance of secession and 
send their delegates to fill the seats in Congress which are now vacant 
awaiting their occupation.” 

“Mr. Lincoln, what do you propose to do in relation to the slave 
property?” 

“I am individually willing to grant either gradual emancipation, say run- 
ning through twenty years, or compensated emancipation at the option of 
the Southern people; but there are certain amendments to the Constitution 
now before the people for their adoption or rejection, and I have no power 
to do anything at present; but if it should so happen that I could control 
it such would be my policy.” 

Their talk ran two hours, according to Bibb, who rose to say he was 
trespassing. Lincoln took hold of Bibb’s coat lapels, asked him to again be 
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seated, took up the Worden note, glanced over it, and “What can I do for 
you^ ” Bibb would be glad to have a passport to his home in Alabama. 

Lincoln wrote two little documents for Bibb. He liked Bibb. That 
Worden note said much. The likes of Bibb would help the Union cause. 
Lincoln signed and dated one card: “Any military commander in whose way 
it may fall, will give protection to the bearer, W. C. Bibb, his family and 
property,” and another card: “Allow the bearer, W. C. Bibb, to pass our 
lines with ordinary baggage and go south.” 

Bibb read these, spoke his gratitude, then: “I feel that it is due both to 
you and myself to tell you that I have not taken the oath of allegiance to the 
Federal Government and cannot do so until after the surrender of the Con- 
federate armies.” This, Bibb confessed afterward, he said “with trepidation.” 

Lincoln’s eyes dropped, studied the carpet. Bibb thought a shadow 
crossed his face. Lincoln raised his eyes, looked into Bibb’s 

“I respect your scruples. Probably under the same surroundings I should 
have entertained them myself.” 

Bibb asked if a cavalry raid had reached Selma, Alabama. Lincoln doubted 
it. Bibb wished to visit Baltimore and New York for a couple of days. “You 
will have no use for another pass,” said Lincoln, “and if you return by way 
of Washington I shall be very glad to see you.” Bibb went away a perplexed 
and rather happy man. His idea of Lincoln had been shaped mainly by 
Southern newspapers. He had come frankly with high prejudice and low 
hope. Now instead of a monstrous gawk he had met a man he saw as 
“homely and ungainly” but strangely wise, with a calm face masking a rare 
sensitivity. 

The same Virginia-born go-between and observer that Lincoln had sent 
to Charleston in 5 6i, just before the war broke, he now sent to Richmond. 
For Ward Hill Lamon he wrote on April 1 1 a pass to Richmond and return, 
the errand, as Lamon wrote, being “business for Mr. Lincoln connected 
with the call of a convention for reconstruction, about which there had 
arisen some complications.” Before leaving Lamon urged Secretary Usher 
to persuade Mr. Lincoln to exercise extreme caution, “and to go out as little 
as possible while I was absent.” They talked about this and decided the two 
of them should go to Lincoln. 

Lamon asked Lincoln if he would make him a promise. Lincoln asked 
what it was and said that he thought he could venture to say he would. 
Lamon then asked the President to promise that he would not go out after 
nightfall while Lamon was gone, and particularly that the President would 
not go to the theatre. 

Lincoln turned and said, according to Lamon* “Usher, this boy is a 
monomaniac on the subject of my safety. I can hear him or hear of his 
being around, at all times of the night, to prevent somebody from murder- 
ing me. He thinks I shall be killed, and we think he is going crazy.” To this 
Lincoln added: “What does anybody want to assassinate me for^ If anyone 
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wants to do so, he can do it any day or night, if he is ready to give his life 
for mine. It is nonsense.” 

Usher then said* “Mr. Lincoln, it is well to listen and give heed to 
Lamon. He is thrown among people that give him opportunities to know 
more about such matters than we can know.” 

Lamon renewed his request for the promise, standing with his hat in his 
hand, ready to start for Richmond. 

“Well,” said Lincoln, “I promise to do the best I can towards it.” Then, 
giving Lamon a warm handshake: “Good-bye. God bless you, Hill 1 ” 

To their old Illinois associate Orville H. Browning, Lamon had spoken 
more than once his fears about the President’s safety, one diary sentence of 
Browning this week reading: “The Marshal W H Lamon has several times 
within the last two months told me that he believed the President would be 
assassinated.” 

Besides the written threats from enemies or cranks, which Lincoln filed, 
there were spoken warnings, advice as to plots and machinations afoot, some 
of them published and sent broadcast. Greeley in the New York Tribune 
had given the fullest publicity to the weird advertisement m an Alabama 
newspaper that was signed with a post-office box number for the communi- 
cations of any and all who cared to raise $1,000,000, which sum would 
assure the death of Abraham Lincoln, the chief obstacle to the Southern 
cause. 

On the morning of April 5 in Admiral Porter’s cabin of the flagship 
Malvern Lincoln had received Brevet Brigadier General Edward H. Ripley. 
On a long cushioned seat running along the side of the ship behind a dming- 
table sat the President while Tad ran up and down the length of the sofa be- 
hind his father, leaping the father’s back in passing. General Ripley, sitting 
opposite, explained his errand while “Mr. Lincoln let his head droop upon 
his hands as his elbows rested on the table, his hands supporting his chin, his 
eyes filling the cabin with mournful light.” Outside and waitmg, proceeded 
General Ripley, was a Confederate soldier in uniform, “a more than usually 
intelligent and fine-appearing man,” who had come to believe with the cap- 
ture of Richmond and Lee in retreat that the war was hopeless and not an- 
other life should be given to it; he was an enlisted man in “Rams’s torpedo 
bureau,” a Confederate secret-service organization carrying on an irregular 
warfare with explosives; the men detailed for an operation never knew what 
they were to do till they arrived at designated points and got their orders. 
This man had signed a sworn statement of his knowledge that the bureau 
had sent a party of men on a secret mission which he vaguely understood 
was aimed at “the head of the Yankee government,” and though he could 
give no names or specific facts, he wished to put Mr. Lincoln on his guard, 
being convinced the President was in great danger. General Ripley read 
this statement to Lincoln, emphasized what he believed the good faith and 
integrity of the man. 

“I begged the President to let me bring him in and talk,” wrote General 



242 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

Ripley, “but it was all to no purpose.” He quoted Lincoln as slowly and 
sorrowfully replying: “No, General Ripley, it is impossible for me to adopt 
and follow your suggestions. I deeply appreciate the feeling which has led 
you to urge them on me— but I must go on in the course marked out for me, 
for I cannot bring myself to believe that any human being lives who would 
do me any harm.” 

The two men who most often warned Lincoln about his personal safety 
were Stanton and Lamon. To Stanton, Lincoln’s response usually was serious, 
though in the earlier years of the cavalry escort and the posted sentinels 
the President had protested with sarcasm. To Lamon he had laughing re- 
torts most often, though in their latest exchange he had for the first time 
offered the point that he would have no chance under any conditions 
against a would-be killer “if he is ready to give his life for mine.” The enve- 
lope on which he had written “Assassination,” wherein Lincoln filed threat 
letters, numbered eighty items in latter March when the painter Matthew 
Wilson was doing his portrait. John W. Forney wrote of Seward standing 
behind Lincoln’s chair as Lincoln sat for the artist and as he opened a note 
saying, “Here is another of these letters,” after reading it pointing to a 
pigeonhole: “In that place I have filed eighty just such things as this. I 
know I am in danger, but I am not going to worry over threats like these.” 
Then, wrote Forney, he “resumed his usual animation” and the interested 
painter studied his face. 

Lamon as he rode to Richmond took no ease about this matter and had 
less than ever about it this week because of a dream Lincoln told him. As 
Lincoln had gradually before Lamon’s eyes become a world figure and a 
legend, he tried to analyze more closely Lincoln the dreamer. He saw Lin- 
coln “believing, like the first Napoleon, that he was a man of destiny,” and 
accepting “certain phases of the supernatural.” What Lamon thought or sur- 
mised in this field had at least the value of the observation of an intimate. 
No one else plucked a banjo for Lincoln or answered to the wiffi “Hill, 
sing me a sad little song” in a concert for those two alone. No one else came 
nearer being a “boon companion,” as the phrase goes. Out of moods and 
fragments of speech Lamon made his derivations as to Lincoln’s inner life: 
“Assured as he undoubtedly was by omens which to his mind were conclu- 
sive that he would rise to greatness and power, he was as firmly convinced 
by the same tokens that he would be suddenly cut off at the height of his 
career and the fulness of his fame. He always believed that he would fall by 
the hand of an assassin; and yet with that appalling doom clouding his life, — 
a doom fixed and irreversible, as he was firmly convinced,— his courage never 
for a moment forsook him.” ° 

In astrology, horoscopes, prophecies, ghost lore, witcheries and divina- 
tions, Lincoln was no dabbler. Dreams and presentiments rested on natural 
laws, Lamon hearing him define Nature as “the workmanship of the AI- 
mighty.” Often, wrote Lamon, he heard Lincoln repeat lines from “The 
Dream,” a Byron poem: 
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Sleep hath its own world, 

A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existence Sleep hath its own world, 

And a wide realm of wild reality. 

And dreams m their development have breath, 

And tears, and tortures, and the touch of joy, 

They leave a weight upon our waking thoughts, 

They take a weight from off our waking toils, 

They do divide our being. 

With the Rabelaisian Lamon, of valor and humor and conviviality com- 
pounded, Lincoln seemed during the war years to speak his dejection, his 
hilarity— or frailty— more easily and naturally than with any other man. To 
Lamon he spoke more than once of his failure to produce again the double 
image of himself in a looking-glass, which he saw in x 860 lying on a lounge 
in his own chamber in Springfield. One face held glow of life and breath, 
the other shone ghostly pale white. “It had worried him not a little . . . 
the mystery had its meaning, which was clear enough to him ... the life- 
like image betokening a safe passage through his first term as President; the 
ghostly one, that death would overtake him before the close of the second. 
. . . With that firm conviction, which no philosophy could shake, Mr. Lin- 
coln moved on through a maze of mighty events, calmly awaiting the in- 
evitable hour.” Three things, in Lamon’s estimate, sustained and upheld him 
under the weight of this darkly foretold doom conveyed by an illusion 
in a mirror. “His sense of duty to his country; his belief that ‘the inevitable’ 
is right; and his innate and irrepressible humor.” 

Sternly practical and strictly logical man that Lincoln was, rigorous 
realist that he could be in given events, having in so many of his papers a 
scientific approach using relentless scrutiny of facts and spare derivations 
of absolutes from those facts, he nevertheless believed in dreams’ having 
validity for himself and for others. According to Lamon’s study, Lincoln 
held that any dream had a meaning if you could be wise enough to find it, 
your wisdom perhaps leading you at times into preposterous tricks and 
vagaries of the human mind and frame. When a dream came Lincoln sought 
clews from it. Once when Mrs. Lincoln and Tad were away he telegraphed 
her to put away a pistol Tad was carrying. “I had an ugly dream about him.” 

To Lamon it was charming and appropriate that Lincoln held the best 
dream-interpreters were the common people. “This accounts in large meas- 
ure for the profound respect he always had for the collective wisdom of the 
plain people,— ‘the children of Nature,’ he called them.” Some basis of truth 
could be found, he believed, for whatever obtained general credence among 
these “children of Nature.” The very superstitions of the people had roots 
of reality in natural occurrences. “He esteemed himself one of their number, 
having passed the greater part of his life among them.” 

Of the dream that came to Lincoln this second week of April, 1865, 
Lamon wrote that it was “the most startling incident” that had ever come to 
the man, of “deadly import,” “amazingly real.” Lincoln kept it to himself 
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as his personal secret for a few days and one evening at the White House, 
with Mrs. Lincoln, Lamon, and one or two others present, he began talking 
about dreams and led himself into telling the late one that haunted him. Of 
Lamon’s later written account of the evening, Lamon said, “I give it as 
nearly m his own words as I can, from notes which I made immediately after 
its recital.” 

Mrs. Lincoln had spoken of his face looking so solemn and his want of 
spirit. This seemed to rouse him. Lincoln began telling what was heavy 
on his mind: 

“It seems strange how much there is in the Bible about dreams. There 
are, I think, some sixteen chapters in the Old Testament and four or five 
in the New in which dreams are mentioned; and there are many other 
passages scattered throughout the book which refer to visions. If we believe 
the Bible, we must accept the fact that in the old days God and His angels 
came to men in their sleep and made themselves known in dreams. Now- 
adays dreams are regarded as very foolish, and are seldom told, except by old 
women and by young men and maidens in love.” 

Mrs. Lincoln here remarked, “Why, you look dreadfully solemn; do you 
believe in dreams 5 ” 

“I can’t say that I do,” returned Mr. Lincoln; “but I had one the other 
night which has haunted me ever since. After it occurred, the first time I 
opened the Bible, strange as it may appear, it was at the twenty-eighth 
chapter of Genesis, which relates the wonderful dream Jacob had. I turned 
to other passages, and seemed to encounter a dream or a vision wherever 
I looked. I kept on turning the leaves of the old book, and everywhere my 
eye fell upon passages recording matters strangely in keeping with my own 
thoughts, —supernatural visitations, dreams, visions, etc.” 

He now looked so serious and disturbed that Mrs. Lincoln exclaimed: 
“You frighten me! What is the matter?” 

“I am afraid,” said Mr. Lincoln, seeing the effect his words had upon his 
wife, “that I have done wrong to mention the subject at all, but somehow 
the thing has got possession of me, and, like Banquo’s ghost, it will not 
down” 

This set on fire Mrs. Lincoln’s curiosity. Though saying she didn’t be- 
lieve in dreams, she kept at him to tell what it was he had seen in his sleep 
that now had such a hold on him. He hesitated, waited a little, slowly began, 
his face in shadows of melancholy. 

“About ten days ago,” said he, “I retired very late. I had been up waiting 
for important dispatches from the front. I could not have been long in bed 
when I fell into a slumber, for I was weary. I soon began to dream. There 
seemed to be a death-like stillness about me. Then I heard subdued sobs, 
as if a number of people were weeping. I thought I left my bed and wan- 
dered downstairs. There the silence was broken by the same pitiful sobbing, 
but the mourners were invisible. I went from room to room; no living 
person was in sight, but the same mournful sounds of distress met me as I 
passed along. It was light in all the rooms; every object was familiar to me; 
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but where were all the people who were grieving as if their hearts would 
breaks I w^as puzzled and alarmed. What could be the meaning of all this* 
Determined to find the cause of a state of things so mysterious and so shock- 
ing, I kept on until I arrived at the East Room, which I entered. There I 
met with a sickening surprise. Before me was a catafalque, on which rested 
a corpse wrapped in funeral vestments. Around it were stationed soldiers 
who were acting as guards; and there was a throng of people, some gazing 
mournfully upon the corpse, whose face was covered, others weeping piti- 
fully. Who is dead in the White House*’ I demanded of one of the soldiers. 
The President,’ was his answer; 'he was killed by an assassin 1 ’ Then came 
a loud burst of grief from the crowd, which awoke me from my dream. I 
slept no more that night; and although it was only a dream, I have been 
strangely annoyed by it ever since.” 

“TTiat is horrid!” said Mrs. Lincoln. “I wish you had not told it. I am 
glad I don’t believe in dreams, or I should be in terror from this time 
forth.” 

“Well,” responded Mr. Lincoln, thoughtfully, “it is only a dream, Mary. 
Let us say no more about it, and try to forget it.” 

The dream had shaken its dreamer to the depths, noted Lamon. As he had 
given the secret of it to others he was “grave, gloomy, and at times visibly 
pale, but perfectly calm.” To Lamon afterward, in a reference to it Lincoln 
quoted from Hamlet , “To sleep, perchance to dream! ay, there's the rub!" 
—stressing the last three words. 

Once again and with playful touches, bringing his sense of humor into 
use as though he might laugh off the dream, he said to Lamon. “Hill, your 
apprehension of harm to me from some hidden enemy is downright foolish- 
ness. For a long time you have been trying to keep somebody— the Lord 
knows who— from killing me. Don’t you see how it will turn out* In this 
dream it was not me, but some other fellow, that was killed. It seems that 
this ghostly assassin tried his hand on someone else. And this reminds me of 
an old farmer m Illinois whose family were made sick by eating greens. 
Some poisonous herb had got into the mess, and members of the family 
were in danger of dying. There was a half-witted boy m the family called 
Jake; and always afterward when they had greens the old man would say, 
‘Now, afore we risk these greens, let's try 'em on Jake . If he stands 'em , 
we’re all right.’ Just so with me. As long as this imaginary assassin continues 
to exercise himself on others / can stand it.” He then became serious and 
said: “Well, let it go. I think the Lord m His own good time and way will 
work this out all right. God knows what is best.” 

This last he gave with a sigh, and in a way as if talking to himself with 
no friend Lamon standing by. 

Into the realm of sleep Lincoln carried part of his w T aking world. To 
such as Donn Piatt in a given moment he could say he slept the sleep of 
the just he slept like a log, as a heavy sleeper he was a treasure and a 
model. The guard Crook knew otherwise. In his midnight and dawn patrol 
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of the White House, near the door of the President’s room he could hear 
the deep breathing. And the sober and loyal Crook, who had his moments 
of awareness beyond ordinary minions of the clock, wrote of Lincoln some- 
times having a day of unusual anxiety and then in the night “I have heard 
him mom in his sleep.” This gave Crook a queer feeling. He reasoned about 
it: 

“While the expression of Mr. Lincoln’s face was always sad when he 
was quiet, it gave one the assurance of calm. He never seemed to doubt the 
wisdom of an action when he had once decided on it. And so when he was 
in a way defenceless in his sleep it made me feel the pity that would have 
been almost an impertinence when he was awake. I would stand there and 
listen until a sort of panic stole over me. If he felt the weight of things so 
heavily, how much worse the situation of the country must be than any of 
us realized! At last I would walk softly away, feeling as if I had been listen- 
ing at a keyhole,” 


CHAPTER 7 2 

THE CALENDAR SAYS GOOD FRIDAY 


The purple lilacs bloomed April the Fourteenth of the year 
Eighteen Sixty Five. 

And the shining air held a balance of miracles good and evil . 

Wrens on the White House lawn chattered a fast evil gossip 
soon forgotten . 

Cardinals streaked in crimson curves and whistled happy 
landing on tall treetops . 

A veery thrush and a brown thrush in a circle of bushes 
poured out a living waterfall of cool song. 

The oaks and chestnuts stood grave and thoughtful . 

From any window of the honorable Executive Mansion 
they were beyond reproach. 

In mist or moonlight or noonday sun they kept their serene 
stature and measured men without praise or blame. 

They seemed to stand waiting , in silence giving thanks for 
as much of life as had been given them. 

The sidewalk passers-by glanced through the iron fence 
pickets to see how the White House looked this morning of 
April the Fourteenth . 
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Teamsters and horsemen rattling over the street cobble- 
stones took their look too at the famous old house where all the 
Presidents since Washington had made a home. 

The smells on the air and the taste of spring made a smiling 
forenoon. 

Like any other day of spring mystery and bloom— so it 
looked. 

Not till afterward did they know they might have listened 
for deep sea bells calling and looked for a dreamship and 
studied over the fabrics of fate and the brotherhoods of dust 
and shadow. 

Later they considered the moist earth gathering those long 
known as the Great Majority, the fogs forever haunting that 
deeply cloven line beyond which men say is the Other Shore. 

Did any lover of trees have a daybreak dream of a Great 
Oak on a high hill under the flash of a lightning prong crash- 
ing down helpless, a loss for all time to the winds and sky who 
had loved it and not known how much they loved it? 

Did any Negro preacher notify the world beforehand that 
the Almighty on the Great White Throne had spoken to the 
Angel on the Pale Horse saying: 

“Go down now, go down to the United States, to Chesa- 
peake Bay and the Potomac River, and find Washington, D.C., 
and find One Man for me there and touch him on the shoulder 
and tell him ids time for him to come, Vm wanting him here, 
his time is up today"? 

Did any fortune-teller, any dealer in abracadabra, any reader 
of the mystic Crystal Ball, see that day a phantom horseman 
come riding on a phantom horse, a skeleton rider on a skeleton 
steed, a rider with a red rose in his teeth, a grim rider laughing 
softly as though he might be a bringer of Judgment Day, a 
keeper of a Domesday Book, singing “John Brown? s Body Lies 
A-mouldering , ” singing “Go Down, Moses, Let My People 
Go," singing of the grapes of wrath trampled red and crushed 
scarlet and how in the beauty of the lilies Christ was born 
across the sea-a white-skulled rider with a flame-rose in his 
teeth? 

Did any clairvoyant foreteller write a forecast that today, 
this April the Fourteenth, one man must hear a deep sea bell 
and a farewell gong and take a ride skyward swifter than Elijah 
in the chariot of fire? 
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Did any poet or genius of imagination picture the ancient 
crowded Hall of Valhalla alive with tumult over a new come 
arrival who would stand before them only a trifle abashed 
drawling , “Well, this reminds me . . 

No, there seemed to be nothing foretold in esse?ztial par- 
ticulars except to the Dreamer himself most concerned, who 
had it from a dream he accepted, though himself not in the 
slightest aware of the way, the method, the arrangements, the 
timing . 

FROM mid- April of ’61 to mid- April of ’65 some 3,000,000 men North 
and South had seen war service— the young, the strong, the physically fit, 
carrying the heavy load and taking the agony. The fallen of them had seen 
Antietam, Murfreesboro, Fredericksburg, Chancellorsville, the Wilderness, 
Spotsylvania, Cold Harbor, each a shambles, a human slaughterhouse. In 
the burnt and blackened Shenandoah Valley were enough embers of barns 
and men to satisfy any prophet of doom. 

From Malvern Hill and Gettysburg down to Chickamauga, Chatta- 
nooga, Island Number Ten, Vicksburg, the Red River and beyond, the 
burying-grounds deep and shallow held the consecrated dead— some of 
them lone white skeletons not yet accorded burial— fallen from flying lead 
and steel, from the reapers typhoid, dysentery, inflammations, prison star- 
vation-thousands having crawled away to die alone without witnesses or 
extreme unction— tens of thousands buried in trenches with mass markers 
for the nameless and unidentified: unknown. 

They were a host proven in valor and sacrifice— swept to the Great Be- 
yond. No man who actually and passionately loved the cause of either flag 
could evade moments when he reproached himself for being alive. Robert E. 
Lee had those moments, well attested. So did Abraham Lincoln. His Gettys- 
burg speech and his letter to Mrs. Bixby had an undeniable undertone of this 
reproach. 

Killed in action or dead from wounds and disease were some 620,000 
Americans, 360,000 from the North, 260,000 of the South— planted in the 
tomb of the earth, spectral and shadowy, blurred and discordant in their 
testimonies for posterity as to why they fought the war and cut each other 
down in the heyday of youth. 

They were a host. They were phantoms never absent from Lincoln’s 
thoughts. Possibly from that vanished host, rather than from the visible 
and living, Lincoln took his main direction and moved as though the word 
“reconciliation” could have supreme beauty if he could put it to work. 

In Greensboro, North Carolina, at a rather ordinary house, in an upstairs 
room having a bed, a few small chairs, a table with pen and ink, Jefferson 
Davis, with four remaining Cabinet members and two veteran generals, 
held a final meeting over the affairs of the Confederate States of America, 
its government, its armies and prospects. 
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President Davis spoke to a man he had humiliated and quarreled with 
more than three years. “We should like to have your views, General 
Johnston.” 

With sharp intensity as if in anger, General Johnston* “My views are, 
sir, that our people are tired of the war, feel themselves whipped, and will 
not fight. ... We cannot place another large army in the field. . . . My 
men are daily deserting in large numbers. . . . Since Lee’s defeat they re- 
gard the war as at an end. ... I shall expect to retain no man beyond the 
by-road or cow-path that leads to his house. . . . We may perhaps obtain 
terms that we ought to accept.” 

Davis sat unmoved. He had been calm throughout, having said: “Our 
late disasters are terrible, but I do not think we should regard them as fatal. 
I think we can whip the enemy yet, if our people turn out. . . . Whatever 
can be done must be done at once. We have not a day to lose.” This 
Johnston had answered, as though to break the calm of the unruffled 
President Davis who still seemed to carry himself as the head and front of 
a powerful government, commander in chief of powerful armies that had 
not melted away, innocent of realities. 

His eyes on the table, his fingers folding and refolding a piece of paper, 
Davis heard Johnston, waited, and suddenly in low easy tone: “What do 
you say, General Beauregard?” The reply: “I concur in all General Johnston 
has said.” 

They agreed a letter should be written to Sherman asking for terms. 
Johnston asked President Davis to write it— which he did. They parted. 

The sunset of the Confederacy had shaded over into evening stars, into 
lasting memories of a Lost Cause. 

In its Richmond capitol building the enemy pawed among remaining 
fragments of its archives. 

In its earlier and first capitol building at Montgomery, Alabama, Union 
horsemen made merry. 

In the sky its final embers of hope had flickered and sunk and the 
overhead constellations lighted tall candles for remembrance. 

For millions of the struggling masses of Southern people the war had 
settled nothing in particular, and their lives centered around the same re- 
lentless question that guided them before the war began— “How do we earn 
a living^” 

A battered and valiant remnant that feared neither torment in an after- 
world nor hell on earth was to find joy in a song line, “I won’t be recon- 
structed, And for the Union I don’t give a damn.” 

Some would find welfare and kindness in the old Union. Two sections 
of the country fought a duel and came out with honors enough for both— 
this was the philosophy of some who really loved two flags— and why was a 
mystery— was their personal secret. Some who had starved and suffered and 
taken wounds in the rain and lived on the food of rats and lost everything 
except a name for valor and endurance— some of these could never repent 
or be sorry. They were to make a song of their hate against “the lying, 
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thieving Yankees,” their scorn of the Constitution, the Freedmen's Bureau, 
the Eagle, the Declaration of Independence, and furthermore: 

Three hundred thousand Yankees I can’t take up my musket 
Lie stiff in Southern dust; And fight ’em now no more; 

We got three hundred thousand But I ain’t a-going to love ’em, 

Before they conquered us; Now that is sartain sure; 

They died of Southern fever And I don’t want no pardon, 

And Southern steel and shot; For what I was and am; 

I wish it was three millions, I won’t be reconstructed, 

Instead of what we got. And I don’t care a damn. 

As a song and a viewpoint it represented little or nothing to be found 
in the counsels of Robert E. Lee, foremost of Southern cherished figures, 
who would take the oath of allegiance to the Union. It did however sing 
deep wishes incarnate in Jefferson Davis, who meant it when he said he 
would die before he would take an oath of loyalty to the United States. 

On this April 14 Davis, still at Greensboro, wrote to his wife. Before 
her leaving Richmond he had given her a pistol, shown her how to use it, 
told her to be brave. Now he was to journey southward and join her. “One 
perfect bliss have I,” Mrs. Davis was writing to Mrs. Chesnut: “The baby, 
who grows fat and is smiling always, is . . . not old enough to develop the 
world’s vices.” 

“Dear Winnie,” wrote the now fugitive President of the Confederate 
States of America on April 14, “I will come to you if I can. Everything 
is dark. You should prepare for the worst. ... I have lingered on the road 
and labored to little purpose. My love to the children.” 

As Davis packed his kit for moving farther south he knew there were 
not a few at the North who wished to see him hang on a sour-apple tree, 
though he was unaware that the head of the Federal Government at Wash- 
ington wished him Godspeed and good luck as a refugee, hoped he would 
cross the Rio Grande into Mexico or board some vessel that would take 
him beyond all United States Navy patrols— any news coming to Lincoln 
about Jeff Davis would be welcome except word of Davis’s capture or the 
killing of him in combat or flight. Davis would have been interested that 
one report credited Lincoln with saying: “This talk about Mr. Davis tires 
me. I hope he will mount a fleet horse, reach the shores of the Gulf of 
Mexico, and ride so far into its waters that we shall never see him again.” 
Something like that the mulatto doorkeeper Slade heard Lincoln say and 
told of it to Chaplain Neill. A vanished Davis was wanted. A living Davis 
would be an embarrassment, a dead Davis a reproach. It was a long time 
since the two of them as youths, Lincoln and Davis, had joined in a war 
on an Indian tribe and slaughtered its braves and crushed its power and 
taken its Chief Black Hawk a prisoner of war, in the custody of Lieutenant 
Jefferson Davis. 

Peace was beginning to smile. “All serious, alarming difficulty,” wrote 
E. L. Godkin, “is now over,” whether military, political, or finanri^f , 



THE CALENDAR SAYS GOOD FRIDAY 251 

Lincoln sat for a photograph by Alexander Gardner— and for the first 
time when facing a camera in the four years of his Administration per- 
mitted a smile to wreath his face. Until this camera register in the second 
week of April, 1865, he had most often been grave and somber. Now he 
smiled. 

The hurricane was spent, the high storm winds gone down. Rough 
weather and choppy seas were ahead— but the worst was over and could 
not come again. He hoped for goodwill and mutual trust and let that hope 
shine on his face. 

“I confess,' ” wrote Godkin this week, echoing a rather common thought, 
“I should be very anxious about the terms of reconstruction, if Lincoln were 
not to be President for the next four years.” 

Emerson, in his wagon hitched to a star, feared this goodwill. “The 
high tragic historic justice” pounded out on the anvils of war he was afraid 
would “be softened and dissipated and toasted away at dinner-tables.” What 
lay ahead was intricate and perplexing with “men very much at a loss as 
to the right action.” The Concord Sage was suspicious of Grant’s terms to 
Lee as “a little too easy.” He questioned the wisdom of letting the Southern 
States back into Congress to join Northern Democrats “in thwarting the 
will of the Government.” The Negro should have his right to vote— but 
perhaps only those Negroes who could read and write. It was confusing. 
Perhaps the brag of the South needed further humbling. Emerson recalled 
his neighbor George Mmott, when urged to go to town meeting and vote, 
giving a Yankee answer over the garden wall. “Votes do no good. What 
is done so won’t last. But what is done by bullets will stay put.” The gentle 
seer and poet of Concord thought perhaps force and more force of some 
sort was needed in the South— but how turn it on and when and where? 
And how many times in his dazzling and provocative essays had Emerson 
not said with testamentary faith that force, as such, loses its purpose as 
often as it wins* 

Senator Ben Wade had a wish as to force. “There is no doubt”— he 
framed this wish in a private letter not worth making public— “that if by 
an insurrection they [the colored people] could contrive to slay one half of 
their oppressors, the other half would hold them m the highest respect and 
no doubt treat them with justice.” 

Thus ran the hope of a white man of Ohio, where Negroes were few 
and far between, who wanted revolutionary Negro uprisings with wholesale 
slaughter of whites a thousand miles from his Ohio home in Gulf States 
where in some counties the Negroes outnumbered the whites. 

Lincoln had flung his Emancipation Proclamation broadcast over the 
South knowing well and fearing deeply there might be slaughter and 
horrors of race war. In his every step toward abolishing slavery he had 
favored his own feelings, though guided mainly by public opinion at home 
and abroad. In his efforts to get compensation paid to the South for the 
freed slaves, however, he was consulting public opinion in the South as well 
as the equity given slave property by the Constitution. This would like- 
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wise apply to his neglect to use the authority given him by the Confisca- 
tion Act; under that law he had taken so little Southern property that Ben 
Wade was disgusted about it. 

Lincoln knew that now as truly as at any time during the war his 
course to some bystanders seemed crooked, his conduct a riddle, for he was 
seeking a social stability that concerned public opinion as related to 
property. Public opinion at bottom settled every question, he had told an 
audience in Hartford, Connecticut, in Anarch of i860, and in that process, 
“The property basis will have its weight. The love of property and a con- 
sciousness of right or wrong have conflicting places in our organization, 
which often make a man’s course seem crooked, his conduct a riddle.” 

He had spoken prophecy seven years ago, saying it sadly as if it were 
wrenched from the depths of him and he could say nothing else because 
no other words for him so epitomized the national fate to come. Yet his 
speech had been taken by many as a terrible wish. They read him as wanting 
war and a crimson river of hell with blood to the bridles of the horses. “In 
my opinion,” he had said then, “agitation will not cease until a crisis shall 
have been reached and passed. ‘A house divided against itself cannot stand.’ 
I believe this government cannot endure permanently half slave and half 
free. I do not expect the Union to be dissolved— I do not expect the house 
to fall— but I do expect it will cease to be divided.” That day seven years 
ago it was a phantom chance and a far gamble that he should be the one 
man chosen to make the high decisions, frame the controlling issues, steer 
the course through a bedlam of babblers, through crazy tornadoes and 
equally cruel doldrums of monotony and weariness. 

The wild hammers of war had broken keys, had pounded out of shape 
and flung off as scrap iron a series of keys. The head hammerman had spoken 
eight years ago of those keys, the pity and shame of them. “To aid in 
making the bondage of the negro universal and eternal” the once sacred 
Declaration of Independence was “assailed and sneered at and construed, 
and hawked at and torn, till, if its framers could rise from their graves, they 
could not at all recognize it.” He named the powers of earth combined 
against the black man. “M ammon is after him, ambition follows, philosophy 
follows, and the theology of the day is fast joining the cry. They have 
him in his prison-house; they have searched his person, and left no prying 
instrument with him. One after another they have closed the heavy iron 
doors upon him; and now they have him, as it were, bolted in with a 
lock of a hundred keys, which can never be unlocked without the con- 
currence of every key— the keys in the hands of a hundred different men, 
and they scattered to a hundred different and distant places; and they 
stand musing as to what invention, in all the dominions of mind and matter, 
can be produced to make the impossibility of his escape more complete 
than it is.” 

Step by step the keys locking the Negro into bondage had been broken. 
And now among those who had destroyed the property status of the black 
man, no longer now a chattel bought and sold, there was dispute and a hate 
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harsh and sure, bringing a new conflict over whether the keys to complete 
political freedom should be given the Negro now-or later. 

Slimmer than a single cobweb thread was the hope that the President 
would call an extra session of Congress and let the legislative end of the 
Government dictate the reconstruction. Speaker Colfax had seen the Presi- 
dent about it and heard the President say he “should put it off as long as 
possible,” merely promising that if he did call an extra session he would 
give the due “sixty days’ notice.” Congressman George Julian was trying to 
be polite and practice understatement in saying that Mr. Lincoln’s “well- 
known views on reconstruction” were discussed in cloakrooms and “were 
as distasteful as possible to radical Republicans.” Wendell Phillips still esti- 
mated the President “a first-rate second-rate man,” slow and obstructive, 
needing attention. His fear was that the President might carry through a 
reconstruction program withholding the ballot from all Negroes except 
those who could read and write and those who had fought in the Union 
armies. Sumner studied a cheering letter from Wendell Phillips on what 
they might do together to block the President. “My point is,” wrote Phil- 
lips, “there’s ample public opinion to sustain your course. It only needs a 
reputable spirited leader to make this evident. . . . Accept if offered, an 
opportunity to sound one bugle note ... & set the tone for the summer. 
We have six months to work in (barring the extra session) & if you’ll 
begin an agitation—we will see that it reaches the Senate room by 
December.” 

This opposition to Lincoln would have considered themselves sunk had 
they been merely politicians. They were crusaders not entirely wrong in 
believing they had been instrumental in bringing on a war for freedom. 
Nor were they completely mistaken in their belief that they and the John 
Brown song had won the war. Their fellow crusaders, however, William 
Lloyd Garrison, Harriet Beecher Stowe, and Frederick Douglass, would 
argue that Lincoln, Grant, Sherman, various unexpected matter-of-fact cir- 
cumstances of fate, had won the war. 

This crusader opposition to the President saw a long hard fight ahead. 
They would have to break the President’s control of his party. They would 
have to pry loose from him several powerful Northern economic factors 
that had not suffered loss at his hands and expected favors to come. They 
had not yet been able to solve the political genius by which he had so re- 
peatedly foiled those seeking to unhorse him. Their agitation would have 
to undermine the deep-rooted popularity of a President regarded by mil- 
lions as a familiar and homely neighbor who was also a terrible fighter, 
the master mind that had won the war. 

Phillips, Sumner, Wade, Stevens, were not sure what strategy would 
overcome the odds against them. But they were sure the fight must be 
made; the Executive must somehow be shorn of his power, at least to the 
extent that he should* not dictate the terms of reconstruction. They saw 
themselves standing at a momentous and historic crossroads where they 
were figures of the American conscience and makers of justice through 
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law. Among the mediocrities who trailed after the leaders was Senator 
Morrill of Maine, who was to find it “truly most difficult to speak candidly 
of the elements of Lincoln’s character without offending public sense.” 
Another was Julian, whose February speech had reached nowhere with 
its analysis of Lincoln as lacking decision, intelligence, and possibly honor. 
Still others, such as Schenck of Ohio, had no real color as crusaders and 
might languish in the cause if the right plums of patronage were handed 
them. 

A careful reading of his many speeches would show that Wade held 
some natural scorn of Lincoln and spat on what he read as Lincoln’s motives. 
Sumner kept himself on higher ground; he still respected the sincerity 
of Lincoln, which Lincoln returned in kind; he would stick to principles 
and avoid personalities probably, as he had done m his February and March 
parliamentary battling. Thad Stevens— who could fathom the heart caverns 
of that wit and realist, genius of retribution, reader of Blackstone and Dante, 
groper after justice, hater of all Pharaohs, kinsman of the malformed and the 
crippled, the utterly forsaken, the lowly who suffer and wait and hope* 

One prize chameleon had joined the radicals. That foremost of turn- 
coats, Ben Butler, was lending his wily brain to the movement, confident 
that his political torpedoes would wreak more havoc with the Lincoln 
leadership than the powder boat he had exploded at Fort Fisher with no 
result except a loud noise. Thus far he had been instrumental in planting 
spicily malicious stories about Lincoln, printed in the New York Tribune . 
Greeley too was in the radical line-up— though his next shift as usual was 
beyond prediction. In time he was to befriend Jefferson Davis so loyally 
that he would hear a song line “We’ll hang Horace Greeley to a sour- 
apple tree.” The same George G. Hoskins (according to an almost too cir- 
cumstantial story) who had brought Greeley the word directly from 
Lincoln in September of ’64 that the President intended, “if I am reelected 
and reinaugurated,” to appoint Greeley Postmaster General, this same 
Hoskins was now speaker of the New York State Assembly and often 
meeting Greeley. On this day of April 14 he saw Greeley and heard the 
editor refer to himself as forgotten m the Lincoln Cabinet changes, bursting 
out, “Hoskins, didn’t I tell you that was a lie*” Hoskins promised to take 
a night train to Washington and on the next day of April 15 to inter- 
view the President about the pledge of last September that Greeley would 
be appointed Postmaster General. 

By some mischance, or more likely by the wish and intention of Greeley, 
his letter to Lincoln the summer before regarding the Niagara Falls confer- 
ence, urging peace for our “bleeding, bankrupt, ruined country,” was in 
late March published in England. Lincoln had been willing to let all the 
letters they exchanged be published if Greeley would merely cross out the 
words “bleeding, bankrupt, ruined.” Greeley refused to do this. And now 
the English press had “scooped” the American newspapers in the printing 
of Greeley’s opinion that in the summer of ’64 the United States was “bleed- 
ing, bankrupt, ruined.” Welles, as a Hartford, Connecticut, editor, thought 
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it strange this letter should have first publication abroad. “I should have 
preferred its appearance at home m the first instance,” he wrote. “Poor 
Greeley is nearly played out. He has a morbid appetite for notoriety. Wishes 
to be noted and forward in all shows. . . . Has been scolding and urging 
forward hostile operations. Suddenly is for peace, and ready to pay the 
Rebels four hundred millions or more to get it. ... I doubt his honesty. 
. . . He is a greedy office-hunter.” In the mam this judgment of Greeley by 
Welles would prove up. Greeley did wish the President would appoint him 
Postmaster General. More than that, he thought he would make a great 
President. He would run for that office when the chance came. 

The radical faction now had Greeley with them. He would stay till 
the mood and whim took him away. Just now he was more heard than 
any of the radical voices in speaking suspicion of Lincoln. So sharply and 
peculiarly hostile was the tone of Greeley’s newspaper to Lincoln at this 
time that Harper’s Weekly editorially rebuked Greeley for indulging in 
petty and needless outbursts. According to a statement which the eminent 
Unitarian clergyman Edward Everett Hale said he had from the New York 
Tribune managing editor, Sidney Howard Gay, Greeley on this day of 
April 14 handed to Gay an editorial he had written, “a brutal, bitter, sar- 
castic, personal attack” on the President. Gay handed it to the composing- 
room foreman. Proofs came back to Gay. He read it again, decided to 
hold it over, told the foreman to lock up the type and tell no one about it. 
For the first time Gay overstepped his authority and of his own will on 
April 14 kept out of the April 15 issue an editorial from his chief verbally 
trying to tear Lincoln to pieces. 

In the three days since the President had made his speech on Louisiana 
reconstruction and a restricted ballot for the freed Negroes, the attacks 
and the censure preceding that speech had definitely increased. His cool 
approach and perfectly dispassionate manner toward his critics then had 
more than annoyed some of them. “As a general rule,” he had said, “I ab- 
stain from reading the reports of attacks upon myself, wishing not to be 
provoked by that to which I cannot properly offer an answer. In spite of 
this precaution, however, it comes to my knowledge that I am much cen- 
sured for some supposed agency in setting up and seeking to sustain the new 
State government of Louisiana.” He was accusing no one, naming nobody; 
they could guess who was meant. He was not “provoked,” that was clear. 
And there was a playful touch about saying he had heard much censure 
of himself in spite of his “precaution”— his abstinence in not reading reports 
of attacks on him. 

Probably some of Lincoln’s own definite feeling on April 14 about his 
political opposition in his own party— and doubtless some of the fact and 
viewpoint he considered essential on that day— were written by Noah Brooks 
in a news letter to the Sacramento Union dated April 14. In June, it was 
planned, Brooks was to replace Nicolay as private secretary to the President. 
As a friend and intimate he could not be far wrong on fact or viewpoint 
in the White House. Heading his news letter “A Bone of Contention*” 
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Brooks above his pen signature of Castine wrote from Washington to his 
West Coast readers: 

The views of the President concerning reconstruction, as enunciated in his speech 
of the nth April, are very animatedly discussed and meet with widely different 
comments from different people. It is, of course, acceptable to the conservative 
element of the Union party, largely dominant, that the President shall have insisted 
upon the views which he was known to have entertained on the policy of recon- 
struction, especially as applied to Louisiana, as a sample or instance of the working 
of that policy. But the radicals, so called, are as virulent and bitter as ever, and they 
have gladly seized upon this occasion to attempt to reorganize the faction which 
fought against Lincoln’s nomination, very much as Sydney Smith’s Mrs. Partington 
fought with her broom against the rising tide. 

These men were the bitter opponents of new Louisiana m the last Congress, and 
they are enraged that the President should dare to utter his sentiments as antagonistic 
to theirs. They thought that Louisiana was killed off, and now they nose out “Execu- 
tive interference with legislative prerogatives”, they discern conservative policy afar 
off, and see an unconditional amnesty to all rebels m the signs of the times. Among 
these men are Benjamin F. Butler, who is here endeavoring to make all the mischief 
he can and get up a radical organization with himself and Caleb Cushing ( par nobile 
■fratrum!) at the head, he has an ally m R. C. Schenck of Ohio, who it is supposed 
will be the “medium” and organ of Henry Winter Davis m the next Congress. Still, 
these men and their associates form but an inconsiderable portion of the great mass 
of the loyal people. 

Butler, I hear, is very much disgusted at the slow response of the people to his 
incendiary appeals, and at their obvious reluctance to rally round his flag. One of his 
claqueurs has been sending sensational telegrams from Washington to the Tribune . 
Anent “great satisfaction of the people”; “Lee’s parole a bribe for a surrender”; “split 
in the party that elected Lincoln,” etc., etc., all of which appears m ludicrous contrast 
with the pro-conservative views concerning amnesty, which Greeley affects of late. 
Of course, the Opposition press will seize upon this small diversion as a sign of the 
dissolution of the Union organization, forgetting or ignoring the fact that the only 
reports of this suppositious quarrel which have appeared m any journal are those of a 
single individual, responsible to nobody for his truthfulness, his candor, or his intelli- 
gence. 

Whatever aspect the question may now wear to the great mass of the people, 
they have an implicit and trustful faith in Lincoln, which is almost unreasonable and 
unreasoning; he has so often proved himself wiser than his critics and advisers that 
many truly wise men say that they have done with contending against his better 
judgment, while “the simple people” say, “Oh, well, Old Abe will come out all right— 
he always does, you know.” 

Any man who looks over the political history of the four past years will be sur- 
prised to see how often adverse, though friendly, criticisms of the President’s acts 
and opinions have been made foolishness by the development of events. 

Of like color was a New York Herald editorial in its issue of the day 
before. The President’s reconstruction speech had been “very generally 
canvassed,” said the Herald ; “and meets with approbation from a large 
majority of the people.” It saw however “a very active minority of the 
more radical of the Republicans much chagrined at the indications of a dis- 
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position to heal up existing difficulties.” Though comparatively few in 
number, they included “prominent and influential members of the dominant 
party” and would “try to complicate matters as much as possible.” And the 
Herald put out a hand of understanding in saying- “The President relies 
upon the good sense of the people, and their desire to secure lasting peace 
and quiet as speedily and with as little difficulty as possible, to carry him 
successfully through the new ordeal to which he is about to be subjected.” 

Whatever might have been the discussions and proceedings of the mal- 
content Republicans in Washington since Lincoln’s speech of April 11 
giving them added offense, those sharing in a movement to block Lincoln’s 
executive designs sealed their lips with the discretion of model mummies. 
To one seeking revelations Wade later said, “There is no use telling what 
we know unless we tell the whole truth, and if I tell the whole truth I 
shall blast too many reputations.” A biographer of Zach Chandler was to be 
sure that a lifting of the veil over these days would let loose “startling 
revelations” and “shed light on the hidden springs of actions of vast mo- 
ment.” 

On the calendar it was Holy Week and April the Fourteenth was Good 
Friday. Some were to say they had never before this week seen such a shine 
of beneficence, such a kindling glow, on Lincoln’s face. He was down to 
lean flesh and bone, thirty pounds underweight, his cheeks haggard, yet 
the inside of him moved to a music of peace on earth and goodwill to men. 
He let it come out m the photograph Alexander Gardner made this Holy 
Week. 

The schedule for this day as outlined beforehand seemed much the same 
as scores of other days at the White House: office business till eight o’clock; 
breakfast and then interviews till the Cabinet meeting at eleven o’clock; 
luncheon, more interviews, a late afternoon drive with Mrs. Lincoln; an 
informal meeting with old Illinois friends; during the day and evening one 
or more trips to the War Department; another interview, then to the theatre 
with Mrs. Lincoln and a small party. Such was the prepared docket for this 
Good Friday. 

The city of Washington outside the White House kept on being gay. 
Flags and bunting still flew across streets and up and down building fronts 
in riots of red-white-and-blue. Window illuminations, fireworks, impromptu 
processions with brass bands and serenades, kept going the night of April 13. 
Churchgoers in large numbers filled the pews, joined m responses and hymns, 
heard Good Friday sermons of the Prince of Peace having brought un- 
utterable blessings to the country. 

The distinctive national event planned for this day of April 14 took 
place at Charleston, South Carolina. With formal ceremonies and amid 
thundering guns of the Dahlgren fleet and Federal land artillery, the flag 
was again raised over the fort. The Reverend Henry Ward Beecher spoke, 
blamed the war on a small ruling class of the South, predicted that the 
common people North and South would join and rule the country, praised 
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the army and navy, the members of the Federal Government, the loyal 
citizens of the North, offering to the President of the United States “our 
solemn congratulations that God has sustained his life and health under 
the unparalleled burdens and sufferings of four bloody years, and permitted 
him to behold this auspicious confirmation of that national unity for which 
he has waited with so much patience and fortitude, and for which he 
has labored with such disinterested wisdom.” Psalms of thanksgiving were 
read, the assemblage intoning: “The Lord hath done great things for us; 
whereof we are glad. . . . Some trust in chariots, and some in horses: but 
we will remember the name of the Lord our God.” 

No idle phrases were these in the mouth of one present who uncovered 
his bald head and stood reverently with lights of jubilee in his eyes. The 
South had set a price on his head and Charleston thirty years before hanged 
and burned him in effigy, William Lloyd Garrison, the Agitator who had 
publicly burned to ashes the Constitution of the United States as a document 
infamous in its sanction of slave property. Now a fleet, guns, armies, and the 
Federal Government upheld his doctrine that the Constitution must out- 
law slave property. The shattered Fort Sumter walls, the outlying captured 
forts, the speakers and singers, the bands and booming guns of the war- 
ships, the hundred flagpoles flying Union colors, the wide beautiful harbor 
itself, made a scene with plenty to think about or dream over. An epic 
poem glittered in the lights and shadows, the implications and foreshadow- 
ings, present in the action. The high moment came when ship bells rang 
the noon hour. Major General Robert Anderson, “Bob Anderson, my 
beau,” the loser and image of defeat four years ago to a day, stood at 
the flagpole. His own hands hauling at a rope sent up a flag, the same 
flame-licked and shot-pierced United States flag he had brought down when 
he surrendered Fort Sumter on April 14 of ’6t. Then voices, horns, drums, 
guns, joined in a grand acclamation to the restored banner of the fort which 
the President of the United States had said must be “repossessed.” 

In Washington General Grant had arrived from the front, heard shouts 
of welcome, and in trying to walk from his hotel to the War Department 
had to call on the police to help make a path through the curious, cheering 
throngs. The Secretary of War had announced that after “consultation with 
the lieutenant-general,” it was decided to stop all drafting and recruiting, 
curtail supply purchases, reduce the number of officers, and lift regulations 
toward helping trade and business as far as consistent with public safety. 
This good news reaching the country on April 14 cleared the air m several 
quarters. Though the war contractors would have to seek new outlets and 
the gold speculators hunt fresh fields, ordinary businessmen breathed easier, 
and deserters, draft-evaders, and skedaddlers felt safer about telling their 
real names. 

At breakfast with Robert the President heard his son tell of life at the 
front, and he probably did, as one story ran, take up a portrait of Robert E. 
Lee which his son had brought him, after placing it on the table scan it 
long, saying: “It is a good face. I am glad the war is over at last.” 
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After breakfast came Speaker Colfax. They discussed government policy. 
Possibly they mentioned the future of Colfax. Four years ago Lincoln had 
written to Colfax that the young Hoosier was, Cabinet timber, that he was 
not refused appointment as Secretary of the Interior because in 1858 Colfax 
was understood to have favored Douglas’s re-election. Politician anxious for 
high place, rather than crusader, was Colfax. Nor was he indifferent to 
money. As Speaker of the House he was important. He had leaned toward 
the radicals, in the winter of ’64 considering it necessary to deny publicly 
that he was quoted correctly in favor of a second term for Lincoln. Lincoln 
was paying him attention. Perhaps a Cabinet place was mentioned this 
morning. That would have been Lincoln’s method with one who was poli- 
tician first and crusader if it paid. If Colfax went away from the interview 
unconvinced as to Lincoln’s reconstruction policy, it was not because 
Lincoln had failed to present matters aimed at the personal material interest 
of Colfax as well as the larger cause of the country. 

Other callers included Congressman Cornelius Cole of California, a 
Grand Rapids, Michigan, lawyer, W. A. Howard, and the “lame-duck” 
Senator John P. Hale of New Hampshire, appointed by the President to 
be Minister to Spain, his many slashing attacks on the Administration now 
forgotten. Lincoln was quoted as saying in some interviews that he trusted 
an “era of good feeling” had returned. No one, it seemed, on this day of 
April 14 came away from a White House visit having heard the President 
say they must be on guard against new conspiracies of Southern traitors who 
planned to thwart the Government. That point was sufficiently stressed 
elsewhere. The President emphasized restoration of goodwill between the 
two sections whose war had ended. 

John A. J. Creswell came, one of the Union men who kept Maryland 
out of secession, on the death of United States Senator Thomas H. Hicks 
elected to fill the vacancy. He quoted Lincoln’s greeting: “Creswell, old 
fellow, everything is bright this morning. The war is over. It has been a 
tough time, but we have lived it out— or some of us have,” the voice 
dropping on those last five words. “But it is over. We are going to have 
good times now, and a united country.” 

Creswell made known his errand. An old friend had drifted South, got 
into the Confederate Army, fallen into Federal hands, and was now a 
prisoner. Creswell offered affidavits bearing on character and circumstances, 
adding: “I know the man acted like a fool, but he is my friend and a good 
fellow. Let him out, give him to me, and I will be responsible for him.” 

“Creswell,” said Lincoln, “you make me think of a lot of young folks 
who once started out Maying. To reach their destination they had to cross 
a shallow stream, and did so by means of an old flat boat. When they came 
to return, they found to their dismay that the old scow had disappeared. 
They were in sore trouble, and thought over all manner of devices for 
getting over the water, but without avail. After a time one of the boys 
proposed that each fellow should pick up the girl he liked the best and 
wade over with her. The masterly proposition was carried out, until all 
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that were left upon the island was a little short chap and a great, long, 
gothic-built elderly lady. Now, Creswell, you are trying to leave me m 
the same predicament. You fellows are all getting your own friends out ot 
this scrape, and you will succeed in carrying off one after another until 
nobody but Jeff Davis and myself will be left on the island, and then I 
won’t know what to do. How should I feel* How should I look lugging him 
over* I guess the way to avoid such an embarrassing situation is to let them 
all out at once.” 

Others came seeking pardons, releases, discharges, which Lincoln wrote 
with an easier hand than he could while the war was on. He also wrote out 
minor appointments, notes referring persons to officials and departments, 
and a card for two Southerners who wanted passes to Richmond: “No pass 
is necessary now to authorize anyone to go to and return from Petersburg 
and Richmond. People go and return as they did before the war ” 

The President’s policy now in filling Federal offices m the South was 
noted by Edward D. Neill, the Minnesota infantry chaplain briefly resident 
in the White House at this time. From John W. Forney, secretary of the 
Senate and owner-editor of the Washington Chronicle and the Philadelphia 
Press , Chaplain Neill had it that Lincoln sent for Forney and suggested that 
Forney should go to Richmond and other Southern cities and urge on 
editors and leading men their support of Federal Government measures. “By 
this method he [the President] hoped that enough at least would be per- 
suaded to rally around the flag, so as to obviate the necessity of appointing 
as postmasters, collectors of revenue, and judges of courts those not native 
of the South, with no permanent interest in its welfare, who would leave 
as soon as the emoluments of office ceased.” That is, within five days after 
Lee’s surrender Lincoln had sped away southward an emissary of Southern 
sympathies, a confidential political agent, in agreement with his own views 
looking toward the South, whose purpose was to arrange if practicable that 
Southern communities should have the least possible number of Northern 
outsiders holding Federal offices. 

A fever of a bright new time coming possessed many this day. “Washing- 
ton was a little delirious,” wrote Crook. “Everybody was celebrating. The 
kind of celebration depended on the kind of person. It was merely a ques- 
tion of whether the intoxication was mental or physical. A stream of callers 
came to congratulate the President, to tell how loyal they had been, and 
how they had always been sure he would be victorious. The city became 
disorderly with the men who were celebrating too hilariously. Those about 
the President lost somewhat of the feeling, usually present, that his life 
was not safe. It did not seem possible, now that the war was over . . . after 
President Lincoln had offered himself a target for Southern bullets in the 
streets of Richmond and had come out unscathed, there could be danger. 
For my part, I had drawn a full breath of relief after we got out of Rich- 
mond, and had forgotten to be anxious since.” 

To General Van Alen, who seemed to have written some warning, the 
President wrote this day, “I intend to adopt the advice of my friends and 
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use due precaution.” And he wrote further to Van Alen a warm and pulsing 
sentiment, rather richly colored, probably in tone with what he had in- 
structed Forney to convey southward. “I thank you for the assurance you 
give me that I shall be supported by conservative men like yourself, in the 
efforts I may make to restore the Union, so as to make it, to use your 
language, a Union of hearts and hands as well as of States.” 

The evening was to be set apart for a theatre party planned by Mrs. 
Lincoln. A third-rate drama, Our American Cousin , which the star Laura 
Keene had carried to popularity was showing at Ford’s Theatre. Lincoln was 
disinclined to go, but Mrs. Lincoln had set her heart on it. On his sugges- 
tion she invited General and Mrs. Grant to join their party— and General 
Grant accepted. The newspapers were so announcing. “Honor to Our 
Soldiers,” a new patriotic song by H. B. Phillips with music by Professor 
W. Withers, Jr., “will be sung this evening by the entire company to do 
honor to Lieutenant-General Grant and President Lincoln and Lady, who 
visit the theatre in compliment to Miss Laura Keene, whose benefit and last 
appearance is announced,” ran one item in the Washington Evening Star . 
Three advertisements in different places in the Star whetted the interest of 
those who might not care about the play but were keen to look at America’s 
two foremost political and military stars. 

At Grover’s Theatre they had expected until the morning of April 14 
that the President would attend the performance there of Aladdin , or The 
Wonderful Lamp with Miss Effie Germon in the leading role. “Mr. Lincoln 
had reserved a box at my theatre that night,” wrote Grover, “and it should 
be noted that up to that time he had never attended Mr. Ford’s theatre. . . . 
John T. Ford was an amiable gentleman, whose political proclivities differed 
little from mine. He was a stanch member of the Union party, which elected 
him to office as President of the Board of Aldermen, and acting Mayor of 
the City of Baltimore. Doubtless his personal sympathies were with his 
State and with that portion of the country in which he was bom and 
reared, as mine were with my own native section. But he was as chary of 
expressing them as I was. . . . From no actions or expressions of Mr. 
Ford (for he was seldom in attendance at his Washington theatre), there 
had gradually come about a separation and widening of the theatrical clans, 
until Ford’s Theatre had been regarded as the accepted House of the Bour- 
bons. I have sometimes thought that the motive which prompted Mr. 
Lincoln to visit Ford’s that night was in furtherance of his general purpose, 
to extend the hand of conciliation.” Also Grover heard in this connection 
that “some time during the day Mrs. Lincoln learned that Laura Keene was 
to have a benefit and a last appearance at Ford’s and she requested Mr. 
Lincoln to change his destination.” 

Grant however had changed his mind about going. Mrs. Grant, in all 
probability, had told the General that she would enjoy accommodating the 
President, but the more she thought about it, the more it seemed impossible 
that she could endure an evening with the unfortunate woman she had last 
seen in such outbursts of temper and rages of jealousy at City Point. The 
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General himself, anyone who knew him would testify, could see no fun 
ahead in such an evening. A little more than a year ago he had peremptorily 
refused to stay on in Washington for a dinner and reception suggested by 
Mrs. Lincoln, leaving for his army with a remark that he was tired of the 
“show business.” He had not yet learned how to be pawed over and ac- 
claimed by crowds. 

Stanton told both Lincoln and Grant that from his secret-service agents 
and other sources he had heard of threats and conspiracies of such a charac- 
ter that it would not be safe for the two eminent leaders to put themselves 
on view before a large crowd that might have “evil-disposed persons.” 
Stanton, according to David Homer Bates, urged Grant not to go, “and, 
if possible, to dissuade Lincoln from going.” Stanton in this was taking the 
same course he had continuously held for more than three years. Against 
Lincoln’s open wishes he had thrown cavalry, foot guards, and plain-clothes 
attendants around the President. Grant agreed with Stanton that the theatre 
party was unwise, “and said he only wanted an excuse not to go,” wrote 
Bates. So Grant informed Lincoln that Mrs. Grant had left the city for 
their home in Burlington, New Jersey, and he himself was starting in the 
afternoon to see his children and have a long-delayed family reunion. 
Lincoln’s further action and humor in preparing to see a play that evening— 
and to be seen by many who took him as part of the show— were in the 
account written by David Homer Bates: 

On the morning of the 14th, Lincoln made his usual visit to the War Department 
and told Stanton that Grant had cancelled his engagement for that evenmg. The 
stern and cautious Secretary again urged the President to give up the theater-party, 
and, when he found that he was set on going, told him he ought to have a competent 
guard. Lincoln said: ‘‘Stanton, do you know that Eckert can break a poker over his 
arm?” 

Stanton, not knowing what was coming, looked around in surprise and answered: 
“No; why do you ask such a question?” Lincoln said: “Well, Stanton, I have seen 
Eckert break five pokers, one after the other, over his arm, and I am thinking he 
would be the kind of man to go with me this evening. May I take him?” 

Stanton, still unwilling to encourage the theater project, said that he had some 
important work for Eckert that evening, and could not spare him. Lincoln replied: 
“Well, I will ask the Major myself, and he can do your work to-morrow.” He then 
went into the cipher-room, told Eckert of his plans for the evening, and said he 
wanted him to be one of the party, but that Stanton said he could not spare him. 
“Now, Major,” he added, “come along. You can do Stanton’s work to-morrow, and 
Mrs* Lincoln and I want you with us.” 

Eckert thanked the President but, knowing Stanton’s views, and that Grant had 
been induced to decline, told the President he could not accept because the work 
which the Secretary referred to must be done that evening, and could not be put off, 

“Very well,” Lincoln then said, “I shall take Major Rathbone along, because Stanton 
insists upon having someone to protect me; but I should much rather have you, 
Major, since I know you can break a poker over your arm” 

Grant sat that morning in his first session with a President and a Cabinet. 
One subject, wrote Welles, was “the relations of the Rebels, the eommunica- 
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tions, the trade, etc.,” how to again set trade moving smoothly. “Stanton 
proposed that intercourse should be opened by his issuing an order, that 
the Treasury would give permits to all who wished them to trade, excluding 
contraband, and he, Stanton, was to order the vessels to be received into any 
port.” Welles saw Stanton in this as having too wide a hand over the navy. 
“I suggested that it would be better that the President should issue a proc- 
lamation stating and enjoining the course to be pursued by the several 
Departments.” 

Those war-zone travelers known as “Treasury agents” came up for dis- 
cussion as to what should be done with them. “McCulloch,” wrote Welles, 
“expressed a willingness to be relieved of the Treasury agents. General 
Grant expressed himself very decidedly against them; thought them de- 
moralizing, etc. The President said we, t.e. the Secretaries of the Treasury, 
War, and Navy, had given the subject more attention than he had, and he 
would be satisfied with any conclusion we would unite upon.” 

Stanton requested the Cabinet to hear a plan he had drafted, “after a 
great deal of reflection, for reconstruction in the Rebel States.” The first 
section dealt with assertion of Federal authority in Virginia. Welles favored 
it with slight changes. The second section, for re-establishing a State gov- 
ernment, was not so good, in Welles’s view, being “in conflict with the 
principles of self-government which I deem essential.” Little was said on 
this. “The understanding was that we should each be furnished with a copy 
for criticism and suggestion, and in the mean time we were requested by 
the President to deliberate and carefully consider the proposition.” 

Noted Welles of the President as to this point of State self-government: 
“He remarked that this was the great question now before us, and we must 
soon begin to act. Was glad Congress was not in session.” 

Then came three interesting paragraphs in Welles’s diary of this day. 
Welles gave the Cabinet his candid views about reconstruction in Virginia. 
And with these views the President agreed. And Dennison and Stanton 
agreed on one essential, and implied they agreed in the main, with what 
the President wanted in Virginia. Of the other Cabinet members Welles re- 
corded nothing, which would in all probability mean that no one spoke 
any opposition, that the President had a Cabinet in harmony with him on the 
outlines of his immediate projects. He had seen his Cabinet divided against 
him so often, had seen it unanimously reject his February proposal of 
$400,000,000 for compensation to slaveholders, that this unity was heart- 
warming. Welles recorded: 

“I objected that Virginia occupied a different position from that of any 
other State in rebellion; that while regular State governments were to be 
established in other States, whose Secession governments were nullities and 
would not be recognized, Virginia had a skeleton organization which she 
had maintained through the War, which government we had recognized 
and still recognized; that we to-day acknowledged Pierpont as the legitimate 
Governor of Virginia. He had been elected by only a few border counties, 
it was true; had never been able to enforce his authority over but a small 
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portion of the territory or population; nevertheless we had recognized and 
sustained him. 

“The President said the point was well taken. Governor Dennison said 
he thought we should experience little difficulty from Pierpont. Stanton 
said none whatever. 

“I remarked the fact was not to be controverted that we had treated with 
the existing government and could not ignore our own acts. The President 
and a portion of the Cabinet had, in establishing the new State of West 
Virginia, recognized the validity of the government of Virginia and of 
Pierpont’s administration, which had given its assent to that division. With- 
out that consent no division could legally have taken place. I had differed 
with others in that matter, but consistency and the validity of our own act 
required us to continue to acknowledge the existing government. It was 
proper we should enforce the Federal authority, and it was proper we should 
aid Governor Pierpont, whose government was recognized and established. 
In North Carolina a legal government was now to be organized and the 
State reestablished in her proper relations to the Union.” 

What Welles wrote in his diary of this Cabinet-room scene he later 
amplified in a magazine article. Nicolay and Hay, so rigidly scrupulous 
about accuracy m quoting the President, found this account of the day’s 
conversation “candid and trustworthy.” The President’s comment on Stan- 
ton’s plan for re-establishing law and order and new State governments in 
the South led off by saying that the plan embodied substantially, though 
not wholly, the result of frequent discussions in the Cabinet. Changing 
Welles’s report from the third person to the first, Lincoln said. 

“I think it providential that this great rebellion is crushed just as 
Congress has adjourned and there are none of the disturbing elements of 
that body to hinder and embarrass us. If we are wise and discreet we 
shall reanimate the States and get their governments in successful operation, 
with order prevailing and the Union reestablished before Congress comes 
together in December. . . 0 

“I hope there will be no persecution, no bloody work after the war is 
over. No one need expect me to take any part in hanging or killing those 
men, even the worst of them. ' w ^ 

4 Frighten them out of the country, open the gates, let down the bars, 
scare them off”— throwing up his hands as if scaring sheep. “Enough lives 
have been sacrificed. * 

“We must extinguish our resentments if we expect harmony and reunion. 
There is too much of a desire on the part of some of our very good friends 
to be masters, to interfere with and dictate to those States, to treat the 
people not as fellow-citizens; there is too little respect for their rights.” 

. He regretted that suffrage, under proper arrangement, had not been 
given to Negroes in Louisiana, but he held that her constitution was in 
the main a good one. He was averse to the exercise of arbitrary powers by 
the Executive or by Congress. Congress had the power to receive or reject 
members; the Executive had no control in this, but the Executive could do 
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very much to restore order in the States, and their practical relations with 
the Government, before Congress came together. 

After Welles and Dennison had opposed Stanton’s proposal to unite the 
States of Virginia and North Carolina under one government, the President 
closed the session by saying the same objection had occurred to him, direct- 
ing Stanton to revise the document and report separate plans for the govern- 
ment of the two States. He did not wish the autonomy nor the individuality 
of the States destroyed. He commended the whole subject to the most 
earnest and careful consideration of the Cabinet; it was to be resumed on 
the following Tuesday, it was, he said, the great question pending— they 
must now begin to act in the interest of peace. 

Early in this Good Friday session of the Cabinet curiosity was sharp 
about army news and particularly, “Has anything been heard from Sher- 
man?” Stanton had not arrived. Grant said he was hourly expecting to hear 
from Sherman. Came a response from Lincoln. He had no news. But he 
had a dream. He contributed his dream as having significance. Wrote 
Welles: 

“The President remarked it would, he had no doubt, come soon, and 
come favorable, for he had last night the usual dream which he had pre- 
ceding nearly every great and important event of the War. Generally the 
news had been favorable which succeeded this dream, and the dream itself 
was always the same. I inquired what this remarkable dream could be. He 
said it related to your (my) element, the water, that he seemed to be in 
some singular, indescribable vessel, and that he was moving with great 
rapidity towards an indefinite shore; that he had this dream preceding 
Sumter, Bull Run, Antietam, Gettysburg, Stone River, Vicksburg, Wilming- 
ton, etc. General Grant said Stone River was certainly no victory, and he 
knew of no great results which followed from it. The President said how- 
ever that might be, his dream preceded that fight. 

“ ‘I had,’ the President remarked, 'this strange dream again last night, 
and we shall, judging from the past, have great news very soon. I think 
it must be from Sherman. My thoughts are m that direction, as are most 
of yours.’ ” 

Young Frederick Seward attended this Cabinet meeting as Acting Secre- 
tary of State in place of his father, who still lay abed with a broken jaw 
and his face in a steel frame. Young Seward’s account of the session agreed 
basically with that of Welles, though adding details that escaped Welles. 
“Visible relief and content” was on the President’s face as he sat by a 
south window while the members were arriving, chatting over “the great 
news” from which none had as yet recovered. Curiosity was spoken about 
the “rebel” leaders. Would they escape? Would they be caught and tried, 
and if so, what would be the penalties? “All those present thought that, 
for the sake of general amity and good will, it was desirable to have as few 
judicial proceedings as possible. Yet would it be wise to let the leaders in 
treason go entirely unpunished?” Mr. Speed remarked that it would be a 
difficult problem if it should occur. 
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“I suppose, Mr. President,” said Postmaster General Dennison, “you 
would not be sorry to have them escape out of the country : 

“Well,” came a slow answer, “I should not be sorry to have them out 
of the country; but I should be for following them up pretty close, to 
make sure of their going.” 

Young Seward wrote of Lincoln describing a phenomenon during sleep. 
“Mr. Lincoln remarked that a peculiar dream of the previous night was one 
that had occurred several times in his life,— a vague sense of floating— floating 
away on some vast and indistinct expanse, toward an unknown shore. The 
dream itself was not so strange as the coincidence that each of its previous 
occurrences had been followed by some important event or disaster, which 
he mentioned.” 

There were comments. One thought it merely coincidence. Another 
laughed. “At any rate it cannot presage a victory or defeat this time, for 
the war is over.” 

Young Seward suggested, “Perhaps at each of these periods there were 
possibilities of great change or disaster, and the vague feeling of uncertainty 
may have led to the dim vision in sleep.” 

“Perhaps,” said Lincoln thoughtfully, “perhaps that is the explanation.” 

After Grant had arrived and heard welcomes and congratulations, he 
told briefly the incidents of Lee’s surrender. Seward quoted the President 
asking, “What terms did you make for the common soldiers^” Grant: “I told 
them to go back to their homes and families, and they would not be 
molested, if they did nothing more.” 

Several tangled questions arose as to various details of any new State 
government, Seward hearing the President remark: “We can’t undertake to 
run State governments in all these Southern States. Their people must do 
that— though I reckon that at first some of them may do it badly.” 

Young Seward’s picture of reconstruction, what he took to be the 
general impression of the main work ahead as gathered from the outline 
drafted by Stanton and read to the Cabinet, actually was a sketch of the 
colossal hydra-headed United States Government reversing its war func- 
tions and stepping in on a peace job of vast ramifications. Seward wrote: 

“In substance it was, that the Treasury Department should take posses- 
sion of the custom houses, and proceed to collect the revenues; that the 
War Department should garrison or destroy the forts; that the Navy Depart- 
ment should, in like manner, occupy the harbours, take possession of navy 
yards, ships, and ordnance; that the Interior Department should send out its 
surveyors, land, pension, and Indian agents and set them at work; that the 
Postmaster-General should reopen his post-offlces and re-establish his mail 
routes; that the Attorney-General should look after the re-establishment 
of the Federal courts, with their judges, marshals, and attorneys: in short, 
that the machinery of the United States Government should be set in 
motion; that its laws should be faithfully observed and enforced; that any- 
thing like domestic violence or insurrection should be repressed; but that 
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public authorities and private citizens should remain unmolested, if not 
found in actual hostility to the Government of the Union.” 

In this two-hour Cabinet session, wrote Seward, were no rifts in the lute, 
not one sour note, pitch and tempo excellent. “Kindly feeling toward the 
vanquished, and hearty desire to restore peace and safety at the South, with 
as little harm as possible to the feelings or property of the inhabitants, per- 
vaded the whole discussion.” 

So the Cabinet session of Friday, April 14, came to an end with the ex- 
pectation that four days would pass and on Tuesday, April 18, again they 
would meet and resume discussion of how to bind up the nation’s wounds, 
of how “to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace 
among ourselves, and with all nations.” 

Bidding good-by to Hugh McCulloch leaving the White House, the 
President said, “We must look to you, Mr. Secretary, for the money to pay 
off the soldiers.” McCulloch said he should look to the people. “They have 
not failed us thus far, and I don’t think they will now.” 

A new British Minister, Sir Frederick Bruce, had arrived in Washington 
and was awaiting presentation to the President. Young Seward mentioned it. 
At what time the next day would it be convenient? Lincoln paused a mo- 
ment, then: “Tomorrow at two o’clock 15 ” Seward supposed it would be in 
the Blue Room. “Yes, in the Blue Room,” said Lincoln, who seemed to pic- 
ture himself reading to the new British Minister the stilted formal address 
handed him by the State Department to vocalize on such an occasion, adding 
with a wrinkle of comedy: “Don’t forget to send up the speeches before- 
hand. I would like to look them over.” 

Chaplain Neill came to Lincoln’s office with a Vermont colonel seeking 
a brigadier general’s commission Lincoln had signed. The President had not 
returned from lunch. Neill was looking among papers on the Presidents 
desk. The President came in eating an apple. “I told him for what I was 
looking,” wrote Neill of this, “and as I talked he placed his hand on the 
bell-pull, when I said, Tor whom are you going to ring 5 ’ Placing his hand 
upon my coat, he spoke but two words,— ‘Andrew Johnson.’ Then I said, 
‘I will come in again.’ As I was leaving the room die Vice-President had 
been ushered in, and the President advanced and took him by the hand.” 
Seldom had Lincoln and Johnson met. Few were their communications. 
Definitely Lincoln had on several occasions avoided a conference sought by 
Johnson. Flauntingly on their inaugural day Johnson had put stress on him- 
self as a plebeian as though Lincoln were not equally plebeian, log-cabin, 
mudsill, poor white. Now they consulted. Before Johnson left Lincoln 
would have sounded and fathomed him on immediate issues. 

To one caller President Lincoln “expressed himself warmly” toward his 
Vice President, reported the New York Evening Post , quoting Lincoln as 
saying of Johnson, “He is too much of a man for the American people to 
cast him off for a single error.” 

A black woman faint from hunger and a five-mile walk arrived at the 
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White House gate, where the guards queried with a grin, “Business with the 
President?” and heard her grimly: “Befo’ Gawd, yes.” 

“Let her pass— they’ll stop her further on,” she heard one guard say as 
she took a deep breath and went on. The main-entrance guard stopped her: 
“No further, madam. Against orders.” In a flash she darted under his arm 
and went straight to the guard at the farther door. 

“Fo’ Gawd’s sake, please lemme see Mistah Lincoln.” 

“Madam, the President is busy. He can not see you.” 

Either a cry she gave or the little tumult of her coming had reached in- 
side the White House, because, as she afterward related- “All of a sudden 
de do’ open, and Mistah Lincoln hissef stood lookin’ at me. I knowed him, 
fo’ dar wuz a whimsy smile on his blessed face, an’ he wuz a sayin’ deep and 
sof’-like, ‘There is time for all who need me. Let the good woman come in.’ ” 

He heard Nancy Bushrod tell of her life with her husband Tom, how 
they were slaves on the old Harwood plantation near Richmond till the 
Emancipation Proclamation brought them to Washington. Tom joined a 
regiment with the Army of the Potomac, leaving Nancy with twin boys 
and a baby girl. At first his pay kept coming every month. Then it stopped. 
The soldiers were behind in pay from the Government. She had tramped 
seeking work but Washington was overrun with Negro help. Could the 
President help her get Tom’s pay> 

He heard her through and, according to Nancy, told her: “You are en- 
titled to your soldier-husband’s pay. Come this time tomorrow and the 
papers will be signed and ready for you.” And as Nancy told it, “I couldn’t 
open my mouf to tell him how I’se gwme ’membah him fo’evah fer dem 
words, an’ I couldn’t see him kase de tears wuz failin’.” 

He called her back. “My good woman, perhaps you’ll see many a day 
when all the food in the house is a single loaf of bread. Even so, give every 
child a slice and send your children off to school.” With that, the President 
bowed “lak I wuz a natchral bawn lady.” 

Assistant Secretary of War Dana called. He had a report from the Pro- 
vost Marshal of Portland, Maine, saying that Jacob Thompson, the Confed- 
erate commissioner in Canada who had fomented raids, explosions, and vari- 
ous disorders in the Great Lakes region, was to arrive in Portland this night 
of April 14 for the purpose of taking a steamer for Liverpool. Dana had 
carried the telegram to Stanton, who said promptly, “Arrest him!” Dana 
was leaving the room when Stanton called him back and said, “No, wait; 
better go over and see the President.” It was now between four and five 
o’clock in the afternoon, regular business at the White House completed for 
the day. Dana found Lincoln with his coat off in a closet attached to the 
office, washing his hands. 

“Halloo, Dana 1 ” said the President as Dana opened the closet door. 
“What is it now?” 

“Well, sir, here is the Provost Marshal of Portland, who reports that 
Jacob Thompson is to be in that town to-night, and inquires what orders 
we have to give.” 
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“What does Stanton say?” 

“Arrest him.” 

“Well,” continued Lincoln, drawling the words, “no, I rather think not. 
When you have an elephant by the hind leg, and he's trying to run away, 
it’s best to let him run.” 

This answer Dana carried back to the War Department, which on Stan- 
ton’s wish sent no instructions at all to Portland. No reply was sent this 
day to the Provost Marshal’s anxious inquiry. If the Marshal on his own 
initiative should make the arrest, Stanton would have Thompson where he 
wanted him— without having ordered the arrest. 

A long carriage drive this afternoon made an interlude away from the 
incessant White House pressure. Mrs. Lincoln told Crook, Arnold, and 
others later of her query whether some friends should be invited for this 
drive and Lincoln saying No, he wanted “just ourselves.” As the carriage 
rolled along he talked about the next four years in Washington, how he 
hoped afterward perhaps for a trip abroad, then a return to Springfield, 
perhaps law practice and a prairie farm on the banks of the Sangamon. Mrs. 
Lincoln spoke too of a happiness moving him, a happiness so strange and 
unusual that she could not read it, and it troubled her. She quoted him as 
saying, “I never felt so happy in my life,” and a fear crossing her as she 
replied, “Don’t you remember feeling just so before our little boy died?” 

Walking over to the War Department late this afternoon of April 14, 
Lincoln did one thing he was rarely known to do. It was perhaps the first 
time he ever did this thing. Always, it seemed, others brought up the matter 
of possible harm to come to him— and he laughed them off or promised to 
take care. In this instance it was Lincoln who first mentioned it, according 
to Crook’s account. 

They passed some drunken men, profane, violent, irresponsible. And Lin- 
coln turned, saying, “Crook, do you know, I believe there are men who 
want to take my life?” And after a pause, half to himself, “And I have no 
doubt they will do it.” 

Crook wanted to protest, but Lincoln’s tone was so calm and sure that 
Crook found himself saying, “Why do you think so, Mr. President^” 

“Other men have been assassinated”— this still in the manner of half talk- 
ing to himself. 

“I hope you are mistaken, Mr. President,” offered Crook. And after a 
few paces in silence, Lincoln in a more ordinary tone: “I have perfect con- 
fidence in those who are around me-in every one of you men. I know no 
one could do it and escape alive. But if it is to be done, it is impossible to 
prevent it.” 

After a short conference in Stanton’s office Lincoln came out, Crook 
noticing that the “depression” or “intense seriousness” had passed. “He talked 
to me as usual.” Of the theatre party planned by Mrs. Lincoln for the eve- 
ning he said: “It has been advertised that we will be there, and I cannot dis- 
appoint the people. Otherwise I would not go. I do not want to go.” This 
surprised Crook, who knew well the ease and enjoyment Lincoln usually 
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found at the theatre. So Crook meditated, “It seems unusual to hear him say 
he does not want to go tonight.” At the White House door he stood facing 
his guard a moment and then, “Good-bye, Crook.” This puzzled Crook 
somewhat. Until then it had always been “Good-night, Crook.” 

At the White House Congressman Samuel Shellabarger of Ohio pleas- 
antly asked that one of his constituents might be appointed to a staff position 
in the army. Lincoln pleasantly said he was reminded of when he was a 
young man in Illinois and a woman in the neighborhood made shirts. “An 
Irishman went to her and ordered a white shirt for some special function. 
The woman made it, and laundered it and sent it to her customer. When he 
got it the Irishman found the shirt had been starched all the way around, 
instead of only in the bosom, and he returned it with the remark that he 
didn’t want a shirt that was all collar. The trouble with you, Shellabarger, 
is that you want the army all staff and no army.” Thus Shellabarger told it 
to his Buckeye friend J. Warren Keifer. 

Dick Oglesby, the new Governor of Illinois, and Dick Yates, the new 
United States Senator from Illinois, had an evening hour at the White House 
with Lincoln. They were home folks. Oglesby was salty and Yates convivial. 
Lincoln read to them, horseplay humor, from the latest outpouring of Petro- 
leum Vesuvius Nasby, said Oglesby, perhaps including a letter dated April 
io wherein the satirist took his fling as follows: “I survived the defeet uv 
Micklellan (who wuz, trooly, the nashen’s hope and pride likewise), becoz 
I felt assoored that the rane uv the Goriller Linkin wood be a short wun; 
that in a few months, at furthest, Ginral Lee wood capcher Washmton, de- 
pose the ape, and set up there a constooshnal guverment, based upon the 
great and immutable trooth that a white man is better than a nigger.” The 
Confederates had “consentratid” and lost their capital. “Linkin rides into 
Richmond! A Illinois rale-splitter, a buffoon, a ape, a goriller, a smutty 
joker, sets hisself down in President Davis’s cheer, and rites dispatchis! . . . 
This ends the chapter. The Confederasy hez at last consentratid its last con- 
sentrate. It’s ded. It’s gathered up its feet, sed its last words, and deceest. . . . 
Linkin will serve his term out— the tax on whisky won’t be repeeled— our 
leaders will die off uv chagrin, and delirium tremens and inability to live so 
long out uv ofSs, and the sheep will be skattered. Farewell, vane world.” 
This extravaganza rested Lincoln. It had the flavor Oglesby liked. And Yates 
could take it. 

After dinner Speaker Colfax called by appointment. He asked whether 
the President intended to call an extra session of Congress during the sum- 
mer. The President assured him he had no such intention. This left Colfax 
free for a trip to the West Coast. Lincoln gave him a message to the moun- 
tain regions that their gold and silver mines must count in a coming peace 
prosperity. 

Colfax spoke of how uneasy all had been over his going to Richmond 
and taking risks amid the tumult there. “He replied,” noted Colfax, “pleas- 
antly and with a smile (I quote his exact words), ‘Why, if anyone else had 
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been President and gone to Richmond, I would have been alarmed too; but 
[ was not scared about myself a bit.’ ” 

Congressman George Ashmun of Massachusetts waited below, said a card 
brought in. A loyal party man, presiding chairman of the i860 convention 
that had nominated Lincoln for President, he was entitled to a hearing. One 
published report assumed to give concretely the gist of their interview. 
Ashmun spoke for a client of his who had a cotton claim against the Gov- 
ernment and he desired a “commission” appointed to examine and decide on 
the merits of the case. Lincoln was quoted as replying rather warmly: “I 
have done with ‘commissions.’ I believe they are contrivances to cheat the 
Government out of every pound of cotton they can lay their hands on.” 
Ashmun’s face flushed. He answered that he hoped the President meant no 
personal imputation. Lincoln saw that his sudden and sharp comment on 
such “commissions” had been taken as personal and he had wounded a good 
friend, instantly saying: “You did not understand me, Ashmun. I did not 
mean what you inferred. I take it all back.” He would see Ashmun first of 
all callers on the docket the next morning, and taking a card, wrote: 

April 14, 1865. 

Allow Mr. Ashmun 
& friend to come in 
at 9 a.m. tomor- 
row— 

A. Lincoln 

They joined Colfax, Mrs. Lincoln, and Noah Brooks. Lincoln mentioned 
to Colfax the gavel of the Confederate Congress at Richmond which Sum- 
ner had taken to hand to the Secretary of War. “I insisted then that he must 
give it to you. You tell him for me to hand it over.” 

The President, ran Brooks’s impression, had no enthusiasm about the 
play for the evening, felt “inclined to give up the whole thing,” Brooks 
quoted him, but hearing that the party had been advertised, consented to go 
“rather than that people should be disappointed.” He was unusually, cheer- 
ful, thought Brooks, “never more hopeful and buoyant concerning the con- 
dition of the country, full of fun and anecdotes.” The party stepped out 
on the White House portico, Lincoln going toward the carriage, saying, 
“Grant thinks we can reduce the cost of the army establishment at least a 
half milli on a day, which, with the reduction of expenditures of the navy, 
will soon bring down our national debt to something like decent propor- 
tions, and bring our national paper up to a par, or nearly so, with gold-at 
least so they think.” 

Good old Isaac N. Arnold of Chicago came along, mentioned his errand 
as Lincoln was stepping into the carriage, and was answered, ^ Excuse me 
now. I am going to the theater. Come and see me in the morning. 

From the carriage window as they drove away Lincoln had a final casual 
glance at the White House where he had lived four years and forty-one 
days. 
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CHAPTER 73 

BLOOD ON THE MOON 


And 1 looked , and behold a pde horse : 
and his name that sat on hi?n was Death 
REVELATION 6 8 

IN the carriage into which the President and his wife stepped was a be- 
trothed couple. Henry Reed Rathbone, assigned by Stanton to accompany 
the President, had brought along his fiancee, Miss Clara Harris. For them the 
future was bright this evening. He was twenty-eight years old, of a well-to- 
do clan of Rathbones at Albany, New York, a major of volunteers since 
November of ’62, a trusted War Office attache. His sweetheart was the 
daughter of Judge Ira Harris of Albany, since 1 86 1 United States Senator 
from New York, a lecturer on law in the Columbian College of Washington, 
D.C., and an officer of the American Baptist Missionary Union and other 
religious bodies. 

The bodyguard in whose line of duty it fell to be with the President 
this evening was John F. Parker. He was one of four officers detailed from 
the Metropolitan Police Force of the city for White House duty in watch- 
ing the President— or rather in staying close to the President and keeping a 
sharp eye on the hands, the possibly wayward hands, of anyone who might 
have designs on the life and person of the President. Of these four guards 
only one, it afterward appeared, had a questionable record— and he was John 
F. Parker. On this evening he was thirty-five years old lacking one month; 
born in Frederick County, Virginia, he had worked at the carpenter’s trade 
in Washington, enlisted in the army as a three-months man, in ’61 joining 
the Metropolitan Police as a patrolman. At his home on 750 L Street he had 
then a wife and three children. Thus far the known record showed good 
behavior. On October 14 of ’62 he was put on trial, the Police Board finding 
he had been profane and insolent to the owner of a grocery store who com- 
plained of patrolmen loafing in front of his place of business, had used “dis- 
respectful” language to a superior officer in a way that if continued “must 
lead to insubordination.” For this he was reprimanded and transferred to 
another precinct. 

In March and April of ’63 John F. Parker was on trial on various 
charges: of being found asleep on a streetcar when he should have been 
patrolling his beat; of conduct unbecoming an officer through five weeks of 
residence in a house of prostitution, where it was alleged he had been drunk, 
had been put to bed, had fired a revolver through a window; the board 
found he was “at a house of ill fame with no other excuse than that he was 



BLOOD ON THE MOON 


273 

sent for by the Keeper (Miss Annie Wilson),” although there was “no evi- 
dence that there was any robbery there or disturbance of the peace or quiet 
of that neighborhood.” And though in addition Parker was charged with 
willful violation of the police rules and regulations, having again used highly 
offensive language toward a superior officer, the board took no action— and 
within three months heard testimony that he had used insulting language to 
a lady who complained of the conduct of Negroes in her neighborhood as 
disorderly. The list of trials, the repeated similar charges against Parker, the 
board’s own language about his conduct, and the findings m the evidence 
did not merely indicate but showed conclusively that he was slack rather 
than vigilant, of loose habits rather than a steady reliable man, a cheap and 
slipshod specimen of a police officer rather than a sober and dependable 
operative for highly responsible work. 

How Parker found his way into the White House to begin with was not 
clear in the records. On April 3, however, when he was drafted for army 
service, Mrs. Lincoln on Executive Mansion stationery had written to the 
District of Columbia Provost Marshal, James R. O’Beime, a certificate “that 
John F. Parker . . . has been detailed for duty at the Executive Mansion 
by order of [signed] Mrs. Lincoln.” 

This was the drab, well-meaning, lackadaisical, muddle-headed wanderer 
who was to have a role this evening of April 14, enacting the part of a strange 
cipher— a weird and elusive Mr. Nobody-at-All— a player of a negation. For 
this night he would distinguish himself as the world’s foremost and vacant- 
minded Naught. He had eyes to see not, ears to hear not— and political pull. 

Tom Pendel, who had been advanced from guard to doorkeeper, noted 
of this time when the President’s carriage was about to leave for the theatre: 
“Previous to starting, I said to John Parker, who had taken my place, to ac- 
company Mr. Lincoln, ‘John, are you prepared' ’ I meant by this to ask if 
he had his revolver and everything all ready to protect the President m case 
of an assault. Alfonso Dunn, my companion at the door, spoke up and said, 
‘Oh, Tommy, there is no danger.’ I said, ‘Dunn, you don’t know what might 
happen. Parker, now you start down to the theater, to be ready for the Pres- 
ident when he reaches there. And you see him safe inside.’ He started off 
immediately.” 

Cold, raw weather, gusty and changeable, met those who stepped from 
indoor comfort the afternoon and evening of this April 14. A ceiling of 
clouds hung low, mist and fog held the streets, and occasional showers had 
put a chill and a pervasive damp on the air. In the daytime hours no one 
could throw a shadow from the sun and in the nighttime away from street 
lamps the walking men became blurred humps. The evening lighted win- 
dows and the corner gas jets formed vague lumps of light, dim agglutinates 
of light; the world between sky and ground lacked firm ceiling and had an 
uncertain floor. Oblongs of yellow stretching from home windows soon lost 
their cubical angles and merged into black and gray nothings of night, into 
a cavern of vague footings. Had there been a full golden moon streaming 
down with a spacious flow into a clear air, doorways and doorknobs would 
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have been more clear-cut, less noncommittal and secretive, not so much like 
faces wearing a blank look of nothing to say, nothing worth telling. 
Whether at mansion of brick with its tall windows and glass chandeliers oi 
victory illumination or among huddled alleyway huts and shanties where 
they economized on candles, the covering shawl of night was anonymous 
and indecisive. The moving shapes of the moist nocturne lacked edge and 
clarity of line in man and horse, wagon and wheels, roving patrols, and 
Pennsylvania Avenue’s two blurred zigzag paths of lighted gas lamps and 
the dark ghost of the illuminated Capitol dome. 



Ford’s Theatre 


The carriage left the White House with its four occupants, with the 
coachman Francis Burns holding the reins, and alongside him the footman 
and valet Charles Forbes. Bums spoke to the horses. They moved off. No 
sudden news came. No circumstance delayed or hindered. Out of the gates 
of the White House grounds they rode. No telegram of commanding im- 
portance suddenly found itself in the President’s hands. No imperative word 
arrived that might have held him at the Executive Mansion where his imme- 
diate decision was required. Nothing happened to cancel the theatre date 
of the evening. News that a fire had swept away the whole block where 
Ford’s Theatre stood— no such news came. Out of the gates they drove. And 
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the horses obeyed the reins and took the vehicle over the cobblestones and 
accepted the evening as one having oats and harness duty: they did not take 
the bits in their teeth and crash the carriage in imitation of Seward’s blooded 
steeds nine days before. 

Through the carriage window before they turned one comer Lincoln 
by leaning; forward could see the mystic Capitol dome in a haze of light, a 
floating mid-air symbol of the Union of States. 

On Tenth Street between E Street and F, at Ford’s Theatre, Bums pulled 
up his horses. Forbes swung down to the sidewalk and opened the carriage 
door. The President and his wife stepped out, followed by Major Rathbone 
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and Miss Harris. The guard John F. Parker was at hand. The party walked 
into the theatre at about nine o’clock. An usher led them toward their box. 
The audience in their one thousand seats saw or heard that the President 
had arrived. They applauded with handclapping. Many rose from their seats. 
Some cheered. The President paused and nodded his acknowledgments of 
their welcome to him. 

As the President and his party had entered, Miss Keene as the English 
cousin Florence Trenchard, and the slow-witted Lord Dundreary had 
spoken lines about a window -draught, a doctor’s prescription or draught 
which cured a cold, and a check or draft paid the doctor, Florence saying: 
“Good gracious! what a number of draughts. You have almost a game of 
draughts.” 

Dundreary. Hal ha! ha! 

Florence. , What’s the matter? 

Dundreary. That wath a joke, that wath. 

About here Miss Keene interpolated, “The draft has been suspended,” 
and while Dundreary was saying he couldn’t see the joke, Miss Keene’s eye 
caught sight of the President and she flung out the impromptu, “Well, any- 
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body can see that!” The audience approved the grace and readiness of this. 
It made a nice punctuation and signal for the applause given to the President 
and his party, who went up a stair, through the dress-circle aisle and the 
little hallway, before entering their box. 

They are entering the box about where Lord Dundreary has seen 
through a joke again and is screaming, “Ha ! ha! ha!” 

All. What’s the matter? 

Dundreary. Why, that wath a joke, that wath. 

Florence. Where was the joke? 

Dundreary. Especially, ha 1 ha! 

Major Rathbone and Miss Harris, seated toward the front of the box, are 
in view of the larger part of the audience. Mrs. Lincoln, seated farther back, 
is seen by less of the audience. The President, slouched back in comfort in 
a roomy haircloth rocking chair with arm rests, has at his left a part of a 
wall and a curtain. These hide him from almost the entire audience. 

On the stage proceeds a play written fourteen years before by the 
English dramatist Tom Taylor, who decided on rehearsal that it was not for 
the British public. Later Taylor had sent it to the New York producer 
Lester Wallack, who had told Laura Keene it would fit her. She had put it 
on, but after a fairly good run it has about reached its limit. Lincoln from 
his roomy armchair shortly after being seated, if listening, is probably mildly 
interested in these lines: 

Dundreary. Miss Florence, will you be kind enough to tell Miss Georgina all about 
that American relative of yours. 

Florence. Oh, about my American cousin; certainly. ( Aside to Harry.) Let’s have 
some fun. Well, he’s about seventeen feet high. 

Dundreary. Good gracious T Seventeen feet high 1 

Florence. They are all seventeen feet high in America, ain’t they, Mr. Vernon? 

Vernon. Yes, that’s about the average height. 

Florence. And they have long black hair that reaches down to their heels; they 
have dark copper-colored skin, and they fight with— What do they fight with, Mr 
Vernon? 

Vernon. Tomahawks and scalping knives. 

Florence. Yes; and you’d better take care, Miss Georgina, or he’ll take his toma- 
hawk and scalping knife and scalp you immediately. 

[Georgina screams and faints.'] 

Dundreary. Here, somebody get something and throw over her; a pail of water; 
no, not that, she’s pale enough already. ( Fans her with handkerchief.) Georgina, don’t 
be afraid. Dundreary’s by your side, he will protect you. 

Florence. Don’t be frightened, Georgina. He will never harm you while Dundreary 
is about. Why, he could get three scalps here. (Pulls Dundreary’s whiskers. Georgina 
screams.) 

Dundreary. Don’t scream. I won’t lose my whiskers. I know what I’ll do for my 
own safety. I will take this handkerchief and tie the roof of my head on. (Ties it on.) 

Florence (pretending to cry). Good-bye, Dundreary. I’ll never see you again in 
all your glory. 

Dundreary. Don’t cry, Miss Florence, I’m ready for Mr. Tommy Hawk. 
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In a later scene the newly arrived Asa Trenchard meets his English 
cousin at her house, has called the servant Binny “this darned old shoat,” 
and ordered him, “Hurry up, old hoss.” 

Binny. He calls me a ’oss, Miss, I suppose I shall be a hox next, or perhaps an ’og. 

Asa Wal, darn me, if you ain’t the consamedest old shoat I ever did see since I 
was baptized Asa Trenchard. 

Florence. Ah! then it is our American cousin. Glad to see you— my brother told us 
to expect you. 

Asa. Wal, yes, I guess you do b’long to my family. I’m Asa Trenchard, born in 
Vermont, suckled on the banks of Muddy Creek, about the tallest gunner, the slickest 
dancer, and generally the loudest critter in the state. You’re my cousin, be you 5 Wal, I 
ain’t got no objections to kiss you, as one cousin ought to kiss another. 

Vernon. Sir, how dare you 5 

Asa. Are you one of the family 5 Cause if you ain’t, you’ve got no right to inter- 
fere, and if you be, you needn’t be alarmed, I ain’t going to kiss you. 

The play proceeds, not unpleasant, often stupid, sprinkled with silly puns 
drab and aimless dialogue, forced humor, characters neither truly English 
nor truly American nor fetching as caricatures. The story centers around 
the Yankee lighting his cigar with an old will, burning the document to 
ashes and thereby throwing a fortune of $400,000 away from himself into 
the hands of an English cousin. The mediocre comedy is somewhat re- 
deemed by the way the players are doing it. The audience agrees it is not 
bad. The applause and laughter say the audience is having a good time. 

Mrs. Lincoln sits close to her husband, at one moment leaning on him 
fondly, suddenly realizing they are not alone, saying with humor, “What 
will Miss Harris think of my hanging on to you so 5 ” and hearing his: “She 
won’t think anything about it.” 

From the upholstered rocking armchair in which Lincoln sits he can see 
only the persons in the box with him, the players on the stage, and any 
persons offstage on the left. The box on the opposite side of the theatre is 
empty. With the box wall at his back and the closely woven lace curtains 
at his left arm, he is screened from the audience at his back and from the 
musicians in the orchestra pit, which is below and partly behind him. 

The box has two doors. Sometimes by a movable cross partition it is con- 
verted into two boxes, each having its door. The door forward is locked. 
For this evening the President’s party has the roominess and convenience of 
double space, extra armchairs, side chairs, a small sofa. In the privacy 
achieved he is in sight only of his chosen companions, the actors he has 
come to see render a play, and the few people who may be offstage to the 
left. 

This privacy however has a flaw. It is not as complete as it seems. A 
few feet behind the President is the box door, the only entry to the box 
unless by a climb from the stage. In this door is a small hole, bored that 
afternoon to serve as a peephole— from the outside. Through this peephole 
it is the intention of the Outsider who made it with a gimlet to stand and 
watch the President, then at a chosen moment to enter the box. This door 
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opens from the box on a narrow hallway that leads to another door which 
opens on the balcony of the theatre. 

Through these two doors the Outsider must pass in order to enter the 
President’s box. Close to the door connecting with the balcony two inches 
of plaster have been cut from the brick wall of the narrow hallway. The in- 
tention of the Outsider is that a bar placed in this cut-away wall niche and 
then braced against the panel of the door will hold that door against intrud- 
ers, will serve to stop anyone from interference with the Outsider while 
making his observations of the President through the gimleted hole in the 
box door. 

^ At either of these doors, the one to the box or the one to the hallway, 
it is the assigned duty and expected responsibility of John F. Parker to stand 
or sit constantly and without fail. A Ward Lamon or an Eckert on this duty 
would probably have noticed the gimleted hole, the newly made wall niche, 
and been doubly watchful. If Lincoln believes what he told Crook that after- 
noon, that he trusted the men assigned to guard him, then as he sits in the 
upholstered rocking armchair in the box he believes that John F. Parker in 
steady fidelity is just outside the box door, in plain clothes ready with the 
revolver Pendel at the White House had told him to be sure to have with 
him. 

In such a trust Lincoln is mistaken. Whatever dim fog of thought or 
duty may move John F. Parker in his best moments is not operating tonight. 
His life habit of never letting trouble trouble him is on him this night, his 
motive is to have no motive. He has always got along somehow. Why care 
about anything, why really care^ He can always find good liquor and bad 
women. You take your fun as you find it. He can never be a somebody, so 
he will enjoy himself as a nobody—though he can’t imagine how perfect a 
cipher, how completely the little end of nothing, one John F. Parker may 
appear as the result of one slack easygoing hour. 

“The guard . . . acting as my substitute,” wrote the faithful Crook 
later, “took his position at the rear of the box, close to an entrance leading 
into the box. ... His orders were to stand there, fully armed, and to per- 
mit no unauthorized person to pass into the box. His orders were to stand 
there and protect the President at all hazards. From the spot where he was 
thus stationed, this guard could not see the stage or the actors; but he could 
hear the words the actors spoke, and he became so interested in them that, 
incredible as it may seem, he quietly deserted his post of duty, and walking 
down the dimly-lighted side aisle, deliberately took a seat.” & 

The custom was for a chair to be placed in the narrow hallway for the 
guard to sit in. The doorkeeper Buckingham told Crook that such a chair 
was provided this evening for the accommodation of the guard. “Whether 
Parker occupied it at all, I do not know,” wrote Crook. “Mr. Buckingham 
is of the impression that he did. If he did, he left it almost immediately, for 
he confessed to me the next day that he went to a seat, so that he could see 
the play.” The door to the President’s box is shut. It is not kept open so 
that the box occupants can see the guard on duty. 
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Either between acts or at some time when the play was not lively enough 
to suit him or because of an urge for a pony of whisky under his belt, John 
F. Parker leaves his seat in the balcony and goes down to the street and joins 
companions in a little whiff of liquor— this on the basis of a statement of 
the coachman Burns, who declared he stayed outside on the street with his 
carriage and horses, except for one interlude when “the special police officer 
[meaning John F. Parker] and the footman of the President [Forbes] came 
up to him and asked him to take a drink with them; which he did.” 

Thus circumstance favors the lurking and vigilant Outsider who in the 
afternoon gimleted a hole in the door of the President’s box and cut a two- 
inch niche in a wall to brace a bar against a door panel and hold it against 
interference while he should operate. 

The play goes on. The evening and the drama are much like many other 
evenings when the acting is pleasant enough, the play mediocre and so-so, 
the audience having no thrills of great performance but enjoying itself. The 
most excited man in the house, with little doubt, is the orchestra leader, 
Withers. He has left the pit and gone backstage, where, as he related, “I was 
giving the stage manager a piece of my mind. I had written a song for Laura 
Keene to sing. When she left it out I was mad. We had no cue, and the 
music was thrown out of gear. So I hurried round on the stage on my left 
to see what it was done for.” 

And of what is Abraham Lincoln thinking* As he leans back in this easy 
rocking chair, where does he roam in thought* If it is life he is thinking 
about, no one could fathom the subtle speculations and hazy reveries result- 
ing from his fifty-six years of adventures drab and dazzling in life. Who had 
gone farther on so little to begin with 15 Who else as a living figure of repub- 
lican government, of democracy, in practice, as a symbol touching freedom 
for all men— who else had gone farther over America, over the worlds If it 
is death he is thinking about, who better than himself might interpret his 
dream that he lay in winding sheets on a catafalque in the White House 
and people were wringing their hands and crying “The President is dead!” 
—who could make clear this dream better than himself? Furthermore if it is 
death he is thinking about, has he not philosophized about it and dreamed 
about it and considered himself as a mark and a target until no one is better 
prepared than he for any sudden deed* Has he not a thousand times said to 
himself, and several times to friends and intimates, that he must accommo- 
date himself to the thought of sudden deaths Has he not wearied of the 
constructions placed on his secret night ride through Baltimore to escape a 
plot aimed at his death? Has he not laughed to the overhead night stars at 
a hole shot in his hat by a hidden marksman he never mentioned even to his 
boon companion Hill Lamon? And who can say but that Death is a friend, 
and who else should be more a familiar of Death than a man who has been 
the central figure of the bloodiest war ever known to the Human Family— 
who else should more appropriately and decently walk with Death* And 
who can say but Death is a friend and a nurse and a lover and a benefactor 



28 o 


ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


bringing peace and lasting reconciliation 15 The play tonight is stupid. Shake- 
speare would be better. “Duncan is in his grave ... he sleeps well.” 

Yes, of what is Abraham Lincoln thinking 3 Draped before him in salute 
is a silk flag of the Union, a banner of the same design as the one at Inde- 
pendence Hall in Philadelphia in February of ’61 which he pulled aloft say- 
ing, “I would rather be assassinated on this spot than surrender it,” saying 
the flag in its very origins “gave promise that in due time the weights would 
be hfted from the shoulders of all men, and that all should have an equal 
chance.” Possibly his mind recurs for a fleeting instant to that one line in 
his letter to a Boston widow woman: “the solemn pride that must be yours 
to have laid so costly a sacrifice upon the altar of freedom.” Or a phrase 
from the Gettysburg speech: “we here highly resolve that these dead shall 
not have died in vain.” 

Out in a main-floor seat enjoying the show is one Julia Adelaide Shep- 
hard, who wrote a letter to her father about this Good Friday evening at 
the theatre. “Cousin Julia has just told me,” she reported, “that the Presi- 
dent is in yonder upper right hand private box so handsomely decked with 
silken flags festooned over a picture of George Washington. The young and 
lovely daughter of Senator Harris is the only one of his party we see as the 
flags hide the rest. But we know Father Abraham is there like a Father 
watching what interests his children, for their pleasure rather than his own. 
It had been announced in the papers he would be there. How sociable it 
seems like one family sitting around their parlor fire. Everyone has been 
so jubilant for days that they laugh and shout at every clownish witticism 
such is the excited state of the public mind. One of the actresses whose part 
is that of a very delicate young lady talks about wishing to avoid the draft 
when her lover tells her not to be alarmed ‘for there is to be no more draft’ 
at which the applause is loud and long. The American cousin has just been 
making love to a young lady who says she’ll never marry but for love but 
when her mother and herself find out that he has lost his property they 
retreat in disgust at the left hand of the stage while the American cousin 
goes out at the right. We are waiting for the next scene.” 

And the next scene 3 

The next scene is to crash and blare and flare as one of the wildest, one 
of the most inconceivably fateful and chaotic, that ever stunned and shocked 
a world that heard the story. 

The moment of high fate was not seen by the theatre audience. Only 
one man saw that moment. He was the Outsider. He was the one who had 
waited and lurked and made his preparations, planning and plotting that he 
should be the single and lone spectator of what happened. He had come 
through the outer door into the little hallway, fastened the strong though 
slender bar into the two-inch niche in the brick wall, and braced it against 
the door panel. He had moved softly to the box door and through the little 
hole he had gimleted that afternoon he had studied the box occupants and 
his Human Target seated in an upholstered rocking armchair. Softly he had 
opened the door and stepped toward his prey, in his right hand a one-shot 
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brass derringer pistol, a little eight-ounce vest-pocket weapon winged for 
death, in his left hand a steel dagger. He was cool and precise and timed 
his every move. He raised the derringer, lengthened his right arm, ran his 
eye along the barrel in a line with the head of his victim less than five feet 
away— and pulled the trigger. 

A lead ball somewhat less than a half-inch in diameter crashed into the 
left side of the head of the Human Target, into the back of the head, in a 
line with and three inches from the left ear. “The course of the ball was 
obliquely forward toward the right eye, crossing the brain in an oblique 
manner and lodging a few inches behind that eye. In the track of the wound 
were found fragments of bone, which had been driven forward by the ball, 
which was embedded in the anterior lobe of the left hemisphere of the 
brain.” 

For Abraham Lincoln it was lights out, good night, farewell and a long 
farewell to the good earth and its trees, its enjoyable companions, and the 
Union of States and the world Family of Man he had loved. He was not 
dead yet. He was to linger in dying. But the living man could never again 
speak nor see nor hear nor awaken into conscious being. 

Near the prompt desk offstage stands W. J. Ferguson, an actor. He looks 
in the direction of a shot he hears, and sees “Mr. Lincoln lean back in his 
rocking chair, his head coming to rest against the wall which stood between 
him and the audience . . . well inside the curtains”— no struggle or move 
“save in the slight backward sway.” 

Of this the audience in their one thousand seats know nothing. 

Major Rathbone leaps from his chair. Rushing at him with a knife is a 
strange human creature, terribly alive, a lithe wild animal, a tiger for speed, 
a wildcat of a man bareheaded, raven-haired— a smooth sinister face with 
glaring eyeballs. He wears a dark sack suit. He stabs straight at the heart 
of Rathbone, a fast and ugly lunge. Rathbone parries it with his upper right 
arm, which gets a deep slash of the dagger. Rathbone is staggered, reels 
back. The tigerish stranger mounts the box railing. Rathbone recovers, leaps 
again for the stranger, who feels the hand of Rathbone holdmg him back, 
slashes again at Rathbone, then leaps for the stage. 

This is the moment the audience wonders whether something unusual is 
happening— or is it part of the play? 

From the box railing the Strange Man leaps for the stage, perhaps a ten- 
foot fall. His leap is slightly interrupted. On this slight interruption the 
Strange Man in his fine calculations had not figured. The draped Union flag 
of silk reaches out and tangles itself in a spur of one riding-boot, throwing 
him out of control. He falls to the stage landing on his left leg, breaking 
the shinbone a little above the instep. 

Of what he has done the audience as yet knows nothing. They wonder 
what this swift, raven-haired, wild-eyed Strange Man portends. They see 
him rush across the stage, three feet to a stride, and vanish. Some have heard 
Rathbone’s cry “Stop that man!” Many have seen a man leap from a front 
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seat up on the stage and chase after the weird Stranger, crying “Stop that 
man!” 

It is a peculiar night, an odd evening, a little weird, says the audience to 
itself. The action is fast. It is less than half a minute since the Strange Man 
mounted the box railing, made the stage, and strode off. 

Offstage between Laura Keene and W. J. Ferguson he dashes at break- 
neck speed, out of an entrance, forty feet to a little door opening on an 
alley. There stands a fast bay horse, a slow-witted chore boy nicknamed 
John Peanuts holding the reins. He kicks the boy, mounts the mare; hoofs 
on the cobblestones are heard but a few moments. In all it is maybe sixty or 
seventy seconds since he loosed the one shot of his eight-ounce brass der- 
ringer. 

Whether the Strange Man now riding away on a fast bay horse had 
paused a moment on the stage and shouted a dramatic line of speech, there 
was disagreement afterward. Some said he ran off as though every second 
of time counted and his one purpose was escape. Others said he faced the 
audience a moment, brandished a dagger still bloody from slashing Rath- 
bone, and shouted the State motto of Virgima, the slogan of Brutus as he 
drove the assassin’s knife into imperial Caesar- “Stc semper ty r minis ” ‘Thus 
be it ever to tyrants.” Miss Shephard and others believed they heard him 
shriek as he brandished the dagger: “The South is avenged!” Others: “The 
South shall be free!” “Revenge!” “Freedom!” 

Some said the lights went out in the theatre, others adding the detail that 
the assassin had stabbed the gasman and pulled the lever, throwing the house 
into darkness. Others a thousand miles from the theatre said they saw the 
moon come out from behind clouds blood-red. It is a night of many eye- 
witnesses, shaken and moaning eyewitnesses. 

The audience is up and out of its one thousand seats, standing, moving. 
Panic is in the air, fear over what may happen next. Many merely stand up 
from their seats, fixed and motionless, waiting to hear what has happened, 
waiting to see what further is to happen. The question is spoken quietly or 
is murmured anxiously— “What is it> What has happened?” The question is 
bawled with anger, is yelled with anguish— “For God’s sake, what is it? 
What has happened 15 ” 

A woman’s scream pierces the air. Some say afterward it was Mrs. Lin- 
coln. The scream carries a shock and a creeping shiver to many hearing it. 
“He has shot the President!” Miss Shephard looks from the main floor to- 
ward the box and sees “Miss Harris wringing her hands and calling for 
water.” There are moanings. “No, for God’s sake, it can’t be true— no! no! 
for God’s sake!” 

Men are swarming up to the edge of the stage, over the gas-jet footlights 
onto the stage. The aisles fill with people not sure where to go; to leave 
would be safe, but they want to know what has happened, what else they 
may see this wild night. Men are asking whether some God-damned fool has 
for sure tried to shoot the President. Others take it as true. The man who 
ran across the stage did it. There are cries: “Kill him! Shoot him!” On the 
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stage now are policemen, army officers, soldiers, besides actors and actresses 
in make-up and costume. Cries for “Water! water 1 ” Cries for “A surgeon! a 
surgeon!” Someone brings water. It is passed up to the box. 

An army surgeon climbs to the stage and is lifted up and clambers over 
the railing into the box. Some two hundred soldiers arrive to clear the 
theatre. The wailing and the crazy chaos let down in the emptying play- 
house— and flare up again in the street outside, where some man is accused 
of saying he is glad it happened, a sudden little mob dragging him to a lamp- 
post with a ready rope to hang him when six policemen with clubs and 
drawn revolvers manage to get him away and put him in jail for safekeeping. 

Mrs. Lincoln in the box has turned from the railing, has turned from 
where she saw the wild-eyed raven-haired man vanish off the stage, sees her 
husband seated in the rocking chair, his head slumped forward. Never before 
has she seen her husband so completely helpless, so strangely not himself. 
With little moaning cries she springs toward him and with her hands keeps 
him from tumbling to the floor. Major Rathbone has shouted for a surgeon, 
has run out of the box into the narrow hallway, and with one arm bleeding 
and burning with pain he fumbles to unfasten the bar between wall and door 
panel. An usher from the outside tries to help him. They get the bar loose. 
Back of the usher is a jam of people. He holds them back, allowing only 
one man to enter. 

This is a young-looking man, twenty-three years old, with mustache and 
sideburns, Charles A. Leale, assistant surgeon, United States Volunteers, who 
had left the army General Hospital at Armory Square, where he was in 
charge of the wounded commissioned officers’ ward, saying he would be 
gone only a short time. Rathbone shows Dr. Leale his bleeding arm, “be- 
seeching me to attend to his wound,” related Leale later. “I placed my hand 
under his chin, looking into his eyes an almost instantaneous glance revealed 
the fact that he was in no immediate danger, and in response to appeals from 
Mrs. Lincoln and Miss Harris, who were standing by the high-backed arm- 
chair in which President Lincoln sat, I went immediately to their assistance, 
saying I was a United States army surgeon.” 

Leale holds Mrs. Lincoln’s outstretched hand while she cries piteously: 
“Oh, Doctor! Is he dead* Can he recover? Will you take charge of hinP 
Do what you can for him. Oh, my dear husband! my dear husband!” He 
soothes her a little, telling her he will do all that can possibly be done. 

The body in the chair at first scrutiny seems to be that of a dead man, 
eyes closed, no certainty it is breathing. Dr. Leale with help from others 
lifts the body from the chair and moves it to a lying position on the floor. 
He holds the head and shoulders while doing this, his hand meeting a clot 
of blood near the left shoulder. Dr. Leale recalls seeing a dagger flashed by 
the assassin on the stage and the knife wound of Rathbone, and now sup- 
poses the President has a stab wound. He has the coat and shirt slit open, 
thinking to check perhaps a hemorrhage. He finds no wounds. He lifts the 
eyelids and sees evidence of a brain injury. He rapidly passes the separated 
fingers of both hands through the blood-matted hair of the head, finding a 
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wound and removing a clot of blood, which relieves pressure on the brain 
and brings shallow breathing and a weak pulse. “The assassin,” Leale com- 
mented later . . . “had evidently planned to shoot to produce instant death, 
as the wound he made was situated within two inches of the physiological 
point of selection, when instant death is desired.” 

RESERVED 

TAKEN. 

Cards found on the floor of Lincoln’s box, having bloodstains which engraving craft 
could not reproduce. From the Barrett collection. 

Dr. Leale bends over, puts a knee at each side of the body, and tries to 
start the breathing apparatus, attempts to stimulate respiration by putting 
his two fingers into the throat and pressing down and out on the base of the 
tongue to free the larynx of secretion. Dr. Charles Sabin Taft, the army 
surgeon lifted from the stage into the box, now arrives. Another physician, 
Dr. Albert F. A. King, arrives. Leale asks them each to manipulate an arm 
while he presses upward on the diaphragm and elsewhere to stimulate heart 
action. The body responds with an improvement in the pulse and the irregu- 
lar breathing. 

Dr. Leale is sure, however, that with the shock and prostration the body 
has undergone, more must now be done to keep life going. And as he told 
it later: “I leaned forcibly forward directly over his body, thorax to thorax, 
face to face, and several times drew in a long breath, then forcibly breathed 
directly into his mouth and nostrils, which expanded his lungs and improved 
his respirations. After waiting a moment I placed my ear over his thorax and 
found the action of the heart improving. I arose to the erect kneeling pos- 
ture, then watched for a short time and saw that the President could con- 
tinue independent breathing and that instant death would not occur. I then 
pronounced my diagnosis and prognosis: £ His wound is mortal; it is impos- 
sible for him to recover.’ ” 

Brandy and water arrive. Dr. Leale slowly pours a small quantity into 
the President’s mouth. It is swallowed and retained. 

More bystanders arrive. They are kindly and thoughtful. No one sug- 
gests anything or interferes in the slightest. Mrs. Lincoln sits near by in 
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quiet. Someone asking whether there is hope, Dr. Leale repeats “His wound 
is mortal, it is impossible for him to recover.” 

Dr. Leale speaks to the other physicians his desire that die President may 
be moved to the nearest house on the opposite side of the street. Several ask 
if the President cannot be taken to the White House. Dr. Leale replies, “If 
it is attempted the President will die long before we reach there.” While 
they are waiting for the President to gain strength, wrote Leale later, Laura 
Keene “appealed to me to allow her to hold the President’s head. I granted 
this request, and she sat on the floor of the box and held his head in her lap. 
We decided that the President could now be moved to a house where we 
might place him on a bed in safety.” 

Four soldiers from Thompson’s Independent Battery C, Pennsylvania 
Light Artillery, lift the body by the trunk and legs, Dr. Taft carrying the 
right shoulder, Dr. King the left shoulder, Dr. Leale the head. They come 
to the door of the box. Dr. Leale sees the passageway packed with people. 
He calls out twice, “Guards, clear the passage!” A captain goes into action 
with troopers. They show muskets, bayonets, sabers. “Clear out! ” rings the 
repeated order. “Clear out 1 ” they cry to the curiosity-seekers, and to some 
who hesitate and still insist on blocking passage. “Clear out, you sons of 
bitches!” 

Then the solemn little group with their precious freight carried head- 
first moves slowly through a space lined by protecting soldiers. At the stair 
head they shift so the feet are carried first. Two more soldiers join the orig- 
inal four in holding the body and moving it. As they go out of the door of 
the theatre Dr. Leale is again asked if the President can be taken to the 
White House and answers, “No, the President would die on the way.” 

Overhead is night sky. Clouds of dark gray unfold and unroll and show 
a blazing white moon and fold and roll and cover it again. 

On Tenth Street between E Street and F in Washington humanity swirls 
and wonders and wants to know. “Is that the President they are carrying 11 ” 
“Is it true that he was shot and will live*” “Oh, God, it can’t be true*” 
“Where are they taking him*” “Who shot him 13 ” “Was he stabbed or shot 13 
I heard he was stabbed.” “Was he shot bad or will he live*” “For God’s 
sake, is there no chance for him*” 

Packing Tenth Street straight across from the front door of Ford’s 
Theatre is a crowd so massed that there is no hope of a path through for 
those carrying the President’s body unless something is done. The same cap- 
tain who had managed clearance inside the theatre comes to Leale* “Sur- 
geon, give me your commands and I will see that they are obeyed.” Leale 
asks the captain to clear a passage to the nearest house opposite. The captain 
draws a sword, commands the people to make an opening; they move back, 
and the procession begins its slow crossing. Several times they stop while 
Dr. Leale removes the newly gathered blood clots on the head wound. A 
barrier of men forms to keep back the crowds on each side of an open space 
leading to the house. Now comes the report that this house is closed. At the 
next house, Mr. Peterson’s, No. 453 Tenth Street, Dr. Leale sees a man stand- 
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ing at the door with a lighted candle, beckoning them to come in. “This we 
did,” ran Leale’s account, “not having been interrupted in the slightest by 
the throngs in the street; but a number of the excited populace followed us 
into the house.” 

There they laid their stricken Friend of Man in the rented room of 
William Clark, a boarder in the house of William Peterson— on a plain 
wooden bed— at about 10:45 o’clock, somewhat less perhaps than a half-hour 
after the moment the trigger of the little eight-ounce derringer was pulled. 

In a lingo of the common people, in a matter-of-fact speech not lacking 
salt and savor of truth and fact, one of the four Allegheny County, Pennsyl- 
vania, men in this mournful journey from the Ford’s Theatre box to the 
room in the Peterson house, later told his story of that evening. This account 



The Peterson house, opposite Ford’s Theatre 


had an authentic air and a queer finality. The four men had enlisted at Pitts- 
burgh in February of ’64 and had been present with their company every 
day from March of that year and on. The story of Jacob J. Soles, a Penn- 
sylvania coal-digger: 

“Bill Sample, Jabe Griffiths and John Corey and myself, all of Company 
C, Independent Artillery, went to Ford’s Theatre at about 7:30 or 8 o’clock. 
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Lincoln was shot some time later— I can’t give the hour accurately; I know 
the play had gone on for some time after we came in. 

“We four were up in the balcony; we were on the same side of the bal- 
cony that Mr. Lincoln’s box was on; we were back in toward the back of 
the theatre, about fifteen feet from the box where he was shot. 

“We didn’t know at first when we heard the pistol going off that it was 
in there, but they cried for help and we heard this woman crying and we 
four broke forward and rushed to the box, and we helped him down to the 
building where he was placed, in a little brick building standing across the 
street from Ford’s Theatre. 

“We four fellows carried him to the stairway in the theatre, then two 
others fell in and helped carry him. As we carried him out of the theatre, 
he was carried out flat, with his feet foremost; I was down at his feet with 
one of the fellows, and two men at his head, and the middle of him was 
sagging until the two others took him in the middle and we six carried him 
out. 

“We carried Lincoln out of the theatre and we had him out on the street 
about five minutes until we found a place to put him, and then they hollered 
out that is where he would be put. A young man directed us to the house, 
a young man that was not in soldier’s clothes; he told us to take him to the 
brick house. We put him in a room on the first floor; we went back through 
a long hallway to about the middle of the building; there was a bed in that 
room and we laid him on the bed. 

“When we took him into the room we had to get out. The guard put 
them all out. They wouldn’t let anybody in without it was a doctor or 
something. The street was jammed. You had to push a road through wher- 
ever you wanted to get to. We waited around until the doctors came out 
and said it was fatal and then we pulled for camp.” 

The body of the Friend of Man lies on its back in the center of the hum- 
ble walnut bed. Now Dr. Leale holds the face upward to keep the head from 
rolling to either side. The long knee elevation troubles Leale. He orders the 
foot of the bed removed. Dr. Taft and Dr. King report it is a fixture. Leale 
requests it be broken. This it seems cannot be done with any satisfaction. 
Leale then has the body moved so it lies diagonally across the bed. Propped 
with extra pillows, the body is gently slanted with a rest for head and shoul- 
ders, finally in a position of repose. 

On white sheets lies the unconscious patient still in frock coat and long 
leather boots. Under the white sheets is a comhusk mattress resting on rope 
lacings. 

The room fills with anxious people. Leale calls an offlcer, directs him to 
open a window, and to order all except the doctors and friends to leave the 
room. 

After a short rest for the patient Leale decides to make a thorough physi- 
cal examination to see if there are other wounds. He requests all except sur- 
geons to leave the room. The captain reports that all have left but Mrs. Lin- 
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coin, with whom he does not feel authorized to speak. Leale makes his wish 
known to Mrs. Lincoln and she leaves immediately. 

They undress the patient, search the body from head to foot, finding no 
other wound. The lower extremities are cold. Leale sends a hospital steward 
for hot water and hot blankets. These are put in use. He sends for a large 
sinapism (mustard plaster). This is applied over the solar plexus and to every 
inch of the entire anterior surface of the body. 

The breath comes hard; pulse 44, feeble, the left pupil much contracted, 
the right widely dilated; both eyes totally insensible to light. The President 
is completely unconscious, an occasional sigh escaping with the labored 
breath. 

Leale stands aside thinking what best to do next. He tells army officers 
to send messengers to the White House for the President’s son Robert, also 
for Surgeon General Joseph K. Barnes, Surgeon D. Willard Bliss, in charge 
at Armory Square Hospital, the President’s family physician Dr, Robert K. 
Stone, and each member of the President’s Cabinet. On second thought he 
sends for Mrs. Lincoln’s pastor, the Reverend Dr. Phineas D. Gurley. 

“While we were watching and letting Nature do her part,” ran Leale’s 
account, “Dr. Taft came to me with brandy and water and asked permission 
to give some to the President. I objected, stating as my reason that it would 
produce strangulation. Dr. Taft left the room, and again came to me stating 
that it was the opinion of others that it might do good. I replied, ‘I will 
grant the request, if you will please at first try by pouring only a very small 
quantity into the President’s mouth.’ This Dr. Taft very carefully did; the 
liquid ran into the President’s larynx, producing laryngeal obstruction and 
unpleasant symptoms, which took me about half a minute to overcome, but 
no lasting harm was done.” 

In a near-by room Mrs. Lincoln has the company of Miss Harris, of sev- 
eral women who have arrived, and of the Reverend Dr. Gurley. Major Rath- 
bone has fainted from loss of blood and is taken home. At intervals Mrs. 
Lincoln is notified she may visit her husband. “Whenever she sat down at 
the bed-side,” wrote Surgeon Taft in his notebook of the evening, “clean 
napkins were laid over the crimson stains on the pillow where the brain 
tissue and life blood of the dying President was oozing away.” 

Once she cried to him, “Live! you must live!” and again, “Bring Tad— he 
will speak to Tad— he loves him so.” 

Dr. Robert K. Stone, the Lincoln family physician, arrives, followed soon 
by Surgeon General Joseph K. Barnes and his assistant Dr. Charles H. Crane, 
who take charge. Dr. Leale reports to his chief what he has done, officially 
detailing his diagnosis, stating that whenever a blood clot is allowed to form 
over the wound the breathing becomes greatly embarrassed. The Surgeon 
General approves the plan of treatment and it is continued— with the excep- 
tion that brandy is again given, is of no benefit, and is not tried again. 

At 1 1: 30 the surgeons note a twitching of the left side of the face which 
continues some fifteen or twenty minutes, with the mouth pulled slightly to 
the left side. At 1 a.m. spasmodic contractions of the forearms occur, the 
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muscles of the chest become fixed, causing the breath to be held during the 
spasm, which in turn is relieved by a sudden expulsive expiration. 

At 2 a.m. Dr. Barnes tries to locate the bullet with an ordinary silver 
probe, meeting an obstruction at about two inches deep. Then Dr. Barnes 
uses a long Nelaton probe. It passes the obstruction several inches farther, 
contacts a hard substance at first supposed to be the bullet. As the white 
porcelain bulb of the probe, on withdrawal, has no indications of lead, the 
surgeons generally agree the obstruction is another piece of loose bone. A 
second time the Nelaton probe enters, and the Surgeon General supposes 
the bullet to be distinctly felt. The probe is now withdrawn and further ex- 
ploration for the bullet is considered of no avail. 

Now there is waiting for the end to come. The end may be kept off a 
little by continuous removal of the blood clot at the wound opening. Aside 
from this the surgeons count the pulse and respiration— and wait helpless be- 
fore iron circumstance. 

The room is fifteen feet long by nine wide, entered from the hallway 
by a door having a large pane of glass, covered with a curtain on the inside. 
A Brussels carpet is on the floor. The wallpaper is brown figured with 
white. Around are a few chairs, a plain bureau, a small wood stove, a wash- 
stand with pitcher and bowl. Immediately above the bed is a picture of an 
Italian woman, a little boy clinging to her as she plays a guitar for some 
rough soldiers on the porch of a wayside inn. Beyond hangs an engraving 
of Rosa Bonheur’s “The Horse Fair.” 

Here there is waiting for the end to come. 

Outdoors a vagrant white moon, over which dark clouds had earlier 
rolled and unrolled their smokelike shadows, is now long hidden and lost 
behind a cold gray sky, an even monotone of a sky. 

In the White House Robert Lincoln and John Hay sit gossiping pleas- 
antly, Nicolay off and away at the Charleston Fort Sumter flag-raising. The 
doors burst open and several voices at once tell them the news. They run 
downstairs, take a carriage, cannot quite believe the news. Slowly their car- 
riage plows a path through the gathering thousands of people around Tenth 
Street. They go into the Peterson house. Dr. Stone gravely and tenderly 
tells Robert the worst: there is no hope. He chokes. The tears run down his 
face. After a time he recovers and does his best during hours of the night 
at comforting his mother. 

As Robert Lincoln and John Hay were driving away from the White 
House a friend had rushed up to them with a second piece of startling news, 
as hard to believe as the first. He told them that Mr. Seward and most of 
the Cabinet had been murdered. The evening was getting fantastic, the 
world unreal. Yet what they soon learn to be fact and reality is uncanny 
and amazing enough. 

At about the same hour and minute of the clock that the President was 
shot in Ford’s Theatre a giant of a young man rode on a big one-eyed bay 
horse to the door of the Seward house on Lafayette Square, got off his 
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horse, rang the doorbell, said he was a messenger from the attending physi- 
cian and had a package of medicine that must be personally delivered to the 
sickroom of the Secretary of State. The servant at the door tried to stop 
the young man, who entered and went up the stairs. Fred Seward heard 
them disputing, came into the hall to stop the noise; his restless father needed 
restorative sleep. At the head of the stairs he tells the young giant he will 
see that the medicine is delivered. At this the square-built, broad-shouldered 
young man seems about ready to yield and go— then he suddenly turns in a 
furious rush on Fred Seward, beats young Seward on the head with the 
pistol, tearing the scalp, fracturing the skull, and battering the pistol to 
pieces. 

Though handicapped and seemingly crushed, young Seward grapples 
with the intruder, and in their scuffling the two of them come to the Secre- 
tary’s room and fall together through the door. There Fred Seward fades 
out and for days knows nothing, in a stupor of unconsciousness. The Secre- 
tary’s daughter and a soldier-nurse, Sergeant George T. Robinson, spring 
from their chairs. The murder-bent young giant knocks them right and left, 
gives Robinson a knife thrust, then rushes to the bed where the Secretary 
of State has lain nearly two weeks with a steel frame about the head and 
face, recovering from a fractured jaw. He stabs over and again at the throat 
of the sick man, delivers three ugly gashes in the cheek and neck. The steel 
frame foils a death gash. And the quick wit or odd luck of the victim still 
further foils him; the Secretary of State rolls off between the bed and the 
wall. 

Sergeant Robinson by this time has made a comeback from his knife 
wound, gets a back hold on the intending killer, pulling him away from the 
bed. He whirls with cat speed, stabs Robinson twice over the shoulder, Rob- 
inson nervily keeping his hold. Now the second son of the Secretary, Au- 
gustus Seward, enters in his shirt and drawers, roused from bed by his sister’s 
screams. He sees two men in a death grapple, at first thinks his father has 
gone delirious and is wrestling with Sergeant Robinson. On looking more 
sharply and seeing the difference in size between the two struggling forms, 
he now thinks the Sergeant has gone crazy and is trying to murder his 
father. His third guess is the correct one. He leaps on the giant intruder, 
slowly forcing him out of the sickroom door, while so doing getting one 
stab after another about the head and face. 

Now the stranger in the house breaks away, hurls himself down the 
stairs, slashes an attendant on the way, is out of the front door unhurt, leaps 
into saddle and rides out Vermont Avenue toward an eastern suburb. Be- 
hind him he has left a quiet home transformed into a battlefield hospital, five 
persons bleeding from ghastly wounds, failing of death for any of them. 
Behind him too he has left a bloodstained knife, the pistol he battered to 
pieces over the head of Fred Seward— and his slouch felt hat. These are 
clews. They may bring him to the gallows. He worries about a hat. Soon 
thousands of furious soldiers and citizens will be hunting a hatless man and 
if they find one asking him first of all, “Where is your hat?” 
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This horror affair at Lafayette Square bordering on the White House 
grounds, on the heels of the story of the President being shot, is the basis 
for the wildfire rumor that nearly all the Cabinet members have been 
assassinated. 

Senator Sumner is seated in comfort chatting pleasantly in the home of 
Senator Conness when a young man rushes m with cries* “Mr. Lincoln is 
assassinated in the theater. Mr. Seward is murdered in his bed. There’s 
murder in the streets!” 

“Young man,” soberly urges Sumner, “be moderate in your statements— 
what has happened ? Tell us f ” The youth sticks to his story— lacking details. 

Sumner puts on his cape overcoat, walks to the White House, finds a 
sentinel slowly pacing his beat. “Has Mr. Lincoln returned^” he asks. The 
sentinel: “No, and we have heard nothing from him.” From the guard at the 
door Sumner hears the same. He finds a hack, is driven to Tenth Street 
above E, makes inquiries, is stopped by guards at the door of the Peterson 
house, says, “I will go in”— and his face and manner pass him. To the room 
where death waits and the Pale Horse is nearly ready he goes— and loyally 
and quietly watches and waits, occasionally with moist eyes, himself know- 
ing what it is to be struck heavily from behind unaware in pain and 
darkness. 

Two friends of Chase have dropped in to tell the Chief Justice the 
President has been shot at the theatre. He hopes they are mistaken and so 
writes in his diary. Two more callers one by one confirm the early rumors, 
adding that Secretary Seward has been assassinated. “My first impulse,” 
Chase writes in his diary for April 14, “was to rise immediately and go to 
the President, whom I could not yet believe to have been fatally wounded; 
but reflecting that I could not possibly be of any service, and should prob- 
ably be in the way of those who could, I resolved to wait for morning and 
further intelligence.” Outside are guards sent to keep him from harm. From 
a front window he sees them pacing to and fro. 

Secretary Welles is just falling asleep about 10:30 when his wife calls 
him. His messenger James Smith has arrived, excited, saying the President 
has been shot and Secretary Seward assassinated. Welles cannot believe that 
two assassins could have timed their separate murders so closely. He gets up 
and puts on his clothes, however, and refusing to obey the pleadings of Mrs. 
Welles that he must not go out, he starts with James Smith for the Seward 
house. Crossing Fifteenth Street, he sees under the lamp on the corner by St. 
John’s Church four or five men in a huddle, “in earnest consultation.” He 
has walked about half across the street when the comer lamp goes out just 
after the huddle of men scatter. In this sudden darkness Welles is “discon- 
certed.” Anything can happen this night. The idea flashes on him that the 
moon will soon be out. “I proceeded on, not havmg lost five steps.” 

Through lines of soldiers and clusters of citizens gathered before the 
Seward house Welles makes his way. Inside the house he finds the lower hall 
and office crowded. Nearly all the foreign legations are there. They ask 
him what there is to the horrible rumors afloat. Welles says he himself is 
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seeking the certain answer. The servants are relieved to see the Secretary 
of the Navy. They lead him upstairs, and standing at the foot of the sick- 
room bed, he sees the white sheets and blankets red and blood-soaked, Secre- 
tary Seward on his back, a cloth over the head down to the eyes, the mouth 
open, the lower jaw dropping down. Welles and the doctor whisper a few 
questions and answers. “Secretary Stanton, who came after but almost simul- 
taneously with me,” wrote Welles, “made inquiries in a louder tone till ad- 
monished by a word from one of the physicians.” They go into another 
front room and see where the Acting Secretary of State Fred Seward lies 
unconscious and still. Welles’s next paragraph m his diary carries some of 
the chaos and tension of the night: 

“As we descended the stairs, I asked Stanton what he had heard in regard 
to the President that was reliable. He said the President was shot at Ford’s 
Theatre, that he had seen a man who was present and witnessed the occur- 
rence. I said I would go immediately to the White House. Stanton told me 
the President was not there but was at the theatre. ‘Then,’ said I, ‘let us go 
immediately there.’ He said that was his intention, and asked me, if I had not 
a carriage, to go with him. In the lower hall we met General Meigs, whom 
he requested to take charge of the house, and to clear out all who did not 
belong there. General Meigs begged Stanton not to go down to 10th Street; 
others also remonstrated against our going. Stanton, I thought, hesitated. 
Hurrying forward, I remarked that I should go immediately, and I thought 
it his duty also. He said he should certainly go, but the remonstrants in- 
creased and gathered round him. I said we were wasting time, and, pressing 
through the crowd, entered the carriage and urged Stanton, who was de- 
tained by others after he had placed his foot on the step. I was impatient* 
Stanton, as soon as he had seated himself, turned around, rose partly, and said 
the carriage was not his. I said that was no objection. He invited Meigs to go 
with us, and Judge Cartter of the Supreme Court mounted with the driver. 
At this moment Major Eckert rode up on horseback beside the carriage and 
protested vehemently against Stanton’s going to 10th Street; said he had 
just come from there, that there were thousands of people of all sorts there, 
and he considered it very unsafe for the Secretary of War to expose him- 
self. I replied that I knew not where he would be more safe, and that the 
duty of both of us was to attend the President immediately. Stanton con- 
curred. Meigs called to some soldiers to go with us, and there was one on 
each side of the carriage. The streets were full of people. Not only the 
sidewalk but the carriage-way was to some extent occupied, all or nearly all 
hurrying towards 10th Street. When we entered that street we found it 
pretty closely packed.” 

At the bedside of “the giant sufferer” Welles’s outstanding impressions 
were: “He had been stripped of his clothes. His large arms, which were 
occasionally exposed, were of a size which one would scarce have expected 
from his spare appearance. His slow, full respiration lifted the clothes with 
each breath that he took. His features were calm and striking. I had never 
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seen them appear to better advantage than for the first hour, perhaps, that 
I was there. After that, his right eye began to swell and that part of his face 
became discolored.” 

One by one the other Cabinet members arrived till all were in the Peter- 
son house except Seward. 

Vice-President Andrew Johnson came for a brief visit. He had been 
picked for assassination this night, it was learned later, the conspirator 
chosen for the job having faltered at the last moment. Major James O’Beirne, 
commander of the provost guard, calling on Johnson at the Kirkwood Hotel, 
had insisted on sending a detachment of troops. Johnson, considering himself 
a plebeian, wanted no armed escort. He buttoned his coat, pulled his hat 
well over his face, told former Governor Leonard J. Farwell of Wisconsin 
to lead the way and O’Beirne to accompany him. They walked along 
packed and fear-ridden sidewalks to Tenth Street, threading their way to 
the one house and its death room. 

The panic, the fear, the sense of storm, over Washington that night made 
an air familiar to Johnson. It was like being home in Nashville, Tennessee. 
Of his speech and controlling thought on this night that meant heavy 
destiny for him there seemed to be no record. That as always he feared no 
man nor any physical doom, that he could walk with death and defy it, 
was as evident in Washington this night as so many times in Nashville amid 
what he termed her “furnaces of treason.” 

At one o’clock in the morning, wrote the New York Herald man, “Sena- 
tor Sumner was seated on the right of the President’s couch, near the head, 
holding the right hand of the President in his own. He was sobbing like a 
woman, with his head bowed down almost on the pillow of the bed on which 
the President was lying.” 

Nerves were wearing away, faces haggard. Secretary Usher seemed to be 
the only one mentioned as having slept in that house that night. Dr. Leale 
continued the one expedient of keeping the wound opening free from blood 
clot. The surgeons directed or performed every necessary act that came to 
mind. They were supposed to be coldly practical, with no emotion to in- 
terfere with clear thinking, yet there were moments Surgeon Taft noted 
when “there was scarcely a dry eye in the room.” To Taft it was “the sad- 
dest and most pathetic death-bed scene I ever witnessed.” To Dr. Leale it 
was vastly more than one more surgical case. From a distance he had loved 
the President. He had heard the President’s speech from the White House 
window on the night of April 1 1. He had gone to Ford’s Theatre chiefly to 
have a look at a public man he admired as a heroic character. So he was 
softly moved to a procedure he later described: “Knowledge that frequently 
just before departure recognition and reason return to those who have been 
unconscious caused me for several hours to hold his right hand firmly within 
my grasp to let him in his blindness know, if possible, that he was in touch 
with humanity and had a friend.” 
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The one man dominant in the house was Edwin McMasters Stanton. He 
seemed to have lived for this night, for the exercise of the faculties on 
which he prided himself, for the required energy he could summon for such 
an emergency, for the particular resources of grasp and command which he 
believed he possessed above others, they yielding to him as though perhaps 
no one else could better serve as Acting President with dictatorial powers. 

Over Washington ran wild rumors that a new uprising of the Confed- 
eracy was breaking, a city guerrilla warfare— that secretly armed secession- 
ists were to swarm from their hiding-places, take strategic points, and make 
a last desperate stand for the Confederate cause. 

Key men of the Union League went the rounds giving on door panels 
the alarm to service— “two short, sharp raps thrice repeated’— sending mem- 
bers on the run to headquarters ready for duty. The day men of the police 
force had been called to help the night squads. 

The long roll of drums at the White House barracks with the swift 
gallop and cobblestone clatter of the President’s bodyguard riding to Tenth 
Street was but one of several dramatic acts that gave color to any wild 
rumors. 

“Stanton,” wrote one of his friends, “instantly assumed charge of every- 
thing near and remote, civil and military, and began issuing orders in that 
autocratic manner so supremely necessary to the occasion and so perfectly 
true to his methods, giving, during that strained and terrible night, an 
exhibition of the great qualities which had been potential in saving the 
nation.” He ordered troops to keep clear the spaces around the house, to let 
no one enter the house except high government officers and persons on 
special business. He sent for the District of Columbia Chief Justice David K. 
Cartter, who arrived soon and in an adjoining room began taking testimony, 
with a shorthand reporter present, of persons who might have evidence bear- 
ing on the high crime. To Charles A. Dana, Assistant Secretary of War, 
who could write shorthand, Stanton dictated telegrams to all parts of the 
country. 

“The extent of the conspiracy was, of course, unknown,” later wrote 
Dana. From so horrible a beginning what might come next> The timing of 
two assassins and their escapes led to many guesses on how far the bloody 
work was to go. Continued Dana: “The safety of Washington must be 
looked after. Commanders all over the country had to be ordered to take 
extra precautions. The people must be notified of the tragedy. The assassins 
must be captured. The coolness and clearheadedness of Mr. Stanton under 
those circumstances were most remarkable.” 

Stanton sent for several army officers to act as aides; directed General 
Thomas M. Vincent (assistant adjutant general) to take charge of affairs in 
the Peterson house; telegraphed to General Grant at Philadelphia that Lin- 
coln had been shot and to return at once to Washington; issued orders, oral 
and written, to the police and military authorities of the District to be pre- 
pared for emergencies; telegraphed to Chief Kennedy of New York to send 
on his best detectives immediately; ordered Colonel La Fayette G Baker 
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to return from New York to search for the assassins; soothed and cheered 
Mrs. Lincoln, advised Grant (at 11 30) at Philadelphia to watch every per- 
son approaching him and have a detached locomotive precede his tram on 
its way to Washington; ordered President Garrett to use the utmost speed 
of the Baltimore & Ohio Railway to bring Grant to the capital, wrote and 
dispatched a note to Chief Justice Chase, saying the President could not live 
and to be ready to administer the oath of office to Vice-President Johnson; 
notified the Vice-President that the President was dying; and sent to the 
country and the people bulletin after bulletin concerning the tragedy and 
the President’s condition. 

At about 1.30 in the morning, being convinced that the President had 
but a few hours longer to live, Stanton wrote to Vice-President Johnson a 
formal notification of the death of the President. This would be at hand to 
be dispatched to the Vice-President immediately after the last breath of the 
President. He took this to an adjoining room, handed the paper to General 
Vincent with orders to make a fair copy of it. Mrs. Lincoln had come into 
the room. She sprang forward with a hysterical scream. “Is he dead ? Oh, is 
he dead^ 3 ” General Vincent saw her as “almost insane with sudden agony, 
moaning and sobbing. . . . Mr. Stanton attempted to soothe her, but he was 
full of business, and knew, moreover, that in a few hours at most she must 
be a widow.” 

Thus, wrote a friend of Stanton, “he continued throughout the night, 
acting as president, secretary of war, secretary of state, commander-in- 
chief, comforter, and dictator. No one thought of questioning his authority 
nor hesitated to carry out his orders.” For these hours, said Congressman 
Henry L. Dawes, “the Government had no other head than Stanton.” Dr. 
Leale believed Stanton’s ability and presence of mind “undoubtedly con- 
trolled millions of excited people” this night. Of one moment when Stan- 
ton’s nerve came near a breaking-point Dr. Leale said: 

“During the night Mrs. Lincoln came frequently from the adjoining 
room accompanied by a lady friend. At one time Mrs. Lincoln exclaimed, 
sobbing bitterly, ‘Oh! that my little Taddy might see his father before he 
died!’ This was decided not advisable. As Mrs. Lincoln sat on a chair by the 
side of the bed with her face to her husband’s his breathing became very 
stertorous and the loud, unnatural noise frightened her in her exhausted, 
agonized condition. She sprang up suddenly with a piercing cry and fell 
fainting to the floor. Secretary Stanton hearing her cry came in from the 
adjoining room and with raised arms called out loudly, ‘Take that woman 
out and do not let her in again.’ Mrs. Lincoln was helped up kindly and 
assisted in a fainting condition from the room. Secretary Stanton’s order 
was obeyed.” 

The night outside stayed dark, cloudy, and damp. The death room was 
small, overcrowded, its air stale. “The surgeons and members of the Cabinet 
were as many as should have been in the room,” wrote Welles, “but there 
were many more, and the hall and other rooms in the front or main house 
were full.” 
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As daylight began to slant through the windows, with its white clarity 
making the yellow gas jets and lamplights look garish and outdone, it be- 
came evident the President was sinking. Noted Leale: “At several times his 
pulse could not be counted. Two or three feeble pulsations being noticed, 
followed by an intermission when not the slightest movements of the artery 
could be felt. The inspirations became very prolonged and labored, accom- 
panied by a guttural sound. The respirations ceased for some time and several 
anxiously looked at their watches until the profound silence was disturbed 
by a prolonged inspiration, which was followed by a sonorous expiration.” 
Surgeon General Barnes, seated near the head of the bed, occasionally held 
his finger over the carotid artery to note its pulsation. Dr. Stone sat on the 
edge of the foot of the bed. Dr. Leale held the President’s right hand, with 
an extended forefinger on the pulse. 

At j a.m. the oozing from the wound ceased entirely and the breathing 
became stertorous and labored. On the haggard faces of the silent ones 
circled about it was written more than once they thought the end had come. 

From eleven at night until six m the morning Welles had “remained in 
the room * . . without sitting or leaving it.” At six o’clock he went out of 
the house, tasted a deep breath of fresh air, looked up at a gloomy sky, and 
took a fifteen-minute walk. Every few rods were huddles and bunches of 
people, all anxious, all wanting to know what of the night, some of them 
having stood waiting all night and into the morning. 

One or more would step out from each of these groups and ask Welles, 
bearded and fatherly-looking, about the President. “Is there no hope>” 

He was impressed, reading “intense grief” on every face at his answer 
that the President could survive but a short time. “The colored people espe- 
cially— and there were at this time more of them, perhaps, than of whites— 
were overwhelmed with grief.” 

A cold rain began falling. Out of a monotonous sky inexorably gray a 
cold rain began falling. The sky deemed such a cold rain altogether fitting 
and proper. 

In the Peterson house Welles seated himself in the back parlor, where 
Cartter and Speed had been taking testimony. “Stanton, and Speed, and 
Usher were there, the latter asleep on the bed.” 

Now it was said the end was near. The breathing would cease entirely 
for a minute and then resume after a convulsive effort. 

A little before seven Welles went into the room where a warm Friend of 
Man was going cold, moving into the final chill that all men at the last 
must know. 

“His wife soon after made her last visit to him. The death-struggle had 
begun. Robert, his son, stood with several others at the head of the bed. 
He bore himself well, but on two occasions gave way to overpowering 
grief and sobbed aloud, turning his head and leaning on the shoulder of 
Senator Sumner.” 

The last breath was drawn at 2 1 minutes and 55 seconds past 7 a.m. and 
the last heart beat flickered at 22 minutes and 10 seconds past the hour on 
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Saturday, April 15, 1865. Dr. Barnes’s finger was over the carotid artery, 
Dr. Leale’s finger was on the right wrist pulse, and Dr. Taft’s hand was over 
the cardium when the great heart made its final contraction. 

The Pale Horse had come. 

To a deep river, to a far country, to a by-and-by whence no man re- 
turns, had gone the child of Nancy Hanks and Tom Lincoln, the wilderness 
boy who found far lights and tall rainbows to live by, whose name even 
before he died had become a legend inwoven with men’s struggle for free- 
dom the world over. 

The voice of Phineas D. Gurley: “Let us pray.” Kneeling at the bedside, 
his sonorous tones shook with submission to the Everlasting, to the Heavenly 
Father, with pleading that the dead man’s country and family be comforted. 

The widow was told. She came in and threw herself with uncontrollable 
moaning on the dead body. . . . When later she went away the cry broke 
from her, “O my God, and I have given my husband to die!” 

Over the drawn face muscles Dr. Leale moved a smoothing hand, took 
two coins from his pocket, placed them over the eyelids, and drew a white 
sheet over the face. 

Over the worn features had come, wrote John Hay, “a look of unspeak- 
able peace.” 

Stanton, it was said afterward and by his wish became legend beyond 
recall, pronounced the words: “Now he belongs to the ages.” 

During the twenty minutes preceding death, noted Colonel A. F. Rock- 
well, who was present, Stanton stood motionless leaning his chin on his left 
hand, his right hand holding his hat and supporting his left elbow, the tears 
falling continually. “There was one impressive incident,” continued Rock- 
well, “which involves an interesting query: When the death of the President 
was announced (by the surgeons), Mr. Stanton slowly and with apparent 
deliberation straightened out his right arm, placed his hat for an instant on 
his head and then as deliberately returned it to its original position.” Both 
as an executive and as a pantomimist Stanton was baffling. 

The Cabinet, with Seward and McCulloch absent, met in the back parlor, 
arranged to notify the Vice-President and the Chief Justice of the Supreme 
Court, and to meet again at noon in the room of the Secretary of the Treas- 
ury and take action with the newly sworn-in President toward “preserving 
and promoting the public tranquillity.” 

The young surgeon, the good Dr. Leale, who all through the night had 
stood to his armpits in a vortex and a pit of desolation, had done all that 
could be done and was leaving the fated house where Mr. Peterson with a 
lighted candle had beckoned him in nine hours ago— it seemed nine years— 
nine hundred years. 

“I left the house in deep meditation,” ran his story. “In my lonely walk 
I was aroused from my reveries by the cold drizzling rain dropping on my 
bare head, my hat I had left in my seat in the theatre. My clothing was 
stained with blood, I had not once been seated since I first sprang to the 
President’s aid; I was cold, weary and sad.” 
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His eyes happened to fall on his wrists and the detachable cuffs. They 
had been laundered stiff and immaculately white. Now they were limp, wet, 
blood-soaked. He decided he would keep the cuffs as long as he lived. To 
him they were “stained with the martyr’s blood.” 

Now there was a tincture of deep violet given to the Gettysburg phrases: 
“We cannot consecrate— we cannot hallow— this ground.” 

Now there was a snow-white fabric crossed with sunset vermilion 
around the words written to the Boston widow woman: 

“The solemn pride that must be yours to have laid so costly a sacrifice 
upon the altar of freedom.” 


CHAPTER 74 

SHOCK — THE ASSASSIN-A STRICKEN 

PEOPLE 

ON Easter Sunday, April 16, it did not go unnoticed that “sweet fields 
stood dressed in living green”; trees and leaves had their natural sap of 
breath and speech; white flowers lifted their apparitions, “each cup a pulpit 
and each bell a book.” Yellow-spotted over lawn and pasture ran the demo- 
cratic and somewhat riotous dandelion. The ivory-pale garden lily nodded 
as kin or acquaintance to the hardier bush lilac, purple and burgeoning. 
Serene as an unfailing tradition too was the redbud, the blood-color blossom 
of the Judas tree. 

On this Easter Sunday, April 16, William H. Seward, Secretary of State, 
lay in bed with his many wounds. So far shattered was he that his physician 
feared the shock of the latest news events on him. In the hushed room where 
all made quiet for him no one had told him. They tiptoed and spoke in 
whispers, and told him nothing. The treetops of Lafayette Square were 
leafing out with bright green. He asked to have a better look at the treetops. 
They wheeled his bed around for a wider view. 

His eyes roved the sky and the fresh foliage. Then suddenly he asked 
himself what he was seeing. Over on the flagstaff of the War Department 
building— what did his eyes see for sure? Yes, there was the Stars and 
Stripes, the old Union banner— dtf half-mast! A little longer he gazed on 
this flag at half-mast. Then he turned to the male nurse, the army sergeant, 
in the room: 

“The President is dead!” 

The nurse stammered and tried to say No. Seward insisted— and went 
on: “If he had been alive, he would have been the first to call on me. But 
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he has not been here. Nor has he sent to know how I am. And there is the 
flag at half-mast.” 

Then he said no more— and great tears rolled down the steel-framed face, 
down the gashed cheeks into the lint bandages of the dagger wounds that 
came to him in the same hour that his friend received a lead ball in the 
brain. 


HARPER’S WEEKLY. [April 15, 1865. 



PROM OUR SPECIAL WAR CORRESPONDENT. 

“City Point, Ya., April — , 8.30 A.M. 
“All .seems well with us.’' — A. Lincoln. 


Harper's Weekly gives its readers its kindly final cartoon drawn while its subject was 

alive 

On the Saturday morning between Good Friday and Easter Sunday Noah 
Brooks in his room on New York Avenue near the State Department build- 
ing lay abed with a cold. He had stayed indoors, played cards, and gone to 
bed early the night before. Now in the early dawn he could hear the 
landlord Mr. Gardner outside the door crying, “Wake, wake, Mr. Brooks! 
I have dreadful news.” 

Out of bed sprang Brooks, turned the key in the door, heard the trem- 



300 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

bling and woebegone landlord tell of the President, the Secretary of State, 
and other men of the Government murdered. Brooks crept back into bed, 
lay cold a while shivering with horror. From a bed in another corner of the 
room he heard the loud weeping of his fellow roomer. They dressed and 
went out into the cold rain, finding the streets alive and darkened by 
people going they knew not where for sure, “men, women and children 
. . . everybody was in tears,” pale tender blossoms of faces streaming with 
tears, and again furnace faces, hard-bitten faces of deep smoldering anger. 
Men and women strangers to each other spoke freely asking what had been 
done, what could be done. 

The tolling of the bells began in Washington. Likewise in New York, 
Boston, Chicago, Springfield, Peoria, metropolitan centers and crossroads 
villages, the day had tolling bells hour on hour, flags at half-mast, the gay 
bunting, red-white-and-blue festoons brought down and crape or any fold 
of black put out and hung up for sign of sorrow. 

“Wandering aimlessly up F Street toward Ford’s Theater,” wrote Noah 
Brooks, “we met a tragical procession. A group of army officers walked 
bareheaded, and behind them, carried tenderly by a company of soldiers, 
was the bier of the dead President, covered with the flag of the Union, and 
accompanied by an escort of soldiers.” 

In silence the onlookers stood on the sidewalks, heads uncovered, watch- 
ing the little procession move to the sound only of measured soldier tread— 
and the tolling bells— taking the body back to the White House home it had 
left twelve hours before. 

Out on the Illinois prairie of Coles County they went to a farmhouse 
and told the news to an old woman. Quiet and composed she was, the usage 
of the earth in her. She answered them: 

“I knowed when he went away he’d never come back alive.” 

This was the stepmother, Sally Bush Lincoln, prepared for her sorrow 
which came that day. 

Edwin Booth, die world’s foremost Shakespearian actor, lay abed in 
Boston on the morning of April 15 when a servant came in and told him 
that his brother, John Wilkes Booth, had shot and killed President Lincoln. 
And as Edwin Booth related it to Joseph Jefferson, his mind “accepted the 
fact at once,” for he thought to himself that his brother “was capable of 
just such a wild and foolish action.” Edwin Booth added: “It was just as if 
I was struck on the forehead by a hammer.” To General Grant’s secretary, 
his old friend Adam Badeau, whom he addressed as “Ad,” Edwin Booth on 
Sunday, April 16, wrote, “Abraham Lincoln was my President for, in pure 
admiration of his noble career and his Christian principles, I did what I 
never did before— I voted and for him!” On the previous Friday night, 
when his brother in Washington enacted a terrorist role, Edwin Booth in 
the part of one Sir Edward Mortimer was exclaiming, “Where is my honor 
now?” and again, “Mountains of shame are piled upon me!” 

Edwin Forrest, a tragedian holding jealousy of Edwin Booth, awoke on 
the morning of April 15 to his costar John McCullough bursting into the 
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room with the news that their fellow actor J. Wilkes Booth had shot 
President Lincoln. 

“But I don’t believe it,” added McCullough. 

“I do,” ventured Forrest, no longer drowsing on his pillow. “All the 
goddam Booths are crazy.” 

The man-hunters and the fugitive John Wilkes Booth were second in 
national interest only to the death of Lincoln and the pity and strangeness 
of it. And side by side, day by day, ran the chronicle of the other fugitive 
Jefferson Davis and the man-hunters seeking to run him down. 

Davis was known. But who was this Booths What was he like> And 
where had he come from^ In what kind of a green-poison pool of brain and 
personality had the amazing and hideous crime arisen^ 3 Out of a mediocre 
fame and a second-rate reputation as a mimic he had now wrapped the 
letters of his name with a weird infamy synonymous with Enemy of Man- 
kind. His name on a thousand occasions was to go unspoken with loathing 
for the unspeakable and untouchable: a pitiless, dripping, carnivorous, slath- 
ered, subhuman and antihuman beast mingling snake and tiger; the unmen- 
tionable; the American Judas. And was he this 13 Yes— in his hours of brain- 
storm. His own Southern heroes almost universally repudiated him as a mad- 
man or a snake, one who fought foul. And he was that— a lunatic— a dia- 
bolically cunning athlete, swordsman, dead shot, horseman, and actor with 
an unstrung imagination, a mind deranged, a brain that was a haunted house 
of monsters of vanity, of vampires and bats of hallucination. 

Now his face and name were published with a War Department promise 
of $50,000 for his capture dead or alive. A man twenty-six years of age, lithe 
and sinewy of body— having however a broken leg— intense of speech and 
behavior, inclined to be dashing and theatrical— such a person was sought by 
the Federal Secret Service, by State authorities and city police, by profes- 
sional and amateur detectives, by cavalry and infantry in an organized 
pursuit, by a million and more men who doubted whether they could keep 
from killing him if they laid eyes and hands on him. “Height 5 feet 8 
inches,” ran one War Department description of him telegraphed nation- 
wide, “weight 160 pounds; compact built, hair jet black, inclined to curl, 
medium length, parted behind; eyes black, and heavy dark eye-brows; 
wears a large seal ring on little finger, when talking inclines his head for- 
ward; looks down.” 

On a big wooded farm twenty-five miles from Baltimore J. Wilkes Booth 
(he omitted the John and used the J. in his signatures and announcements) 
was one of ten children bom on that place to Mr. and Mrs. Junius Brutus 
Booth. To that farm had come from England the grandfather of J. Wilkes 
Booth, named Richard Booth, son of a silversmith in Bloomsbury, London. 
And this Richard Booth in his younger days had run away from home to 
seek from the agent of the American revolutionary colonies in Paris a com- 
mission in their army. Taken prisoner and returned to England, Richard 
Booth’s law practice had suffered because he was antiroyalist and a radical 
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republican. Richard Booth named his eldest son Junius Brutus, holding the 
assassin of imperial Julius Caesar to be a liberator of mankind. In their family 
household a favorite topic was the right of every people to self-government. 

The son Junius Brutus, after moderate recognition as an actor in Eng- 
land, married, and in 1821 sailed with his bride for America. His playing 
tours took him to all parts of his newly adopted country. From the turmoil 
and excitement of these tours he always returned to the peace of his farm 
and the understanding affection of his family. From him the sons and 
daughters heard of his monotheism and his favored books, Shakespeare, the 
Bible, the Koran, the Talmud, of his never eating meat, holding all animal 
life sacred; of his tears over wild pigeons slaughtered for sale in an Ohio 
town where he had paid for a bushel of dead birds and bought a graveyard 
lot and hired the Unitarian clergyman J. Freeman Clarke to conduct the 
burial ceremonies; of his stem ruling that on his farm neither domestic nor 
wild animals were to be killed, “from the partridge to the black snake and 
wild boar.” In one of his letters he advised his sons: “A robber of life can 
never give back what he has wantonly and sacrilegiously taken from beings 
perhaps innocent and equally capable of enjoying pleasure or suffering tor- 
ture with himself. The ideas of Pythagoras I have adopted, and as respects 
our accountability to animals hereafter, nothing that man can preach can 
make me turn to the contrary. ‘Every death its own avenger breeds.’ ” Hogs 
and sheep were raised on the farm, but the eating of meat forbidden. A pony 
named Peacock lay dying; it had sailed from England with Booth and his 
bride on their honeymoon voyage. He ordered feather beds from the house 
to be put under the pony. For its burial he had it wrapped in a white sheet, 
and having invited his neighbors to attend the last rites over “a beloved 
friend,” he himself pronounced the funeral sermon. 

Once during an Ohio River flood Junius Bratus Booth saw on a boat 
adrift mid-river a horse tied by a halter. To anyone who would get to the 
boat and cut the halter so that the horse could swim ashore Booth offered 
$20. Someone earned his reward and saved the horse’s hfe. Many odd ana 
whimsical incidents were reported of Booth’s love of animals , He was a 
tragedian offstage, with somber broodings over the fate of mankind and its 
cruelty to itself. To the Unitarian clergyman who spoke burial service for 
his dead birds he wrote a note of thanks for “your prompt and benevolent 
attention to my request,” continuing- “Although I am convinced your ideas 
and mine thoroughly coincide as to the real cause of man’s degradation, yet I 
fear human means to redeem him are now fruitless. The Fire must bum and 
Prometheus endure his agony. The Pestilence of Asia must come again, ere 
the savage will be taught humanity. May you escape. God bless you, sir.” 
He named one daughter Asia “in remembrance of that country where God 
first walked with man.” Offstage he spoke and wrote in tones as though he 
might be on the stage-and vice versa. On the stage he enacted the quivering 
reality of agonized man-and carried the manner with him into everyday 
life. 

Junius Brutus Booth seemed to be a man filled with tender and sublime 
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compassion for human and all other forms of life— a compassion that often 
shook his controls and ran over into the pathetic, the ridiculous, and even 
the comic. When he died in 1852 his feet had wandered before all shrines 
and altars and paid homage. He was brought up an Episcopalian, the Masons 
buried him m a Baptist vault, he made it a custom to keep some of the sacred 
days of the Koran, Catholic priests claimed him for one of their own because 
of his familiarity with their faith, and m synagogues he had been taken for 
a Jew when he joined fluently in their worship in their own tongue. Also 
when he died the scholarly lawyer and playgoer Rufus Choate remarked, 
‘Then there are no more actors.’’ Soon after his arrival in America in 1821 
both critics and the playgoing public gave him approval. Until his death he 
stood foremost of tragedians on the American stage, twice returning to Eng- 
land, where he met acclaim. He was widely accepted as a figure in American 
cultural life, the supreme interpreter of Shakespeare, a man of intense and 
commanding solemnity. ‘"Singularly flexible and melodious, susceptible of the 
most exquisite pathos,” ran one description of his voice by a critic who 
added that he was, “unquestionably, one of the greatest actors that ever 
lived.” 

The shining prestige of Junius Brutus Booth had blotch and shadow. He 
drank hard and often. And in moments, moods and periods, he was definitely 
insane. To enumerate the cases and instances of his being drunk would be to 
name scores of cities where he put on a debauch and everybody had regrets 
over a great actor making a fool of himself. On occasion managers and at- 
tendants tried to keep him away from liquor to make sure he would keep 
his date with his audience. Once when they locked him in a dressing-room he 
bribed a boy to bring a bottle to the door and through a straw inserted in 
the keyhole he drank his fill. 

Sometimes he failed to meet his audience because of drink. Or again it 
was because of what his daughter Asia termed “those slight aberrations of 
mind which mark that exquisite turning point between genius and madness.” 
These, wrote Asia, “seemed to increase in strength and frequency with ma- 
turer years.” Suddenly it would happen that the manager and fellow actors 
could not locate the star; he would be found wandering in far-off streets or 
knee-deep in woodland snowdrifts. In several instances he so used his sword 
that he terrorized an opponent on the stage; such opponents were sure he 
tried to kill them. Occasionally friends intervened; sometimes a manager, 
knowing Booth to be in this mood, had him barred from the stage. Under the 
headline “Mr. Booth” the New York Commercial Advocate in 1824 
chronicled: 

We regret to learn that this distinguished actor was seized with a violent fit of 
insanity on Saturday. On Friday night he played Othello, and, in some passages, it is 
said to have been inimitably fihe, while in others, it was thought by some he was 
turning the character of the Moor into burlesque. In the dying scene, we are informed, 
he even excelled himself. But, before the drop of the curtain, he turned over facing 
the audience, raised his head upon his hand, and said, “There, what do you think of 
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that!” These circumstances were looked upon as very strange at the moment; but 
no further notice was taken of it at the time. 

About eleven o’clock on Saturday, he was in the entrance of the theatre, con- 
versing with Mr. Woodhull, when, suddenly, but with an air of calmness, he said to 
Woodhull, “I must cut somebody’s throat today, and whom shall I take* Shall it be 
Wallack, or yourself, or who*” Woodhull asked him what he meant. “Why, I mean 
what I say,” replied Booth. Woodhull then observed that he was grasping a dagger 
under his coat; and, at the very moment Wallack passed along. Booth made a pass 
at him, but, as Woodhull called him at the same instant, by turning round, the blow 
missed its object. Wallack then rushed mto the street, and Booth after him; and 
Woodhull after him. Booth gained upon Wallack, and, just as he was making a 
plunge at his back, Wallack providentially stumbled and fell, and Booth passed over 
him. He was then seized, disarmed, and secured. 

In the evening he was taken to the house of a friend where he was treated with 
every kindness and attention He has become "tranquil and it is to be hoped that he 
will soon recover from his painful indisposition. (Miss Johnson, in Desdemona, certainly 
ran a risk of being murdered by the jealous Moor in good earnest, and may felicitate 
herself upon her escape.) 

On another occasion, when someone in the gallery interrupted the stage 
lines he was speaking, Booth turned his fierce dark eyes toward the heckler 
and let go the awesome warning: “Beware, I am the headsman! I am the 
executioner 1 ’’—which brought silence so the play could go on. Once in his 
cups in Philadelphia, it was told among fellow actors, he made a furious 
bareback ride on a horse, galloping the main streets, “clinging to the horse’s 
tail, with his legs locked about the animal’s neck.” On a boat to New Or- 
leans two preachers, distributing tracts and interfering with the usual amuse- 
ments, roused Booth’s dislike. And as Joseph Cowell, the comedian, told it, 
Booth when all were asleep placed his pocketbook with money in it under 
the mattress of one preacher, and another sum of money with papers easily 
described in the pocket of the other. Early in the morning before the clergy- 
men were up, Booth set up a loud wailing over the loss of his valuables. The 
captain ordered a search, everybody being willing, and when the lost 
property was found, there was of course general astonishment— also general 
agreement that the two clergymen should be whipped and put off the boat 
in the wilderness. Booth felt this was going too far. He explained the little 
joke he had played. Then the passengers turned on him. For a time it seemed 
he would be whipped. The excitement let down with explanations that 
“everybody knew Mr. Booth was an oddity,” and “at times supposed to be 
insane.” 

With the passing years drink ravaged his nerves and the spells of “singu- 
lar phase” came oftener. Once when he was due to appear before an audi- 
ence he was found manning the hand pumps of a fire brigade; he liked run- 
ning to fires. Again he was found in New York standing in a pawnshop 
window wearing a pawn ticket; he had pawned himself for drink money, 
went and had his drink, and returned to be “redeemed.” He spent money 
befriending a horse thief on trial in Louisville, Kentucky, the skull of his 
hanged friend being delivered at a later time to his home and used by his son 
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Edwin as Hamlet meditating “Alas, poor Yorick! I knew him, Horatio.” 
On a southbound ship in 1838 passing near the identical spot in the Atlantic 
where his actor friend William Conway had leaped overboard to death, 
Junius Biutus Booth too threw himself into the sea with the cry, “I have a 
message for Conway”— being duly and with difficulty rescued by matter-of- 
fact sailors. In the same year in a barroom rehearsal of Othello he warned 
his manager, Thomas Flynn, “Villain, be sure thou prove my love a wan- 
ton,” and warming farther into reality, he swung at Flynn with an andiron, 
receiving m return a blow from an iron poker that broke his nose, that 
permanently marred the regular mold of his face and somewhat nasalized 
his sonorous voice. 

In time Junius Brutus Booth, America’s sensational and incomparable 
tragedian, came to sense the oncoming seizures of insanity and would make 
for home, where a rare and faithful wife nursed him through dark tortures. 
The daughter Asia wrote of these attacks being looked on in their home 
“with awe and reverence.” 

In the year 1838, when Abraham Lincoln had lived twenty-nine years 
and become a member of the Illinois Legislature, Mary Anne Booth on the 
Belair farm near Baltimore bore her husband Junius Brutus Booth on May 
10 their ninth child, a son the father named John Wilkes. A famous agitator, 
an exile and a jailbird who became Lord Mayor of London, a careerist of 
checkered exploits, a free lance and a friend of the American Revolution, 
the stubborn and mocking John Wilkes of London, England, had long been 
a hero of the Booth clan. Junius Brutus hoped the child would grow to en- 
lighten the cause of freedom as he believed John Wilkes had As he gazed at 
the newcome baby it was one year before Abraham Lincoln, shaping his 
mind toward a habit of inquiry and speculation, was saying in a candle- 
lighted political discussion in the House of Representatives m Springfield: 
“Let me ask how is it that we know anything— that any event will occur, 
that any combination of circumstances will produce a certain result— except 
by the analogies of past experience? What has once happened will invariably 
happen again when the same circumstances which combined to produce it 
shall again combine in the same way. We all feel that we know that a blast 
of wind would extinguish the flame of the candle that stands by me. How 
do we know it ? We have never seen this flame thus extinguished. We know 
it because we have seen through all our lives that a blast of wind extinguishes 
the flame of a candle whenever it is thrown fully upon it. Again, we all 
feel to know that we have to die. How? We have never died yet. We know 
it because we know, or at least think we know, that of all the beings, just 
like ourselves, who have been coming into the world for six thousand years, 
not one is now living who was here two hundred years ago.” 

Possibly some farther reach of this particular speculation in philosophy 
was flitting through the mind of Abraham Lincoln at the instant when finally 
twenty-six years later he and the child born in Maryland in 1838 met— 
though the meeting was not face to face. 

Mary Anne Holmes Booth, the wife of Junius Brutus Booth, gave love 
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and thoughtful care to all her children. Both as the wife of a half-mad 
celebrity and genius and as the mother of ten boys and girls she was an un- 
usual woman. She might have weakened under her load. She might have 
cried aloud, but if she did no one heard her. When finally there arrived 
the worst fate that could have been handed her, and the boy she called her 
“fondest” went indefensibly wrong, she accepted it as the fulfillment of a 
vision she had when her ninth child was six months old— and quietly sank 
out of life with a heavy heartbreak. 

Not on the mother nor on the boy’s upbringing could anyone say defi- 
nitely that in comparison with others here or there the boy John Wilkes 
Booth had not had a fair chance. He had room to play, a 200-acre wooded 
farm, an oak-floored bedroom facing the east and the sunrise, a hard mattress 
and a straw pillow, on the walls deer antlers, swords, pistols, daggers, a rusty 
blunderbus, a bookcase holding Bulwer, Marryat, Byron, Shakespeare, his- 
tories of Greece and Rome, small red-covered volumes of Longfellow, 
Whittier, Milton, N. P. Willis, Poe, and Felicia Hemans. His brother Edwin 
saw him as “a good-hearted, harmless, though wild-brained boy ... a 
rattle-pated fellow, filled with Quixotic notions” who “would charge on 
horseback through the woods [on the Maryland farm], ‘spouting’ heroic 
speeches.” A favorite chum, his sister Asia, who loved his blemishes and 
overlooked or bore with his faults, saw him as a reader, a student, a dreamer 
of fame, a gentle amateur botanist and geologist, having charm of mind and 
manner. She saw “father’s finely shaped head and beautiful face” m brother 
Wilkes, while “he had the black hair and large hazel eyes of his mother.” 
She valued his “perfectly shaped hands” and read no vanity or freak of ego 
in his act when “across the back of one hand he had clumsily marked, when 
a little boy, his initials in India ink.” Extraordinary physical vitality swayed 
him. “Life is so short— and the world is so beautiful— just to breathe is de- 
licious,” he would exclaim to her on a day of fine weather, Asia noting: “In 
the woods he would throw himself face downward, and nestle his nose 
close into the earth, taking long sniffs of the ‘earth’s healthy breath’ he called 
it. . . . He loved to nibble at sweet roots and twigs, so that I called him a 
rabbit.” Lightning bugs he told her were “bearers of sacred torches.” Once 
he brought her a katydid, and when she asked to have it for her insect col- 
lection he kissed it and let it go with “Katy shall be free and shall sing to- 
night out in the sycamores.” They read books together outdoors, Plutarch’s 
Lives, Hawthorne. He recited from Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar while she 
held the book and prompted. They sang together, or he played the flute 
to her piano accompaniment. She saw him ride away to secret meetings of a 
boy’s Know-Nothing society. She saw him once put on a girl’s petticoat 
and bonnet, walk past a group of workmen and win the respectful salutes 
they would give a well-behaved young girl. She saw him tame Cola, a 
beautiful colt, black without a white spot or hair, having a long silken 
mane and tail which she used to braid in tiny plaits. At Wilkes’s saying 
“No” Cola would stamp and paw, at “Yes” would neigh and bow, at other 
commands would he down as dead or would follow the master who often 
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kissed him on the forehead. And the sister Asia remembered that one day 
Wilkes had a vicious-looking cut on one cheek and someone asked him how 
he got it. With quivering lips and running tears he choked out: “Cola bit 
me! I could have stood for anything but that, I love the creature so— a kick 
or any fit of temper might be accounted for, but for a pet horse to turn 
and bite is vicious .” That some horsemen would have insisted on Cola’s 
version of the affair seemed not to occur to Asia nor her bitten brother. 

Though both Asia and Edwin described their brother as “gentle and lov- 
ing,” there was no lack of violence in his boyhood. Asia saw Wilkes and his 
brother Joseph come to the house one day with swollen faces, and black- 
ened, bloodshot eyes nearly closed. Hornets had done it, the boys said glibly 
—a year later telling the truth that they had quarreled and fought, pounded 
and welted each other’s faces till they found they were equally matched 
and decided to hide their disgrace on arriving home by laying it on the 
hornets. Once when a share-cropper, rebuked for overworking the horses, 
had called Wilkes’s mother vile names, he had clubbed the share-cropper 
over the head and shoulders. A magistrate the next day heard witnesses and 
bound the Booth family over to keep the peace. 

To a Quaker school in a near-by Quaker settlement at Cockeysville went 
the little boy Wilkes while his father was still alive. At the term end Asia 
sat on a bench among Quakeresses in snow-white linen listening to an out- 
door program on the school grounds. Her brother had just finished giving 
the passionate and desperate lines of Shylock, had smiled, blushed, and 
bowed to applause, when a Quakeress beside Asia said pleasantly: “What 
is his name 13 He is a comely youth. Does thee think we are as merciful to the 
Hebrews as we should be ? They are a benighted race, and we are permitted 
to enjoy so many privileges and blessings denied to them.” 

Just then Asia felt a tugging at her dress sleeve and heard Wilkes 
hoarsely: “Get away from thee and thou, and meet me over there in the 
hollow— I’ve something to tell.” She slipped away to the hollow. They sat 
on the ground, his head leaning against her knees as he unfolded a paper 
from his pocket and read to her the words spoken to him a few days before 
when he had crossed with money the palm of a gypsy. 

For many years Asia was to keep this paper whereon her brother had 
written the strange tattlings of a drab dark-eyed fortuneteller. He read to 
her the forecast: 

“Ah, you’ve a bad hand; the lines all cris-cras. It’s full enough of sorrow 
—full of trouble— trouble in plenty, everywhere I look. You’ll break hearts, 
they’ll be nothing to you. You’ll die young, and leave many to mourn you, 
many to love you too, but you’ll be rich, generous, and free with your 
money. You’re born under an unlucky star. You’ve got in your hand a 
thundering crowd of enemies— not one friend— you’ll make a bad end, and 
have plenty to love you afterwards. You’ll have a fast life— short, but a grand 
one. Now, young sir, I’ve never seen a worse hand, and I wish I hadn’t seen 
it, but every word I’ve told is true by the signs. You’d best turn a mis- 
sionary or a priest and try to escape it.” 
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The brother slowly refolded the paper. He had asked the gypsy if it was 
in the stars or m his hand how he could escape the fate foretold, whether 
for so evil a dose she expected him to cross her palm. “She took her money 
though, and said that she was glad she was not a young girl, or she’d follow 
me through the world for my handsome face.” Then the brother laughed 
—and often again to his sister he laughed over this foretelling of his fate— 
she noticing that just as often he would “sadly” come back to the rambling 
haunting words of the old gypsy. Asia believed too that superstition natural 
to his blood was “kept alive by early association with the negroes, whose 
fund of ghost stories, legends, and ill omens never knew exhaustion.” 

To Asia this linked definitely with the mother, when he was six months 
old, having “ ‘a vision,’ in answer to a fervent prayer, in which she imagined 
the foreshadowing of his fate,” this being painfully repeated “by a ‘dream’ 
when he had attained manhood.” Between 1838 and 1854 Asia heard of this 
dream from her mother so often that in June of the latter year she wrote 
verses titled “The Mother’s Vision,” one reading: 

Tiny, innocent white baby-hand, 

What force, what power is at your command, 

For evil, or good* Be slow or be sure. 

Firm to resist, to pursue, to endure— 

My God, let me see what this hand shall do 
In the silent years we are tending to; 

In my hungering Love, 

I implore to know on this ghostly night 
Whether ’twill labour for wrong, or right, 

For— or against Thee* 

If they were not deep and measureless, they were involved and tortuous- 
these Booths. They carried weights of woe— or meshes of doom and fore- 
boding— the father and mother, Asia, Wilkes, and Edwin, who once wrote 
a close friend who had lost a child: “I cannot grieve at death. It seems to 
me the greatest boon the Almighty has granted us.” In his mother’s auto- 
graph album Edwin wrote: 

Nor I nor any man that but man is 

With nothing shall be pleased, till he be eased 

With being nothing. 

The born comedian of warm mirth Joseph Jefferson saw the Booths as ro- 
mantics and brooders, writing of his friend Edwin’s unvarying melancholy 
that it was a permanent tone, a vital part of his nature, and adding, “The 
element of mirth was denied to the Booth family, their very name spelled 
tragedy.” 

Once when a schoolmate Jesse Wharton spoke of a sudden river current 
that had sucked under and nearly drowned Wilkes Booth, Asia heard her 
brother say, “No, Jess, I am not to drown, hang, or bum, although my 
sister yonder has believed I am a predestined martyr of some sort, ever 
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since the time when she sat the whole night through reading Fox’s Book of 
Martyrs” 

Over the father’s dark spells and grand whims, over Edwin’s impenetra- 
ble melancholy, over the failings of others of the family, the mother and 
Asia had no such brooding near to anguish as they gave the boy and 
youth Wilkes. He was less to be trusted. He lacked moorings. They saw 
him shallow in the quality of reverence running deep in his father and in 
his brother Edwin, that he was too easily satisfied with his own facility, 
that for all his dash and confidence he had wayward doubts of himself. 
They knew it was said “Women spoiled him,” that he did what he pleased 
and took what he wanted and kept his secrets and had a pride about his 
secrets and his management of them. They saw vanity grow in him— vague, 
dark personal motives beyond reading and to be feared, projects and pur- 
poses vast with sick desire, dizzy with ego and mocked inverted ambitions. 
Schemes came to his mind so colossal that they tormented him with chal- 
lenges of whether he had the passion and daring to work them out. Once 
to Asia he spoke of having read The Pilgrim’s Progress , how Bunyan made 
abstractions concrete, and illustrating with himself: “When I want to do 
something that I know is wrong, or that I haven’t time for, no surer way 
of being rid of the temptation that [sic] just to pretend it a reality , in form 
and life; and then I lay my demon.” 

Not so vague, more revealing, was the confession John Wilkes Booth 
made to classmates of the finishing school at Catonsville, St. Timothy’s 
Hall, where he received baptism and prepared for confirmation according 
to the Episcopal Church, where he wore the steel-gray uniform of an 
artillery cadet, where he had joined in a rebellion against the food served, 
the entire student body camping in near-by woods for several days till 
their grievances were heard. A Marylander classmate of Wilkes Booth, 
credited by Asia Booth as significant and worth hearing in what he could 
remember of her brother, wrote as follows: 

Morris Oram always looked forward to the law as his profession, and in stating 
his views for the future his ambition was to be a greater orator than Daniel Webster, 
and a more profound lawyer than Reverdy Johnson, while Booth thought only of 
being a man admired by all people. He asserted that he would do something that 
would hand his name down to posterity never to be forgotten, even after he had 
been dead a thousand years. Booth and Oram had red clay pipes, with reed stems 
about a yard long, and when they with their pipes lay on the ground, these daily 
conversations were always in order. Our opinions of the future were freely discussed. 
I recollect when we asked Booth how he expected to acquire such greatness and 
notoriety as he was constantly talking of, one of his answers was. “Well, boys, I’ll 
tell you what I mean. You have read about the Seven Wonders of the World* Well, 
we’ll take the Statue of Rhodes for example. Suppose that statue was now standing, 
and I should by some means overthrow it* My name would descend to posterity and 
never be forgotten, for it would be in all the histories of the times, and be read 
thousands of years after we are dead, and no matter how smart and good men we 
may be, we would never get our names in so many histones.”— On another occasion 
when the same subject was discussed, I recollect he said, “I wish there was an arch 
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or statue at the mouth of the Mediterranean Sea across the Straits of Gibraltar, with 
one side resting on the rock of Gibraltar and the other on an equally prominent 
rock on the coast of Africa. I would leave everything and never rest until I had 
devised some means to throw it over into the sea. Then look out for history, English, 
French, Spanish, and all Europe, Asia and Africa would resound with the name of 
John Booth. I tell you it would be the greatest feat ever executed by one man.” 

While speaking, his whole soul appeared to contemplate with satisfaction the future 
he had drawn. 

Oram said, “Billy, suppose the falling statue took you down with it, what good 
would all your glory then do you 5 ” 

His answer was* “I should die with the satisfaction of knowing I had done some- 
thing never before accomplished by any other man, and something no other man 
would probably ever do.” 

Four years after his father died, when he was seventeen, John Wilkes 
Booth played a minor role in Richard 111 in Baltimore. Two years later in 
Philadelphia he played falteringly in Sheridan Knowles’s The Wife and 
Hugo’s Lucrezia Borgia , the critics being so kind as to say he was “promis- 
ing.” Then in Richmond in 1858 he saw his name on the playbills of a 
stock company and drew eammgs of $20 a week. His mother wrote to 
another son at this time: “John is doing well at Richmond. He is very 
anxious to get on faster. When he has a run of bad parts he writes home 
in despair.” In the same year the brother Edwin was writing of John, “I 
don’t think he will startle the world . . . but he is improving fast and 
looks beautiful on the platform” 

Here in Richmond he suddenly dropped his stage acting for a role in 
real-life drama. To the hanging of John Brown went J. Wilkes Booth as a 
lieutenant in the Richmond Grays, a dandy unit of the Virginia State militia 
—to the Shenandoah to see Old John hang by the neck till he was dead. 
He may have heard of Old John saying the whole drama was foreordained, 
God having set the stage and arranged the lines for everyone beforehand 
ages ago. He may have read Lincoln’s commentary in faraway Kansas on 
the lawless death-dealing violence of John Brown’s effort: “That affair, in 
its philosophy, corresponds with the many attempts, related in history, at 
the assassination of kings and emperors. An enthusiast broods over the op- 
pression of a people till he fancies himself commissioned by Heaven to 
liberate them. He ventures the attempt, which ends in little else than his 
own execution.” This view, according to Asia Booth, her brother could not 
hold. Though he hated John Brown’s cause, he was fascinated and spell- 
bound by the dramatic, lone-handed audacity of Old Osawatomie. “He 
acknowledged him [John Brown] a hero when he saw him die, and felt 
a throb of anguish,” wrote Asia, quoting her brother as saying of Brown, 
“He was a brave old man; his heart must have broken when he felt himself 
deserted.” With those words he gave her to keep what he said was the 
spear of old John Brown, with “Major Washington to J. Wilkes Booth” 
inked in large letters on the handle. 

Often Booth was to refer to the event of Brown’s hanging and that he 
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was there with the Richmond Grays. Though the Richmond Grays smelled 
no smoke at Harpers Ferry, Booth often openly and falsely boasted in 
speech and once in writing that he had taken a hand in the capture of 
Brown. He was identifying himself with the Southern cause, and his first 
stage successes came in Southern cities. As the Southern States moved into 
secession he moved North as a player. In New York he stepped forth in his 
father’s favorite vehicle Richard III , the New York Herald saying, “Youth 
may be an excuse for his errors, but it is no excuse for presenting them 
to a metropolitan audience.” William Winter saw the young staffs acting as 
“raw, crude and much given to boisterous declamation.” He delighted in 
leaps and bounds while acting, exhibited his sinewy agility at moving his 
body from one spot to another without breaking his neck, carried this busi- 
ness so far that one of his best friends termed his needless jumps “extraordi- 
nary and outrageous.” In the scene in Macbeth where he entered the den 
of the witches, according to his manager John T. Ford, “Booth would 
not content himself with the usual steps to reach the stage, but had a ledge 
of rocks some ten or twelve feet high erected, down which he sprang on 
the stage.” The Baltimore Sim critic ticketed Wilkes Booth “the gymnastic 
actor.” Impulsive as a colt, “his heels in the air nearly as often as his head,” 
said a manager, “but wait a year or two till he gets used to harness and 
quiets down a bit, and then you will see as great an actor as America can 
produce.” William Winter added to his earlier severe criticism his estimate 
that the talents of the youth, if joined to hard work and study, might carry 
him high; “with members of the dramatic profession he was a favorite.” 
Yet there were fellow actors, such as E. L. Tilton, knocked into an orchestra 
pit while fencing with Wilkes Booth, with whom Booth was no favorite. 
Some had been cut in mimic duels, he was as overly earnest in occasional 
swordplay as his father had been. 

At least twice Wilkes Booth accidentally stabbed himself while playing 
before an audience. At about the same spot on the stage of Ford’s Theatre 
where he broke a leg bone leaping from a box on April 14, 1865, he was a 
few years before enacting Romeo. “He so gave himself up to emotion in the 
cell of Friar Laurence,” wrote the actor W. J. Ferguson, an onlooker, “that 
when he threw himself down at the line, ‘taking the measure of an unmade 
grave,’ he wounded himself on the point of the dagger he wore suspended 
from his girdle.” In the week of February, 1861, when Lincoln passed 
through Albany, New York, on his way to inauguration, Wilkes Booth 
was laid up for two days with a stab wound which, had its course been 
slightly different, would have brought death. He was playing Pescara in 
The Apostate , the only time that play had been put on in Albany since his 
father gave it. “While playing the last act, in falling, the actor’s dagger 
fell first and he struck upon it, the point entering the right arm-pit, in- 
flicting a muscular wound, one or two inches in depth, from which the 
blood flowed freely.” 

Over a piece of scenery more than five feet high, wrote Ferguson, he 
saw Wilkes Booth jump “with little effort.” These unexpected feats were 
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accepted as part of a “dashing buoyancy” natural to him, though, noted 
Ferguson, who found him “a marvelously clever and amusing demigod,” 
he “may have been touched with some hereditary insanity,” and was “quite 
probably not in full mental control of himself.” His verve, fire, and skill 
deeply moved Ferguson and others. “I saw him, after a rehearsal,” wrote 
Ferguson of Booth the swordsman, “take on two men at once with the 
foils and disarm them both within a few seconds. In this encounter Charles 
Wheatley [sic] was the last to lose his foil. It flew upward from his hand, 
and into the box on the auditor’s right side of the balcony, where later the 
victor in the bout was to commit his great crime.” A prompter was slow 
in signaling to musicians in the wings for a flourish of trumpets. Ferguson 
saw Booth pick up a wooden wedge, about six inches long and three or 
four inches thick at the wide part, used for holding scenery wings plumb. 
And Booth aimed this missile at a point just a fraction of an inch above 
the prompter’s head, landing it with so perfect an accuracy that the terror- 
ized prompter sank to the floor in fright and frantically waved the re- 
quired signal to the musicians. “Booth strode from the stage quite as if 
nothing out of the ordinary had happened.” Once in The Taming of the 
Shrew Booth was required to give a tongue-lashing to other players and in 
the course of it swung a ham right and left over the cheeks of the players. 
As he had previously put lampblack on the underside of the ham, the result 
was that he blacked their faces— an unexpected prank the audience enjoyed. 
In a billiard-hall quarrel Ferguson saw Booth, swiftly and without anyone 
but Ferguson seeing him, throw a heavy book that hit a man in the back. 
The man turned, accused an innocent party, and started a free-for-all fight. 
The lights went out and Booth made his getaway, having had one more 
of his practical jokes. Ferguson lived, as he noted, to find that “behind 
all the roguery and dash, brilliance and artistry of the man of my boyish 
hero worship, were craftiness and evil intention.” 

In April of ’61, when Booth played with a stock company in Albany, 
the leading lady, Miss Henrietta Irving, rushed into his room at Stanwix 
Hall and with a dirk tried to stab him, landing only a light cut on his face. 
Then she retired to her own room and stabbed herself, though not seri- 
ously. “Women spoiled him” was a repeated saying in Booth’s circle. After 
an appearance as Romeo admirers trooped to the stage door for another 
look, possibly a word with him. Clara Morris, beginning her career, saw 
him as distinctly not leading “the godly, sober, and righteous life enjoined 
upon us all,” saw him tearing away the signatures from the bottoms of 
letters filled with “amatory flattery.” They were newly arrived letters, and 
before reading them he indulged some fancy of protecting the names from 
any others who might come on the letters, saying to Miss Morris, “They 
are harmless now, little one; their sting lies in the tail.” Girls in restaurants 
always gave him extra attention, averred Miss Morris, adding, “Women 
naturally loved him,” and giving the description: “He had an ivory pallor 
that contrasted with his raven hair. And his eyes had heavy lids which 
gave him an Oriental touch of mystery.” A trifle short for heroic roles. 
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noted Charles Wyndham, 4 ‘he made up for the lack by his extraordinary 
presence and magnetism. . . . He was the idol of women. They would 
rave of him, his voice, his hair, his eyes. Small wonder, for he was fasci- 
nating.” John T. Ford, who had managed engagements of both Junius 
Brutus and Edwin Booth, during the war years also handled the rise of 
J. Wilkes Booth toward stardom. On the morning of April 14, 1865, said 
Ford, Booth came walking along Tenth Street toward Ford’s Theatre, fault- 
lessly dressed in a suit of dark clothes and a tall silk hat. “He wore a pair 
of gloves of a subdued color, had a light overcoat slung over his arm, and 
carried a cane. My brother Harry, standing in front of the theater with 
some other gentlemen, first saw him, and turning to his companions, said: 
‘Here comes the handsomest man in the United States.’ ” 

As J. Wilkes Booth played Hamlet, the Danish prince was unmistakably 
mad throughout, observed Charles Wyndham, in contrast with Edwin 
Booth’s more poised and reflective character. “Edwin’s conception of the 
part was that of uneven and unbalanced genius, and wonderfully he por- 
trayed it. But John Wilkes leaned toward the other view of the character, 
as w T as in keeping with the bent of his own mind. His Hamlet was insane, 
his interpretation fiery, convincing, and artistic.” 

Such in degree was the youth who from his twenty-second to his 
twenty-sixth year, four years of war, had to choose between two ways of 
life that beckoned him. He could build a stage career— or he could fight for 
the Confederacy to which he was, in his own way, devoted. Possibly there 
was sincerity in his reply when asked by fellow actors why he didn’t 
fight for the secessionists if he loved them so deeply: “I promised my mother 
I wouldn’t.” Or there was another explanation to the effect that he saw 
himself as a lone grand actor who must wait his time and show the world 
his own dramatic way of saving the Confederacy. 

To Asia in her Philadelphia home he said once that he was passing 
quinine and drugs to persons who smuggled them south in “horse collars 
and so forth.” On this occasion he swore, “So help me holy God! my soul, 
life, and possessions are for the South.” She blurted the accusing question: 
“Why not go fight for her then^ Every Marylander worthy the name is 
fighting her battles.” This he was slow answering, sitting “with his thin 
face hard-set,” and then. “I have only an arm to give; my brains are worth 
twenty men, my money worth an hundred. I have free pass everywhere, 
my profession, my name, is my passport; my knowledge of drugs is valu- 
able, my beloved precious money— oh, never beloved till now!— is the means, 
one of the means, by which I serve the South.” 

From ’61 continuously as he traveled the North he spoke as openly as 
was convenient for the Confederate cause. In Albany the theatre treasurer 
found him at breakfast one morning and explained that he would ruin his 
engagement there and put himself in personal danger if he went on talking 
secession. “Is not this a democratic city?” asked Booth. The reply: “Demo- 
cratic? yes— but disunion, no!” After which Booth quieted in his talk, though 
sullen and sour about being gagged. During a Chicago run at McVickers 
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Theatre in May of ’63, when the Chicago Times nearly every day had 
editorials and purported news stories which if half true would have justified 
any assassin in ridding the world of the alleged monster in the White 
House, Booth was heard to remark, “What a glorious opportunity there is 
for a man to immortalize himself by killing Lincoln 1 ” It was taken in that 
hour as rather harmless bluster, to which the son of Junius Brutus Booth 
was more strictly entitled than the Chicago Times to its false news items 
and mcitatory editorials. 

Five months later in Hartford, Connecticut, Booth had printed on hand- 
bills announcing his performance of Richard 111 two quotations from the 
play, slightly altering and italicizing Shakespeare’s text for his own peculiar 
ends. The mutilated quotation, overstressed by italics, read* 

Let's muster men; my council is my shield; 

We must be brief when traitors brave the field ! 

(Act IV— Scene 3 ) 

This was a maliciously mischievous violation of the Shakespeare lines in 
the true text, unitalicized, the first line reading when correct: 

Go, muster men; my counsel is my shield. 

The line was mutilated with some deliberate intent to embody a pro- 
posal instead of a command. The substitution of the word “council” for 
“counsel” indicated a hope that some organization might come into existence 
for combat with the italicized “traitors” of the second line. 

A second couplet on this handbill held a lurking though indefinite 
motive to bring death to those at whom the line pointed, reading: 

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, 

That would with treason wound this fair land’s peace! 

(Act V— Scene 4 ) 

There was only one John Wilkes Booth, “sad, mad, bad John Wilkes 
Booth,” said the actor Sir Charles Wyndham, in telling of Booth in a rail- 
way coach sitting opposite his brother-in-law John Sleeper Clarke, actor 
and manager. Clarke mentions some piece of war news. Booth frowns, 
drums on the window sill with his fingers. Clarke mentions Jeff Davis as not 
much of a President for a country. And according to Wyndham: “As the 
words were uttered, Booth sprang up and hurled himself upon Clar ke in a 
wild tempest of fury, catching him by the throat. Other passengers tried to 
interfere, but Booth held his hold, to all appearances bent upon strangling 
his brother-in-law. He flung Clarke from side to side with maniac strength 
while his grip tightened. His face was drawn and twisted with rage. Slowly 
his anger left him and his hold relaxed, none too soon for Clarke. Clarke 
hardly knew what had happened and looked at his assailant in amazement, 
gasping for breath. Booth stood over him with a dramatic gesture. ‘Never, 
if you value your life,’ he said tensely, ‘never speak to me in that way 
again of a man and a cause I hold sacred.’ Clarke passed the matter off as a 
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harmless temporary aberration. . . . No one pretended to have an under- 
standing of the strange man. It was just another queer prank such as his 
father used to play.” 

In ’64 Booth seemed to have a deepening sense of guilt over keeping 
himself m safety and comfort while the war raged and the Southern cause 
sank lower and seemed riding to a tragic collapse. What could he do about 
it ? His broodings took two directions. He would perform a deed saving the 
Southern cause while at the same time he gave the world a breath-taking 
dramatic performance. In August of ’64 he won two recruits to “the enter- 
prise,” as they termed it. Samuel Arnold and Michael O’Laughlin, two 
former schoolmates of Booth at St. Timothy’s Hall, after two years in the 
Confederate Army, considered themselves “engaged” with Booth as leader. 
The “enterprise,” worked out in their talks, designed the kidnapping— they 
more often called it “capture” or “abduction”— of President Lincoln. Having 
gotten their prisoner out of Washington down to Richmond, they would 
exchange him for enough Confederate prisoners to win the war. 

Booth went to the Pennsylvania oil regions, sold his stockholdings for 
gold, traveled to Canada, reaching Montreal in October. There he consulted 
with Confederates of the secret service which had fomented various violent 
affairs on the border and the Great Lakes, leaving Canada, so it seemed, 
under the definite impression that he would better play a lone hand with- 
out help, approval, or funds from the Richmond Government. At the Bank 
of Montreal he paid $300 in gold for a bill of exchange drawn on the bank’s 
London agents, payable to his order, for £6 1, remarking that he was going 
to run the blockade and wanted to make sure that if taken prisoner his 
captors could not use the money. He also deposited $550 and opened an 
account. Stopping in New York, he agreed with his two brothers that they 
would on November 25 play Julius Caesar in that city for the benefit of a 
Shakespeare statue fund. He reached home in Maryland in time to vote 
against Lincoln for President and to hear next day, the news to him gloomy, 
that his native State had given a majority for Lincoln, who was to con- 
tinue four years more as President— if he lived. 

The personal hate of Booth for Lincoln, a scorn which he believed to 
be that of a fine-haired patrician for a plebeian mongrel, sharpened his 
motive and whetted it. He hoped not merely to remove a government head 
and shatter a symbol, but furthermore to realize the wild frenzy of killing a 
man he detested beyond speech— this stood forth in his spoken thoughts to 
his sister Asia in her Philadelphia home shortly before the November elec- 
tion returning Lincoln to the White House. “He could come and go at our 
house unquestioned and unobserved,” wrote Asia, “He often slept in his 
clothes on the couch downstairs, having on his long riding boots. Strange 
men called at late hours, some whose voices I knew, but who would not 
answer to their names; and others who were perfectly strange to me; they 
never came farther than the inner sill, and spoke in whispers.” One night 
he came excited, haggard, and worn, murmuring, “Oh God, grant me to 
see the end!” She begged him not to go South again. “Why, where should 
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I go then?” he asked, and began singing a wild parody, each verse ending 
“In 1865 when Lincoln shall be king.” She answered that would never come 
to pass and he whispered fiercely, “No, by God’s mercy, nevei thatl” and 
springing to his feet moaned and wailed a speech she noted: 

“That Sectional Candidate should never have been President, the votes 
were doubled to seat him, he was smuggled through Maryland to the White 
House. . . . This man’s appearance, his pedigree, his coarse low jokes and 
anecdotes, his vulgar similes, and his frivolity, are a disgrace to the seat he 
holds. Other brains rule the country. He is made the tool of the North, to 
crush out, or try to crush out slavery, by robbery, rapine, slaughter and 
bought armies. He is walking in the footprints of old John Brown, but no 
more fit to stand with that rugged old hero— Great God! no. John Brown 
was a man inspired, the grandest character of this century! He is Bonaparte 
in one great move, that is, by overturning this blind Republic and making 
himself a king. This man’s re-election which will follow his success, I tell 
you— will be a reign! The subjects— bastard subjects— of other countries, 
apostates, are eager to overturn this government. You’ll see— you’ll see— that 
re-election means succession. His kin and friends are in every place of office 
already. Trust the songs of the people— they are the bards, the troubadors. 
Who make these songs if not the people 5 ‘Vox populi’ for ever! These 
false-hearted, unloyal foreigners it is, who would glory in the downfall of 
the Republic— and that by a half-breed too, a man springing from the ashes 
of old Assanothime Brown, a false president yearning for kingly succession 
as hotly as ever did Ariston.” 

Only what happened later made this soliloquy worth a casual moment 
of study; with the drool of an ordinary lunatic it mixed the most ordinary 
maudlin chatter of three barroom Copperheads who had taken more than 
two drinks. “I had listened so patiently to these wild tirades,” wrote Asia, 
“which were the very fever of his distracted brain and tortured heart, that 
I was powerless to check or soothe.” On the night of this particular tirade, 
on leaving he kissed her, many times, saying “God bless you,” wishing well 
her child to come in five months, infinitely tender toward the sister who 
perhaps understood and loved the quieter side of him better than any other 
person. She felt that “his was a developed character in boyhood,” that he 
changed little as he matured. “Contrasting his deeds with his peaceful 
domestic qualities, there seems to have been the impetus of a desperate fate 
impelling him.” From her brother Junius Brutus in New York in February 
of *65 she had a letter saying John had become acquainted with “the Deaf 
and Dumb poetess Miss Reading” and was “practising his fingers to talk with 
her.” Also on this visit “John sat up all Mondays [sic] night” writing a 
Valentine Day poem for a Miss Hale and a long letter to her, keeping 
Junius awake as late as half-past three in the morning, “useing [sic] me 
as a dictionary,” wrote Junius. 

Most of the time until April 15, 1865, Booth lived in Washington, check- 
ing in and out of his National Hotel quarters, taking many trips on errands 
whose purpose he kept secret. He studied Lincoln’s ways and habits, par- 
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ticularly as a theatregoer. At both Grover’s Theatre and Ford’s Booth was 
at home, receiving his mail at Ford’s, John T. Ford having managed his 
early starring engagements. The entries and exits of these theatres knew 
him, every door, corner, hall, lobby, passageway, familiar to him. To the 
stock actors, stage hands, front-office employees, he was a distinguished 
figure whose nod they valued. 

In the third week of November he rode over Maryland and Virginia 
south of Washington, bought a horse, studied the lay of the land so he 
could know its roads, paths, and hiding-places by day or night. From this 
he hurried away to New York to play on November 25 the role of Mark 
Antony in Julius Caesar , with his brothers Edwin as Brutus and Junius as 
Cassius. Then back to Washington and “the enterprise,” pausing briefly in 
Philadelphia for a visit with his sister Asia and her husband John Sleeper 
Clarke, the comedian. To Asia, in whom he had every trust, he gave an 
envelope later found to contain some United States bonds and oil stock 
certificates— and a letter. More than any other document perhaps this letter 
gave the key to J. Wilkes Booth, his scrambled brain, his vanity and self- 
importance, his level of ideas and reasoning about that of an eighth-grade 
schoolboy, his ham-actor habit of speech and phrase, his desire to show the 
South that he was a Confederate hero even though they no longer loved 
him or cared about him. He referred in passing to his plan for making “a 
prisoner of this man, to whom she [the South] owes so much of her 
misery.” He exhibited himself in a self-portrait by which he would have 
the world know him. If and when he achieved the kidnapping of Lincoln— 
or died in the attempt— this was to stand as his avowal and explanation of it. 
The letter read: 


My Dear Sir: 5 ’ ** 

You may use this as you think best. But as some may wish to know when, who 
and why, and as I do not know how to direct it, I give it (in the words of your 
master):— 

“To whom it may concern ” 

Right or wrong, God judge me, not man. For be my motive good or bad, of 
one thing I am sure, the lasting condemnation of the North. 

I love peace more than life. Have loved the Union beyond expression. For four 
years have I waited, hoped, and prayed for the dark clouds to break, and for a 
restoration of our former sunshine. To wait longer would be a crime. All hope for 
peace is dead. My prayers have proved as idle as my hopes. God’s will be done. I go 
to see and share the bitter end. 

I have ever held that the South were right. The very nomination of Abraham 
Lincoln, four years ago, spoke plainly war— war upon Southern rights and institutions. 
His election proved it. “Await an overt act.” Yes; till you are bound and plundered. 
What folly! The South were wise. Who thinks of argument or patience when the 
finger of his enemy presses on the trigger* In a foreign war, I, too, could say, “Country, 
right or wrong.” But in a struggle such as ours (where the brother tries to pierce the 
brother’s heart), for God’s sake choose the right. When a country like this spurns 
justice from her side, she forfeits the allegiance of every honest freeman, and should 
leave him, untrammelled by any fealty soever, to act as his conscience may approve* 
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People of the North, to hate tyranny, to love liberty and justice, to strike at 
wrong and oppression, was the teaching of our fathers. The study of our early 
history will not let me forget it, and may it never. 

This country was formed for the white , not for the black man. And, looking 
upon African slavery from the same stand-pomt held by the noble framers of our 
Constitution, I, for one, have ever considered it one of the greatest blessings (both for 
themselves and us) that God ever bestowed upon a favored nation. Witness hereto- 
fore our wealth and power; witness their elevation and enlightenment above their 
race elsewhere I have lived among it most of my life, and have seen less harsh treat- 
ment from master to man than I have beheld in the North from father to son. Yet, 
Heaven knows, no one would be more willing to do more for the negro race than I, 
could I but see a way to still better their condition. 

But Lincoln’s policy is only preparing the way for their total annihilation. The 
South are not , nor have they been , fighting for the continuance of slavery. The first 
batde of Bull Run did away with that idea. Their causes since for war have been 
as noble and greater far than those that urged our fathers on . Even should we allow 
they were wrong at the beginning of this contest, cruelty and injustice have made the 
wrong become die right , and they stand now (before the wonder and admiration of 
the world) as a noble band of patriotic heroes. Hereafter, readmg of their deeds , 
Thermopylae will be forgotten. 

When I aided in the capture and execution of John Brown (who was a murderer 
on our western border, and who was fairly tried and convicted , before an impartial 
judge and jury, of treason, and who, by-the-way, has since been made a god), I was 
proud of my little share in the transaction, for I deemed it my duty, and that I 
was helping our common country to perform an act of justice. But what was a 
crime in poor John Brown is now considered (by themselves) as the greatest and 
only virtue of the whole Republican party. Strange transmigration! Vice to become 
a virtue simply because more indulge in it f 

I thought then, as now , that the abolitionists were the only traitors in the land, and 
that the entire party deserved the same fate as poor old Brown; not because they 
wish to abolish slavery, but on account of the means they have ever endeavored to 
use to effect that abolition. If Brown were living, I doubt whether he himself would 
set slavery against the Union. Most, or many in the North do, and openly, curse 
the Union if the South are to return and retain a single right guaranteed to them by 
every tie which we once revered as sacred. The South can make no choice. It is 
either extermination or slavery for themselves (worse than death) to draw from. I 
know my choice. 

I have also studied hard to discover upon what grounds the right of a State to 
secede has been denied, when our very name, United States, and the Declaration of 
Independence, both provide for secession. But there is no time for words. I write in 
haste. I know how foolish I shall be deemed for undertaking such a step as this, 
where, on the one side, I have many friends and every t hing to make me happy, 
where my profession done has gained me an income of more than twenty thousand 
dollars a year, and where my great personal ambition in my profession has such a 
great field for labor. On the other hand, the South has never bestowed upon me one 
kind word; a place now where I have no friends, except beneath the sod; a place 
where I must either become a private soldier or a beggar. To give up all of the 
former for the latter , besides my mother and sisters, whom I love so dearly (although 
they so widely differ with me in opinion), seems insane; but God is my judge. I 
love justice more than I do a country that disowns it; more than fame and wealth? 
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more (Heaven pardon me if wrong), more than a happy home. I have never been 
upon a battle-field; but oh! my countrymen, could you all but see the reality or 
effects of this horrid war as I have seen them (in every State , save Virginia), I know 
you would think like me, and would pray the Almighty to create m the Northern 
mind a sense of right and justice (even should it possess no seasoning of mercy), 
and that he would dry up this sea of blood between us, which is daily growing 
wider. Alas 1 poor country, is she to meet her threatened doom* 5 Four years ago I 
would have given a thousand lives to see her remain (as I had always known her) 
powerful and unbroken And even now I would hold my life as naught to see her 
what she was. Oh 1 my friends, if the fearful scenes of the past four years had never 
been enacted, or if what has been had been but a frightful dream, from which we 
could now awake, with what overflowing hearts could we bless our God and pray for 
his continued favor f How I have loved the old flag can never now be known. A few 
years since, and the entire world could boast of none so pure and spotless. But I have 
of late been seeing and hearing of the bloody deeds of which she has been made 
the emblem , and would shudder to think how changed she had grown. Oh* how I 
have longed to see her break from the mist of blood and death that circles round 
her folds, spoiling her beauty and tarnishing her honor. But no, day by day has she 
been dragged deeper and deeper into cruelty and oppression, till now (m my eyes) 
her once bright red stripes look like bloody gashes on the face of heaven. I look now 
upon my early admiration of her glories as a dream. My love (as things stand to-day) 
is for the South alone. Nor do I deem it a dishonor m attempting to make for her 
a prisoner of this man, to whom she owes so much of misery. If success attend me, 
I go penniless to her side. They say she has found that “last ditch” which the North 
have so long derided and been endeavoring to force her in, forgetting they are our 
brothers, and that it is impolitic to goad an enemy to madness. Should I reach her 
in safety, and find it true, I will proudly beg permission to triumph or die in that 
same “ditch” by her side. 

A Confederate doing duty upon his ovm responsibility . 

J. Wilkes Booth 

Thus the full text of a document which continually insisted “Here is the 
heroic portrait of myself by which posterity will remember me.” It gave 
little trace of the shaken frame, flashing eyes, imperious voice, of Booth 
sweeping away opposition when hurling his points at the less dramatic, less 
sophisticated, players he picked up one by one for desperate deeds to be 
done under his planning. The letter indicated a “master mind,” of a sort, 
holding sway over a little band of schemers and hopers meeting in a 
boardinghouse on H Street between Sixth and Seventh in Washington. They 
included a drugstore clerk, twenty years of age, living with his widowed 
mother and seven sisters near the navy-yard bridge; good-natured, loyal, 
fanatically devoted to Booth, he was David E. Herold, out of work and 
seeking a job when Booth found him. Another was a hump-shouldered, 
straggly-bearded fellow, dark, sly, fierce of looks though a coward in a 
pinch; he was of German descent, a carriage-maker at Port Tobacco, 
Virginia, where during the war by night he had ferried parties bound to 
and from Richmond. Booth's promises of gold brought him in— George A. 
Atzerodt. Then there was a tall, broad-shouldered athlete joining ox and 
tiger in his frame, twenty years old, a veteran of Antietam and Chancellors- 
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ville, wounded at Gettysburg, taken prisoner and detailed to serve as a 
hospital nurse, escaping and rejoining the Confederate Army; two of his 
brothers killed at Murfreesboro, the son of a Baptist preacher in Florida, 
as a boy of sixteen with A. P. Hill’s corps of Lee’s army he had seen and 
shared in the earliest frightful slaughters of the war. In January of ’65 this 
youth after nearly four years of hard fighting at bloody salients had de- 
spaired of the Confederacy and deserted, happening in Baltimore when he 
was homeless, penniless, in rags, without money to buy food, to meet Booth, 
listening fascinated to Booth’s plans for yet saving the Southern cause, find- 
ing sympathy, praise, new clothes and money. This was the man known as 
Lewis Paine (Lewis Thornton Powell), whose entry into the Seward home 
about the same moment that Booth entered Lincoln’s box in Ford’s Theatre 
had resulted in five persons stabbed and the Secretary of State narrowly 
missing a death wound. The keeper of the boardinghouse where Booth met 
Paine and the others to arrange their plans was the widow of a Confederate 
informer and dispatch-carrier who had kept a tavern ten miles from Wash- 
ington. She was Mary E. Surratt. 

These four, Herold, Atzerodt, Paine, and Mrs. Surratt, had few imagin- 
ings of what grisly fate lay ahead for all of them and what mockery of 
justice was to be dealt one of them— that all four were to be hanged by the 
neck till they were dead— that Mrs. Surratt was to enter the annals of 
American history as the first woman to be hanged by the neck and given 
execution of death sentence by the Umted States Government. 



One of the many death-threat notices received by Lincoln. Original in the Barrett 

collection. 

Daily Mrs. Surratt saw her boarders acquainting themselves with 
weapons, holding vague whispered conversations, telling her nothing defi- 
nitely, intimating they would save the sinking Southern cause. The Sr had 
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a touch of terror. Daily she crossed herself and more often hurried to 
church to pray. 

Early in ’65 their schemes aimed solely at seizing Lincoln and carrying 
him away to a hide-out to be held while negotiations went on to exchange 
the Yankee President for an army of Confederate soldiers in Northern 
prisons. Several outsiders came into “the enterprise” on Booth’s representa- 
tions, which were correct, that the proposed abduction was not a crime and 
was strictly included within acts of legitimate warfare. Precisely such an 
abduction, it became known later, was proposed to the Government at 
Richmond in ’63 and failed of approval on the ground that there might, 
under the circumstances of risk involved, be a temptation to kill the ab- 
ducted President, which act would be sure to rouse stormy public feeling. 
The human spirit of the H Street boardinghouse had arisen amid forces 
sketched by Lincoln in October of ’63: “Actual war coming, blood grows 
hot, and blood is spilled. Thought is forced from old channels into con- 
fusion. Deception breeds and thrives. Confidence dies and universal suspicion 
reigns. Each man feels an impulse to kill his neighbor, lest he be first killed 
by him. Revenge and retaliation follow. And all this, as before said, may be 
among honest men only; but this is not all. Every foul bird comes abroad 
and every dirty reptile rises up. These add crime to confusion.” 

Had Lincoln been asked to point to some one instance of a foul bird, 
one illustrative specimen of a dirty reptile, he could have produced such an 
exhibit as the letter signed with the name of Pete Muggins, undoubtedly an 
alias. Other exhibits employed the obscene and lewd. This one hymned its 
hate with blasphemy, ran on into babbling and raving, suggested froth on 
the furious lips wishing death. This one read: 

„ , . . v _ Fillmore, La. November 25th, i860 

Old Abe Lincoln J 

God damn your god damned old Hellfired god damned soul to hell god damn 
you and goddam your god damned family’s god damned hellfired god damned soul 
to hell and god damnation god damn them and god damn your god damn friends 
to hell. God damn their god damned souls to damnation. God damn them and god 
dam their god damn families to eternal god damnation god damn souls to hell god 
damn them and God Almighty God damn Old Hamlin to[o] to hell God damn his God 
damned soul all over everywhere double damn his God damned soul to hell. 

Now you God damned old Abolition son of a bitch God damn you I want you 
to send me God damn you about one dozen good offices Good God Almighty God 
damn your God damned soul and three or four pretty Gals God damn you 
And by so doing God damn you you 

Will Oblige 

Pete Muggins 

This was the breed of haters sought by Booth for his schemes. The 
first requisite was a hate so deep that only violence in the deed could 
gratify it. Of this human impulse Lincoln noted that it added crime to 
confusion. 

For six months, in the words of Booth, they worked “to capture” the 
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President. Mrs. Surratt’s son John H., Jr., at first opposed and then gave 
way to Booth’s eloquence. Young Surratt had “done some hard riding” 
between Richmond and Washington, had, as he said later, carried dispatches 
“in the heels of his boots or between the planks of his buggy.” Young 
Surratt served a cause he believed sacred and romantic. “It w r as a fascinating 
life ... it seemed to me as if I could not do too much or run too great a 
risk.” Just old enough to vote, six feet high, slender but powerful, blond 
with eyes sunken under a bulging forehead, he knew his footing more 
surely than the others. He quit his job as an Adams Express Company 
clerk to join Booth. With him came one Louis J. Weichmann, a wavering, 
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suspicious, and careful young man who had been Surratt’s chum for two 
years at college when Surratt studied for the priesthood. Weichmann had 
been a schoolteacher in Washington, later getting a clerkship in the office 
of the commissary general of prisoners. Also there were the two former 
Maryland schoolmates of Booth, Samuel Arnold and Michael O’Laughlin. 
Arnold was a farm hand who hated farm work, rather lazy, a student of 
books with an unmanageable vocabulary. O’Laughlin was a Baltimore livery- 
stable worker, fairly good at handling horses and better yet at carrying 



An inscription on a windowpane in Meadville, Pennsylvania, coincided with a visit of 
Booth there attending to his oil-stock investments. The scrawl read: “Abe Lincoln 
Departed this Life Aug 13th 1864 By the effects of Poison.” 

liquor. The crew filled the seven bedrooms of Mrs. Surratt’s boardinghouse. 
Some of them subsisted on money furnished by Booth, and all except 
Weichmann were led and lighted by Booth’s stratagems and wildfire elo- 
quence over the glory awaiting them all for their service to the Confederacy. 

A rather pleasant and ordinary American boardinghouse and no den of 
treason at all was Mrs. Surratt’s home, considered aside from its whispered 
and furtive conferences. On February 6 of ’65 John Surratt wrote to a 
cousin in New York, Miss Belle Seaman, a letter giving some of the human 
atmosphere with three young women and several boarders in an evening 
gathering after supper: “I have just taken a peep into the parlor. Would 
you like to know what I saw there? Well, ma was sitting on the sofa, 
nodding first to one chair and then to another, next the piano. Anna [the 
seventeen-year-old sister of John Surratt] is sitting in a comer, dreaming, I 
expect, of J. W. Booth. Well, who is J. W. Booth? She can answer the 
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question. But hark! The doorbell rings and Mr. J. W. Booth is announced, 
And listen to the scamperings. Such brushing and fixing.” 

As though at least one fellow actor should be in the coming drama, as 
though the stage should be represented by one more than himself, Booth for 
many weeks kept after Samuel Knapp Chester, playing in a stock company 
at the Winter Garden in New York. They had been intimate friends six 
years or more and Booth ran the limit of his charms, threats, and persuasions 
m trying to get Chester to join him. In November of ’64, when Booth 
played in Julius Caesar in New York, he told Chester he had a big specu- 
lation in oil. “I met him on Broadway,” ran Chester’s account, “as he was 
talking with some friends. They were joking with him about his oil specula- 
tions. After he left them, he told me that he had a better speculation than 
that on hand, and one they wouldn’t laugh at. Some time after that I met 
him again and he asked me how I would like to go with him. I told him 
I was without means, and therefore could not. He said that didn’t matter; 
that he always liked me, and would furnish the means. He then returned 
to Washington, from which place I received several letters from him. He 
told me he was speculating in farms in lower Maryland and Virginia; still 
telling me that he was sure to coin money, and that I must go in with 
him.” 

A few weeks later Booth calls at Chester’s home, 45 Grove Street, asks 
Chester to go for a walk. They go to a saloon named The House of Lords 
on Houston Street, eat and drink for an hour, walk to another saloon under 
the Revere House, take a few more drinks, then go for a walk up Broad- 
way. Occasionally Booth mentions his “speculation.” If Chester asks what 
is the speculation, Booth says he will tell him by-and-by. They come to the 
comer of Bleecker Street. Chester turns off, saying good night. Booth asks 
him to walk farther. They walk up Fourth Street, Booth saying it is not 
so full of people as Broadway and he wants to tell Chester about the 
speculation. They walk to where they are practically alone. 

“He stopped,” testified Chester, “and told me that he was in a large con- 
spiracy to capture the heads of the Government, including the President, 
and to take them to Richmond. I asked him if that was the speculation he 
wished me to go into. He said it was. I told him I could not do it; that 
it was an impossibility; and asked him to think of my family. He said he 
had two or three thousand dollars that he could leave them. He urged the 
matter, and talked with me, I suppose, half an hour; but I still refused to 
give my assent. Then he said to me, ‘You will at least not betray me,’ and 
added, ‘You dare not.’ He said he could implicate me in the affair anyhow. 
The party he said were sworn together, ana if I attempted to betray them, 
I would be hunted down through life. He urged me further, saying I had 
better go in. I told him ‘No,’ and bade him good-night, and went home.” 

Shortly after this, in January, a letter from Booth says the plan is sure 
to win and he must come on to Washington, Chester replying it is im- 
possible. By return mail comes another letter from Booth, enclosing $50 
and saying Chester must come on to Washington. Before Chester answers 
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Booth shows up in New \ork and asks Chester to take a walk with him. 
As they walk Booth says he has been trying to get another actor, John 
Matthews, to join him, but Matthews took fright and said he wouldn’t join. 
Matthews showed such fright, says Booth to Chester, that he would not 
have cared if he had “sacrificed” Matthews. Chester tells Booth he doesn’t 
think it is right to speak m that manner. Booth says No, Matthews is a 
coward and not fit to live. Booth goes on to urge Chester to join, saying 
Chester must, there is plenty of money in the affair and if Chester joins 
he will never want for money as long as he lives. The President and othei 
heads of the Government came often to the theatre when Forrest played, 
from fifty to one hundred persons were engaged in the plan, and they 
wished merely that Chester should open the back door of the theatre at a 
signal. Chester says he must consider his family and hopes Booth will not 
mention the affair again. Booth says he can ruin Chester in the acting pro- 
fession if he does not go. Chester again begs him not to mention the affair. 

At this point it seems Booth decided he could not win Chester. “When 
he found I would not go, he said he honored my mother and respected 
my wife, and he was sorry he had mentioned this affair to me; but told me 
to make my mind easy and he would trouble me no more. I then returned 
him the money he had sent me. He told me he would not allow me to do so, 
but that he was so very short of funds.” Thus in one case were instanced 
the methods and persistence of Booth, with characteristic exaggeration, mis- 
representation, and flamboyance. From his own profession he tried to enlist 
two and got none. His final move in the case of Chester was to urge Ford 
to lure Chester to Washington by the offer of an engagement. 

To Chester, to Matthews, and to John H. Surratt, it seemed, Booth 
described his plan by which in a crowded theatre they would swarm m 
upon the President, overpower him and truss him with ropes, and in a 
house by prearrangement thrown into darkness the captive would be 
lowered to the stage, carried to a waiting wagon, and conveyed out of 
Washington cross-country to Richmond. When it was rumored the Presi- 
dent was to occupy a box in Ford’s Theatre on January 18 to see Edwin 
Forrest in the part of Jack Cade, Booth got his forces into action and made 
his personal preparations for what he expected to be the event of his life, 
“the enterprise,” the abduction. He went to Philadelphia and received from 
Asia the long self-portrait letter he had written in November. Writing his 
bold signature “J. Wilkes Booth” on it, he put it back in the envelope, 
resealed it, returned it to Asia, and went back to Washington. 

Surratt had traveled rapidly down roads well known to him, arranging 
here and there for relays of horses and provisions, arriving at Port Tobacco, 
where he and Atzerodt scoured the shores for boats to accommodate a party 
of ten or twelve who were scheduled to cross the wide Potomac on the 
night of January 18 with a captive. After a night of hard riding Surratt 
arrived in Washington on January 16 to report that the preparations on 
the route to Richmond were made. 

An elaborate trap was set, ready and waiting. The lights were to go 



328 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

out. The President was to be seized, bound, thrown to the stage, hustled 
through a rear door to a wagon. 

The attempt would have been made except for one fact and condition- 
the President did not on the appointed and expected evening of January 18 
attend Ford’s Theatre. 

His pride shaken, his stars smutched, his standing not so good as it had 
been with his minions, Booth stayed away from Washington nearly a month, 
spending part of the time at the New York home of his brother Edwin. 
There as usual he spoke for the Confederate cause, though never revealing 
to his brother any slightest inkling of his desperate “speculation.” With 
Surratt and Weichmann, however, on the evening of March 3 Wilkes Booth 
watched the closing night session of Congress. The next day he stood close 
to the central figure of the inauguration, saying to Chester weeks later 
amid drinks at a table m the House of Lords m New York, as his hand 
struck the table for emphasis, “What an excellent chance I had to kill the 
President, if I had wished, on inauguration day J ” On the night of March 4 
he was again in the parlor of the H Street boardinghouse. Surratt was there, 
having been on a horse all day watching the inaugural parade and picking 
up news. 

On at least one day Booth prowled the White House grounds with 
Paine. And if later statements of Paine to Major Thomas T. Eckert were 
correct, Booth directly suggested to the powerful young panther from 
Florida that he should go into the White House, send in his card, enter 
Lincoln’s office like any one of many petitioners— and then and there shoot 
the President. Booth seemed to have taunted Paine with lacking nerve in 
this. Yet again on Booth’s suggestion Paine lurked among bushes in front of 
the White House conservatory. After a light rain had come a freeze with 
a crust of ice crackling under footsteps. Lincoln walked by in company 
with Eckert, and Paine heard Lincoln say, “Major, spread out, spread out, 
or we shall break through the ice.” Paine in the bushes heard Lincoln telling 
Eckert of Illinois days once when neighbors returning from mill with their 
meal bags were crossing the frozen Sangamon River and as the ice cracked 
when they were part way over someone called the warning, “Spread out, 
spread out, or we shall break through the ice.” 

To Paine, it appeared, Booth spoke of killing the President. To the 
others his plans aimed at abduction. One March night he arranged for 
Surratt and Paine, with two ladies boarding at the H Street house, to 
occupy the box at Ford’s used by the President. Between acts Booth came 
to the box. They examined doors, locks, the passageway, and became familiar 
with what Booth hoped was to be a scene of their operations. Soon after 
at the Lichau House on Pennsylvania Avenue between Sixth and Four-and- 
a-Half streets, Booth, Arnold, O’Laughlin, Surratt, Atzerodt, Herold, and 
Paine held a stormy session. Booth stood out for the spectacular method of 
abducting the President from the box of a crowded theatre. Others had 
doubts. Arnold led in voicing opposition, saying no one could foresee when 
the President would attend, and a capture in the suburbs would be safer 
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and surer, reminding Booth that the President was expected soon to attend 
a theatrical performance at or near the Soldiers’ Home. “If the thing was 
not done in a week,” Arnold would withdraw. Booth flashed with anger 
and said Arnold had spoken enough to deserve shooting. Arnold quietly 
made the point, “Two can play at that game.” The majority leaned to 
Arnold. They agreed to meet the following evening at Ford’s Theatre, 
where Booth was to play his noted role of Pescara. There they did meet, 
all excepting Paine, w ho was kept in hiding from provost guards who might 
inquire why he was violating a Confederate deserter’s pledge to stay north 
of Washington. They watched friends and admirers of Booth applauding 
his appearance after long absence from the stage. They heard him pass the 
word to them that the next Monday was the day for the big attempt. 

On this Monday, apparently March 20, announcement had been made 
that the President would attend a performance of Still Waters Run Deep 
at the Soldiers’ Home, some three miles from the White House. In a piece 
of woodland near by, designated by Booth, they were to rendezvous. They 
rode out two by two, Arnold and O’Laughhn, Atzerodt and Paine, Booth 
and Surratt. Herold had been sent ahead to wait for them at the town of 
Surrattsville, with ropes, rifles, ammunition, repair tools. The ropes were to 
stretch across roads and delay pursuers until Port Tobacco, thirty-six miles 
south of Washington, could be reached. There Atzerodt was to be at hand 
with a boat. Arnold and O’Laughlin were to act as lookouts and stop inter- 
ference. The carriage was to be surrounded. Surratt was to mount and take 
the rems. Paine was to lock his gigantic arms around the victim and render 
him helpless. Booth was to command and to serve any emergency. Across a 
bridge into Maryland— on down through' a few towns they knew well- 
over the Potomac in Atzerodt’s ferry— and they would have the Com- 
mander in Chief of the Union armies a prisoner near Richmond in enemy 
hands— and a performed exploit that would daze the world with its finesse 
and audacity. 

Thus the scheme. Early in the afternoon they hear the wheels of the 
President’s carriage. They sit their horses in feverish anxiety. It is their 
high hour. The world is to hear of them. The carriage comes nearer. It 
draws near enough for them to see inside. Someone is there inside. They 
look closer. They see the face is not that of the gaunt, woebegone Abraham 
Lincoln. They are foiled again. Arnold and O’Laughlin ride for their homes 
in Maryland. Surratt and Atzerodt ride to tell Herold they have failed. 
Surratt about six o’clock enters his mother’s boardinghouse on H Street 
brandishing a small four-barreled revolver, answering Weichmann’s query 
why he is so excited, “I will shoot anyone that comes into this room; my 
prospect is gone, my hopes are blighted.” In ten more minutes Paine enters, 
excited, pistol in hand. Fifteen minutes pass and the leader strides in, walking 
frantically around the room three or four times, suddenly recognizing 
Weichmann and saying, “I did not see you.” Surratt, Paine, Booth, go up- 
stairs to a third-story back room, and after a half-hour leave the house. 
Paine goes to Baltimore, Booth to New York. Surratt leaves for Richmond 
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and disappears forever from Booth’s plans to save the Confederacy by the 
device of abduction. Arnold too disappears from Booth’s orbit, his vanish- 
ing marked by a letter to Booth March 27 inquiring, “Why not, for the 
present, desist for various reasons?” Arnold requires money and pleads: 
“I am as you well know, in need. I am, you may say, in rags; whereas today 
I ought to be well clothed.” With no reproaches the farm hand appeals to 
the noted actor as between two scholars and gentlemen: “Do not in anger 
peruse this: weigh all I have said; and as a rational man and a friend, you 
cannot censure or upbraid my conduct. I sincerely trust this, nor aught 
else that shall or may occur, will ever be an obstacle to obliterate our former 
friendship and attachment.” 

And this same week Booth’s mother addressed a letter to him at Ford’s 
Theatre. She is alone and he does not come to her. She has heard enough 
about him to trouble her. She writes him as “My Dear Boy,” is glad he has 
sent her a letter, is sad at being parted from him, and seems to sense some- 
thing vaguely portentous. “I have never doubted your love and devotion to 
me; in fact I always gave you praise for being the fondest of all my boys, 
but since you leave me to grief I must doubt it. I am no Roman mother 
[meaning she had no sons to sacrifice for any country]. I love my dear 
ones before country or anything else. Heaven guard you, is my constant 
prayer,” 

From New York Booth returns to Washington on March 25. For the 
time all plans are off because the President on March 23 left for City Point 
and the army fronts. On April i Booth goes to New York. To Chester on 
April 7 he voices despair, admits funds are low and he is selling off his 
horses. He regrets not having killed the President on inauguration day, 
telling Chester, “I was on the stand as close to him nearly as I am to you.” 
He leaves New York for the last time, arrives in Washington April 8. Two 
days later Washington is ablaze with flags and the North howling joy over 
the surrender of Lee’s army. Paine, Atzerodt, and Herold are left to Booth, 
awaiting his wish and whim. On the evening of April 1 1 he is with Paine 
on the White House lawn near the window where the President speaks. 
He is shaken with rage at the President’s saying the elective franchise, the 
ballot, should be given to the colored man, “the very intelligent, and . . . 
those who serve our cause as soldiers.” He urges Paine to shoot the speaker, 
Paine protesting the risk is too great. The two walk away, Booth muttering, 
“That is the last speech he will ever make.” 

Events had swept away all doubts for Booth as to his course. Abduction 
now would serve no end. For what could an abducted President be 
exchanged? Now he could let loose the impulse to kill which had so defi- 
nitely moved him. Now he must shape himself as an Avenger. The Roman 
avenger Brutus, the patriotic Swiss slayer of a tyrant, William Tell, both 
were in his mind. He expected to make it a famed and laureled trio: 
Brutus, Tell, and Booth. He would be the whirlwind dark angel of retribu- 
tion and justice— this was the fond wish. Never for a moment iu the piled 
and ramified materials of evidence was there an indication that he examine d 
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his own heart and studied himself on the question of what was driving him 
on and whether he was first of all an actor. No slightest phrase ever escaped 
him, it would seem, to indicate that for an instant he examined himself for 
key motives, saying. “Perhaps my mind is playing me with trick mirrors 
and I am seeing myself \\ ith monstrous distortions uncorrected. Can a mind 
have these false imaginings leading it on as though he should step off a roof 
to a floor of fog, believing the fog is still the roof* Or am I like a man 
on the top of a tall building daring himself to leap to death and finally 
being taunted by himself and by a crowd below that he is afraid to leap— 
finally leaping to his doom for the sake of proving to himself and the 
crowd that he can flirt with death and like it*” 

Until this week, believed his sister Asia, who perhaps understood him 
through a deeper love than he had ever searched himself with, he was sane. 
“If Wilkes Booth was mad,” she wrote, “his mind lost its balance between 
the fall of Richmond, and the terrific end.” 

In an inside coat pocket he carried the photographs of four actresses, 
rather beautiful women as the pictures rendered their faces, Fay Brown, 
Effie Germon, Alice Gray, Helen Western— and a fifth woman, half-smiling, 
later identified merely as “a Washington society woman.” Whether any of 
them affected his motives in the slightest, whether any of them swayed him 
by taunt or pleasure or gift, whether any of them had intimacy of word 
and mind with him so as to know the seething concentrated purpose that 
swept aside all other passions— the later record revealed nothing. The main 
derivation was that out of many 'women whose faces he might have cared 
to look on there were five whose photographs he carried in an inner coat 

Time for women, time for pleasuring himself with them, this he found, 
on an Aquidneck Hotel register on April 3 signing for Room No. 3 for 




From the hotel register page. Original m the Barrett collection. 

“J. W. Booth & Lady”— on March 5 of ’65 signing his name to a verse he 
wrote on an envelope back: 

Now, m this hour that we part, 

I will ask to be forgotten never 
But in thy pure and guileless heart 
Consider me thy friend, dear Eva. 

And the daughter of a United States Senator, her name protected during 
ensuing scandals, Eva joined her quoted lines on the same envelope back: 
“For of all sad words from tongue or pen— The saddest are these— It might 
have been,” dating it “March 5th, 1865, In John’s room—” 
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John Deery, the national champion billiard-player who kept billiard 
parlors and a bar in front of Grover’s Theatre, during this week saw Booth 
often. What seemed out of the ordinary to Deery was “the amazing quan- 
tity of liquor Booth drank.” Sometimes he called for a second glass of 
brandy and tossed it off when he had barely drained his first one. “During 
that week,” said Deery, “he sometimes drank at my bar as much as a quart 
of brandy in the space of less than two hours of an evening. ... It was 
more than a spree, I could see that, and yet Booth was not given to sprees.” 
Later Deery was to judge of this “Booth was crazy, but he didn’t show it.” 
The theory was that any natural and inherited insanity dominating Booth 
this week was heightened and accentuated by liquor. “No man have I ever 
known who possessed a more winning personality,” said Deery. “In his 
ways with his intimates he was as simple and affectionate as a child. John 
Wilkes Booth cast a spell over most men with whom he came in contact, 
and I believe all women without exception.” 

On April 12 Booth writes to a woman in New York who signs herself 
“Etta.” She answers April 13, “Yes, Dear, I can heartily sympathize with 
you, for I too, have had the blues ever since the fall of Richmond, and like 
you, feel like doing something desperate.” He has enlisted her in some 
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phase of his projects and she lets him know “I have not yet had a favorable 
opportunity to do what you wished, and I so solemnly promised, and what, 
in my own heart, I feel ought to be done. I ? emember what happiness is in 
store for us if we succeed in our present undertakings.” She informs him 
that “the means you gave me when we parted” is gone. She quotes, “Money 
makes the mare go” and assures him “I do as you desired and keep as 
secluded as a nun, -which is not agreeable to me as you have found.” 

On April 14 Booth writes to his mother a letter dated “2 a.m.” of that 
day. “Dearest Mother.” he begins. “I know you hardly expect a letter 
from me, and am sure you will hardly forgive me. But indeed I have had 
nothing to write about. Everything is dull, that is, has been till last night. 
[The illumination.] Everything was bright and splendid. More so in my 
eyes if it had been displayed in a nobler cause. But so goes the world. Might 
makes right. I only drop you these few lines to let you know I am well, 
and to say I have not heard from you. Excuse brevity; am in haste. Had 
one from Rose [his sister]. With best love to you all I am your affectionate 
son ever. John.” That was all. To his mother, to his brother Edwin, to such 
intimate long-time friends as John T. Ford and John Deery, no inklings of 
a deed and a motive for which he is willing to pay his life, no hint of his 
interior self— lashed, driven, twisted to where he seemed at times two persons, 
one the player who is to enact an inconceivably tragic role for world gaze, 
the other a spectator fascinated and spellbound that he himself could see 
it all before the world saw it and himself not shrink back from it. 

The word “assassin,” several commentators were to note, took root from 
the word “hashish” or “hasheesh,” an East Indian drug that inflates the self- 
importance of the one eating it. 

Between eleven and twelve o’clock of Good Friday morning, April 14, 
Booth comes to Ford’s Theatre for his mail, hears that a messenger from 
the White House has engaged a box for the President that evening. He 
goes into action, hires a bay mare for himself to be ready at four o’clock 
in the afternoon, orders a big one-eyed bay horse he bought in December 
to be hitched in the rear of Ford’s "for the use of Paine, who at this hour 
has the assignment of dispatching General Grant while Booth attends to 
the General’s host. He calls on Mrs. Surratt just as she with Weichmann 
is leaving for Surrattsville, handing her a package holding a field glass to be 
delivered at a tavern there. To the empty Ford’s Theatre he goes, seeing the 
two boxes thrown into one, the rocking chair brought for the President’s 
comer of the box. (As Spangler, the stage carpenter, and John Peanuts, the 
chore boy, had arranged the box that afternoon and brought in the special 
rocking chair for the President, Spangler had grunted, “Damn the Presi- 
dent,” John Peanuts asking: “What are you damning the man for s A man 
that has not done any harm to you?” “Aw, he ought to be damned,” re- 
joined Spangler, “for getting all those men shot in the war.”) Booth inspects 
locks, bores a hole through the box door, digs a niche in a plastered brick 
wall for insertion of a bar to hold against the hallway door. 
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He leaves at four o’clock, rides his horse to Grover’s Theatre, dismounts, 
hitches his horse, enters the office. There he writes a statement intended 
for publication next day in the National Intelligencer in explanation and 
defense of what is to happen in Ford’s Theatre in the evening. He writes 
that he has for a long time devoted his money, time, and energies to the 
accomplishment of an end, but has been baffled; the moment has at length 
arrived when his plans must be changed; the world may censure him for 
what he is about to do, but he is sure that posterity will justify him. He 
signs the paper “Men who love their country better than gold or life. 
J. W. Booth, — Paine, — Atzerodt, — Herold.” He seals this in an 
envelope addressed to the editor of the National Intelligencer. On his horse 
riding up the avenue he sees John Matthews, the actor he had failed to 
enlist in the abduction scheme. He had put a postage stamp on the envelope 
and was going to mail it. Now he hands Matthews the envelope and asks 
him to deliver it personally in the morning unless in the meantime he 
sees Booth and hears otherwise. (He cannot know that in the later excite- 
ment of the evening Matthews will tear open the envelope, read its message, 
and lay it on a fire and watch every last fleck of it burn.) 

While he talks with Matthews, officers of Lee’s army pass by in a body 
as prisoners of war. Booth lays a theatrical hand on his forehead and gives 
a dramatic cry: “Great God! I have no longer a country!” Grant rides by 
in an open carriage, Booth perhaps in a moment of hurried wonderment 
trying to picture the meeting of Grant and Paine that night in a theatre 
box. Then he gives a good-by handshake to Matthews and gallops away. 
At the Kirkwood Hotel he stops to send up a card to the secretary of 
Vice-President Andrew Johnson. It reads: “Don’t wish to disturb you. Are 
you at horned” He signs his name to this, a thousand interpretations are later 
to be put on it. 

At seven in the evening Booth leaves his room at the National Hotel for 
the last time. In passing he asks the hotel clerk if he is going to Ford’s 
Theatre this evening. The clerk hadn’t thought about it. “There will be 
some fine acting there tonight,” says Booth, and he moves on— there is work 
to do. News has come that General Grant has departed for Burlington, 
New Jersey. Booth hurries to the Herndon House and sees Paine. They 
arrange their timing: at the same hour and minute of the clock that night 
Paine is to go to the house of Seward and kill the Secretary of State and 
Booth to kill the President. Atzerodt, run the further plans, is to kill Vice- 
President Johnson. Herold is to guide Paine to the Seward home and then 
hurry to the support of Atzerodt. On the street Booth talks with Atzerodt, 
who has heard or the bowels and fighting nerve of Andy Johnson and now 
tells Booth he enlisted for abduction but not killing. Atzerodt begs and 
whimpers. Booth storms at him and curses him for a coward and a traitor. 
Furthermore, Booth reminds him he has gone too far to back out and if he 
does not hang for murder he may hang as an accomplice. 

Atzerodt, armed with a revolver he knows he can never use, drifts away, 
never to see Booth again, though in his room at the Kirkwood Hotel on the 



SHOCK— THE ASSASSIN— A STRICKEN PEOPLE 335 

floor above Vice-President Johnson’s room he has the bankbook entrusted 
to him by Booth showing a credit of $455 with the Ontario Bank of Mon- 
treal. The horse Atzerodt hired that afternoon at one stable and left saddled 
and bridled at another stable, ready for his escape if he did what others ex- 
pected of him, this horse he calls for, rides to the Kirkwood Hotel, but 
goes no nearer the man he is supposed to shoot than the ground-floor saloon. 
On his horse Atzerodt rides past Ford’s Theatre. Riding past the Patent 
OfHce he throws away a bowie knife and its sheath. On his horse he rides 
till midnight, hearing tumult on the streets, going to the Pennsylvania House 
and hearing the wild news that the President and the Cabinet members are 
all murdered. Atzerodt returns the horse, rides a horsecar to the navy yard, 
begs permission to sleep in the store of a man he knows, wandering back to 
his hotel, wandering away early in the morning on foot headed toward his 
boyhood home twenty-two miles west of Washington, in Georgetown 
pawning his revolver for $10— a muddled and woe-struck wanderer, one of 
the only three men in the world who could have told the police beforehand 
to the hour and minute of Booth’s intentions at Ford’s Theatre that night. 

At a stable near Ford’s and close to ten o’clock Booth, Paine, and Herold 
get on their horses and part, Booth to go to Ford’s, Herold to guide Paine 
to the Seward house. At the back door of Ford’s Booth calls for Spangler 
to hold his horse, enters and goes down under the stage, out of a private 
door into an alley and therefrom to the street in front of the theatre. Span- 
gler meantime calls the door boy John Peanuts to hold Booth’s horse, Pea- 
nuts saying he has to tend his door, Spangler saying if anything goes wrong 
to lay the blame on him. Out front on the street Booth sees the President’s 
carriage at the curb, a crowd of curiosity-seekers on the sidewalk, some of 
them waiting to have a look at the presidential party when it leaves the 
theatre. The play is more than half over and a stir of voices and laughter 
drifts out from the windows to the lighted and cheerful street. 

Booth walks past the doorkeeper Buckingham with a pleasant smile and 
“You’ll not want a ticket from me?” asks the time, and is pointed to the 
clock in the lobby. He requests a chew of tobacco from Buckingham, who 
draws a plug from which Booth takes a bite. Among many gentlemen of 
the time it is as customary a proceeding as gentlemen of a previous genera- 
tion exchanging snuff; shining brass cuspidors are available and provided in 
the lobby. Buckingham introduces to some friends “the distinguished young 
actor Wilkes Booth.” On the street an actor who is to sing a new patriotic 
song asks the time and the theatre costumer steps into the lobby and, loolc- 
ing at a large clock on the wall, calls out, “Ten minutes past ten.” Booth 
opens a door from the lobby into the parquet, takes notes of the presidential 
box, whether there are any visitors, whether all is as serene as he hopes. He 
has seen Our American Cousin played and has calculated to fine points the 
strategic moment for his deed. Soon to come is that moment when only one 
actor will be out in front on the stage, only a woman and a boy in the wings. 
A laugh from the audience usually follows the exit of two ladies, a loud 
enough laugh perhaps to smother any unusual noises in a box. 
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Booth goes up the stairs leading to the dress circle, picks his way among 
chairs behind an outer row of seats, reaches the door of the passageway 
leading to the presidential box. He leans against the wall, takes a cool survey 
of the house. On the stage is only one actor. Booth knows him well, Harry 
Hawk, playing the character of Asa Trenchard, a supposedly salty Ameri- 
can character as imagined by an English dramatist of the time. Mrs. Mount- 
chessington has just left Asa alone with a rebuke that he was not “used to 
the manners of good society.” Asa meditates alone over this: “Well, I guess 
I know enough to turn you inside out, old gal— you sockdologizing old man- 
trap.” 

Booth opens the door into the narrow hallway leading to the box, steps 
in, closes the door, fixes the bar in the mortised niche and against the door 
panel. On soft tiger feet he moves toward the box door, puts an eye to the 
hole bored through the door, sees his victim is precisely where he wishes 
and as he had planned. Softly he swings the door back and with his brass 
derringer pistol in the right hand and a long dagger in the other, he steps 
into the box. 

Up till that instant any one of a million ordinary conceivable circum- 
stances of fate could have intervened and made the next moment impossible. 
Yet not one of those potential circumstances arrived. What happened that 
next moment became world history— not because of him who did what was 
done, but because of the name, life, and works of the victim of the deed. 

“Think no more of him as your brother,” wrote Edwin Booth to Asia; 
“he is dead to us now, as soon he must be to all the world, but imagine the 
boy you loved to be in that better part of his spirit, in another world.” And 
referring to a weeping nameless betrothed one, Edwin added, “I have had a 
heart-broken letter from the poor little girl to whom he had promised so 
much happiness.” 

The sheer technique of the assassin, his keen mathematical calculations 
beforehand, his swift and ruthless execution of those calculations, his dra- 
matic assumption of the role of an Avenger laughing triumphantly over 
those who loved what he had killed— these were given praise, strange tribute, 
bitterly ironic plaudits, such as came from the Reverend Dr. E. N. Kirk, 
writing in a religious journal, the Congregationahst: 

“Weep, brothers, weep! You have cause. It is right, it is manly. The 
murder was cruel. It searched for and found the spot where it might meet 
and wound a nation’s heart. No common sacrifice would satisfy its morbid, 
fiendish appetite. It would not strike until it could bring to its foul divinity 
the libation of a nation’s tears. 

“Weep, brothers; confess to the success of the enterprise. The shot was 
well aimed. It brought us all down, down into the dust. Our hearts had all 
met in one man; and there they all received the fatal blow. It was cruel to 
hurt us so. We bow before the monster and confess his power. We acknowl- 
edge his skill. He understood his mission.” 

In New York the press chronicled the death by his own hand of a young 
Swede named Charles Johnson, who left behind him the written message “I 
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want to join Abraham Lincoln.” He had “brooded,” ran the story, over an 
act beyond reason. Many others were brooding now, their reason shaken. 

And the one man whose sworn duty it was to have intercepted the 
assassin— John F. Parker* There were charges brought against him by Super- 
intendent A. C. Richards of the Metropolitan Police Force, “that Said Parker 
was detailed to attend and protect the President Mr. Lincoln, that while the 
President was at Ford’s Theatre on the night of the 14th of April last, Said 
Parker allowed a man to enter the President’s private Box and Shoot the 
President.” But there was no trial on these charges, and it was not till three 
years later that Parker was to be dishonorably dismissed from the police 
force for sleeping on his beat. 

Neither Stanton nor La Fayette C. Baker nor any member of Congress 
nor any newspaper metropolitan or rural, nor any accustomed guardian of 
public welfare, took any but momentary interest in the one guard sworn 
to a sacred duty who distinguished himself as a marvelous cipher, a more 
curious derelict than any during the war shot by a firing squad for desertion, 
cowardice in the face of the enemy, or sleeping at the post of duty. The 
watch guards of public welfare all had other fish to fry, and it was to be 
many years before the dereliction of John F. Parker, a nonentity and as 
such a curiously odd number, was to be duly assessed. 

How did Parker take the news of Lincoln’s assassination* It awoke some 
lethargy in his bones. Probably all night long he wandered half-dazed over 
the streets of Washington, stopping in saloons, gathering the news, wonder- 
ing, bothering his head about what explanations he could make. At six 
o’clock in the morning, according to the police blotter, he brought to head- 
quarters a woman of the streets he had arrested, her name Lizzie Williams. 
Parker had decided he would make it a matter of record that he was on the 
job as a police officer, that early in the morning he was on the job. So he 
brings in a forlorn, bedraggled streetwalker— against whom he proved no 
case, and Lizzie Williams was promptly discharged. This was his offering: 
instead of intercepting the killer of the President shortly after 10 p.m. he 
brings in to headquarters a battered and worn prostitute at 6 a.m. in a cold 
gray rain and the sky a noncommittal monotone. 

The guard William H. Crook awoke in his home on the morning after 
Good Friday to hear the news, and his first thought was, “If I had been on 
duty at the theater, I would be dead now.” His next thought was to wonder 
whether his fellow guard John F. Parker was dead. Years later he was to 
wonder why the negligence of the guard on duty had “never been di- 
vulged,” writing: “So far as I know, it was not even investigated by the 
police department. Yet, had he [Parker] done his duty, President Lincoln 
would not have been murdered by Booth.” Crook reasoned that a single 
guard at the box entrance could have made a struggle and an outcry that 
would have resulted in the disarming of Booth. “It makes me feel rather 
bitter,” wrote Crook, “when I remember that the President had said, just a 
few hours before, that he knew he could trust all his guards. And then to 
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think that in that one moment of test one of us should have utterly failed 
him! Parker knew that he had failed in duty. He looked like a convicted 
criminal the next day. He was never the same man afterward.” 

Crook believed that Lincoln had a vague inner warning of an attempt to 
be made on the night of April 14. He estimated Lincoln “a man of entire 
sanity,” requiring a basis of reality for any dream that disturbed him. “But 
no one has ever sounded the spring of spiritual insight from which his nature 
was fed. To me it all means that he had, with his waking on that day, a 
strong prescience of coming change. As the day wore on the feeling dark- 
ened into an impression of coming evil. The suggestion of the crude violence 
we witnessed on the street pointed to the direction from which the evil 
should come. He was human; he shrank from it. But he was characterized by 
what some men call fatalism; others, devotion to duty; still others, religious 
faith. Therefore he went open-eyed to the place where he met, at last, the 
blind fanatic.” 

“If the sentinel over the President’s box had been properly disciplined, 
the assassination would probably have been prevented,” wrote J. W. Phelps 
to Sumner. Had Lincoln been more strict and concerned about his personal 
guard, the story would have been different. The incompetency in this par- 
ticular affair, believed Phelps, was but one instance of the President “gov- 
erned by personal peculiarities in his whole course of policy.” Phelps shaped 
a verbal cartoon: “His [Lincoln’s] goodness, benevolence, and magnanimity 
were as much out of place at the head of a people so truculently cunning 
as we are, as would be a human head upon a snake’s body.” From this Phelps 
proceeded to scathing judgments of the Government and its army, in tone 
matching what General William Tecumseh Sherman wrote this spring: 
“Washington is as corrupt as Hell, made so by the looseness and extrava- 
gance of the war. I will avoid it as a pest house.” 

In company with Senator Ben Wade went Congressman Henry Laurens 
Dawes to greet in the Kirkwood House the newly swom-in President An- 
drew Johnson. And Wade’s greeting, as Congressman Dawes told it to his 
daughter Anna, ran: “Mr Johnson, I thank God that you are here. Lincoln 
had too much of the milk of human kindness to deal with these damned 
rebels. Now they will be dealt with according to their deserts.” 

This feeling ran through a caucus of the Republican-party radicals meet- 
ing that day to consider, as Congressman George Julian phrased it, “a line 
of policy less conciliatory than that of Mr. Lincoln.” Julian reported his 
observation: “While everybody was shocked at his murder, the feeling was 
nearly universal that the accession of Johnson to the Presidency would 
prove a godsend to the country.” Several letters to Johnson this week car- 
ried this view. One from Senator B. Gratz Brown of Missouri almost jubi- 
lated. “Sad as was the atrocity which deprived us of a President whose 
heart was all kindness ... I yet believe that God in his Providence has 
called you to complete the work of rebuilding this nation that it might be 
stamped with the idea of radical democracy in all its parts.” A letter of T. 
Fiske to President Johnson April 20 actually did jubilate: “In the good Prov- 
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idence of the Almighty Ruler of events, you have been placed at the most 
exalted situation in the world. The people of this great nation will now 
‘thank God and take courage,’ believing, as they must, that the days of crim- 
inal clemency to traitors are over, that milk-and-water and the oath of 
allegiance, will not longer be relied on, as sovereign remedies for treason 
and rebellion.” 

From the Judge Advocate’s office, at headquarters of the Department of 
the South, Hilton Head, South Carolina, John C. Gray, Jr., wrote to John 
C. Ropes of how the news of the assassination had come like a thunderclap 
and overshadowed all other thought. “At first I did not know whether to 
attribute it to Jeff Davis or Ben Butler, the probability being about equal, 
but now I fancy neither of them had anything to do with it. . . . However 
that may be, it cannot fail terribly to embitter the feelings on both sides, the 
honest belief of Lincoln’s friends that their enemies, domestic or rebel, in- 
stigated and approved the deed, and the indignation of those opposed to him 
who had nothing to do with the murder at the false accusations, will both 
be sources of evil. Yet I do not fear the action or feeling of the people so 
much, they will talk loudly, but the actions of a democracy, notwithstand- 
ing all said to the contrary, are generally only too merciful, but I do fear 
the terrible power that is given to the ultra radicals to work evil to the 
country.” 

Of the new President little was known, and, continued Gray to Ropes: 
“He may turn out more of a man than we hope. Henry Ward Beecher told 
an officer on the dock [at Charleston] a few hours after the news was an- 
nounced of Lincoln’s death, that Johnson’s little finger was stronger than 
Lincoln’s loins, and though I have heard nothing so bad myself, I can see 
that a good many think that Mr. Lincoln would have been too lenient with 
the rebels.” 

At a meeting of leading citizens on April 15 in the New York Customs 
House in New York City, William Pitt Fessenden, now the newly elected 
United States Senator from Maine, gave a reminiscence of Lincoln and 
coupled with it a gory promise. Fessenden stood with Lincoln one day in 
the office of the Secretary of State and seeing the President looking weary 
and worn, he said, “Mr. President, the people of the United States are pray- 
ing that God will spare your life to see the end of this rebellion.” And he 
recalled Lincoln’s reply: “Mr. Fessenden, it may be that I shall not live to 
see it, and sometimes I think I shall not; but if I were taken away there are 
those who would perform my duties better.” And Fessenden, believing now 
that the rebel government had taken a hand in the murder of Lincoln, the 
moderate and usually considerate Fessenden, distinctly not one of the radi- 
cals, seethed over a lunatic act, and gave his pledge: “We will hang Jeff 
Davis!” Thus publicly a scrupulous statesman was giving voice to what the 
New York Herald termed “an ominous muttering in the streets.” 

The single event of an assassination swept away a thousand foundations 
carefully laid and protected by the living Lincoln. A long series of delicate 
roots of human relationships that the living Lincoln had nursed and guarded 
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were tom up in a night. Booth had so distinctly proclaimed himself an au- 
thorized Avenger of the South, and official statements and press stories im- 
plied so directly that the assassmation had connections with the Jeff Davis 
Government, that now the word “reconciliation” had lost value. The cry of 
revenge in a day became a vogue and a rage. 

No other organ had more consistently gone along with Lincoln in his 
policy of goodwill toward the South than the New York Herald. While 
Lincoln lay dying the Herald's April 15 issue came out with an editorial 
advising against hanging or the death penalty for Jeff Davis, urging rather. 
“Let him die like Benedict Arnold, in foreign lands, or go, like Judas, and 
hang himself.” The Herald had for long disagreed with the now widely 
quoted demand of Andrew Johnson with reference to traitors: “Their re- 
ward should be the halter and the gallows.” But on Easter Sunday, April 16, 
the Herald changed its tone in drift with a deep undertow moving the 
country, saying editorially: “The assassins struck at the best friends in the 
government to the prostrate rebels of the South. The policy of these men 
was forgiveness and conciliation to the fullest admissible extent; and the pub- 
lic mind everywhere was strongly inclined in the same direction. But the 
dark and shocking events of a single night have wrought in a few hours a 
fearful reaction. There is an ominous muttering in the streets; a general feel- 
ing is abroad that the lives of the wretched assassin or assassins in this horrid 
business will not meet the requirements of justice, and that justice should 
now take its course against treason and traitors wherever found.” 

One question was held pertinent* What from year to year during the 
war did Wilkes Booth meet that might generate a motive and play on it and 
shape it with finality^ He saw and heard hundreds of men of the educated 
and privileged classes indulging in an almost unrestricted freedom of speech. 
Did he see and hear them speak, write, and publish much else than that one 
man had by his own wish and will brought on the war ? Did they tell him 
anything else of import than that this one man had by his own whim and 
determination carried the war on through four devastating, howling, bitter 
years of agony ^ At whom other than this one man did they point the finger 
of blame for the origin and continuance of the war? 

Had Wilkes Booth never for a moment listened to Southern voices about 
this one man— had he dismissed the cries of radicals that this one man was a 
faltering administrator, a trickster, a huckster, and a vain usurper— had he 
been indifferent to the educated and privileged orators and writers who pic- 
tured this one man as a buffoon and a charlatan if not a monster— had Booth 
merely permitted himself to be guided by such newspapers as the New York 
World , the Detroit Free Tress , and the Chicago Times— then he would have 
felt himself correct and justified to go forth with a brass pocket pistol and 
stake his own life on the chance of sending a merciless bullet through the 
head of this one man. For on the head of this one man Lincoln had been 
charged not one bur a thousand infamies any one of which could easily 
light the mind of a vain and cunning fool with a motive to annihilate with 
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one shot the many fiends and monsters alleged to exist in this one man. The 
deed had a prepared scene. 

In part the motive was conditioned in war, in a hurricane of hates and 
passions, where reason to many had become fantasy. While the fury and 
anguish brought out serene and majestic human truths, it also set going a 
vast array of human delusions and hallucinations. Amid the boiling rages 
and seething bewilderments Wilkes Booth moved from city to city, witness- 
ing a national drama more wild, dark, and mysterious than all the plays of 
Shakespeare. Over and again he heard the questions put directly or indi- 
rectly: What was one more killing of a man in a land already strewn with 
corpses and cripples and famished skeletons in prisons- 3 When was human 
life counted cheaper > Where was human dignity when served red on drip- 
ping bayonets or hacked and mangled by shot and shell, with profits and 
fortunes reaped from the strife by nonparticipating buzzards, and homes and 
landscapes indecently burned and ravaged^ 5 The New York Herald on Easter 
Sunday, April 16, dwelt on one public agency as no factor of enlightenment, 
no sobering influence at all. It said directly that newspaper editors shared 
in the guilt of leading an assassin toward his bloody work. An editorial 
headed “The Rebel Press North and South” said: 

“There was an outcry in every house in the land yesterday— The Presi- 
dent is murdered.’ From one member of the family to the other, from room 
to room, and up and down every stairway, this awful piece of news was re- 
peated, and stunned and paralyzed everyone. And it was a natural tribute 
to the position held by this great man in the hearts of the people that if it 
had been the dearest member of each of those households that had been 
stricken down the sudden horror and anguish could hardly have been 
greater. 

“But the blow has fallen, and whence did it come? From Richmond, no 
one doubts, yet wherever the idea was conceived, or the plan framed, it is 
as clear as day that the real origin of this dreadful act is to be found in the 
fiendish and malignant spirit developed and fostered by the rebel press North 
and South. 

“That press has, in the most devilish manner, urged men to the commis- 
sion of this very deed. They who jeered at the first attempt to assassinate 
Mr. Lincoln, in 1861, and said that it was gotten up to bring odium upon 
the South, they who coolly advertised that for one hundred thousand dollars 
Mr. Lincoln and Mr. Seward could both be killed before the 4th of March; 
they who thought the attempt to burn this city a very good joke— excellent 
food for laughter— and they who specifically incited to this murder by their 
invocation to the dagger of Brutus— they are indeed the real authors of this 
horrible crime.” 

In like tone was a diary entry of Adam Gurowski, in Washington on 
the night of April 14 giving his first reaction to the news of that night: “All 
over the rebel region, the press for years incited to Lincoln’s murder. For 
years a part of the Northern press, which was and is the gospel of the 
Northern Copperheads, slavers, and traitors, pointed to Lincoln as a tyrant, 



ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


34 2 

and to Seward as his henchman. Murder and slaughter by infuriated 
wretches are now the fruits of those stimulating teachings.” 

Party spirit and its mouthpieces, the press, the politicians and orators, 
came in for blame from Harper's Weekly. Directly and indirectly, openly 
and cunningly, the passions of men were set on fire by “the assertion that 
Mr. Lincoln was responsible for the war, that he had opened all the yawning 
graves and tumbled the victims in.” To carry their points the political oppo- 
nents of Mr. Lincoln continuously said that he had superseded the laws and 
made himself an autocrat. “If any dangerous plot has been exposed, these 
organs of public opinion had sneered at it as an invention of the Administra- 
tion. If bloody riots and massacres occurred, they were extenuated and 
called ‘risings of the people,’ as if in justifiable vengeance, and as if the op- 
pression of the Government had brought them upon itself.” On the Admin- 
istration of Abraham Lincoln were laid “the basest conceivable crimes” of 
tyrant and despot. “Is it surprising that somebody should have believed all 
this, that somebody should have said, if there is a tyranny it can not be very 
criminal to slay the tyrant, and that working himself up to the due frenzy 
he should strike the blow 15 ” Harper's inquired. Then it deduced: “The les- 
son is terrible. Let us hope that even party spirit may be tempered by the 
result of its natural consequence.” 

Yet even while there were men, mouthpieces, and organs who spoke of 
crying down passion, of soberly remembering the phrases “with malice to- 
ward none, with charity for all,” a deep slow-moving tide of newly aroused 
hate was setting in motion toward the South, a snarling, restless hate con- 
necting with the bloody malice of Wilkes Booth and the shadowy, inexpli- 
cable backgrounds of his deed. Mrs. Chesnut saw this tide rolling toward her 
people, writing in her diary: “Lincoln, old Abe Lincoln, has been killed. 
. . . Why? By whom 5 It is simply maddening. ... I know this foul mur- 
der will bring upon us worse miseries.” An element of the South which 
fought fairly by a clean code shrank in horror at the deed of Booth, the 
Meridian (Mississippi) Clarion saying: “We hope that the crime was not 
perpetrated by a Southerner, whom its very barbarity would disgrace. . . . 
We deem the independence of the South eminently desirable, but never 
dreamed that it was to be achieved by assassins. Providence rarely rewards 
crimes against which humanity revolts.” 

“A soldier is not, as many think, wholly devoid of feeling,” wrote Private 
Jenkin Lloyd Jones of the 6th Wisconsin Battery at Chattanooga, in a diary 
entry April 15. “A gloom was cast upon everyone, silently hoping for a 
contradiction [of the news]. All regarded the loss of him as of a near and 
dear relative. Terrible were the oaths and imprecations uttered through 
clenched teeth against the perpetrators.” 

“I learned with pained heart of the assassination,” wrote an Iowa chap- 
lain. “Oh how many brave men & soldiers have I saw weep this day & when 
I met Judge H. C. Caldwell we wept together the Cannon was fired every 
thirty minutes all this day.” 

Sherman on his way to a conference with the Confederate General Jo- 
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seph E. Johnston had a decoded telegram handed him by an operator. It 
was from Stanton and began; “President Lincoln was murdered about io 
o’clock last night.” Sherman pledged the operator to say nothing to anyone 
of the telegram. When Sherman and Johnston sat alone in a small farmhouse, 
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Sherman handed over the telegram. Johnston read. On his forehead slowly 
came sweat “in large drops,” as Sherman watched him, Sherman remember* 
ing so clearly and for so long a time afterward how one of the greatest of 
Confederate captains said that “Mr. Lincoln was the best friend they had” 
and the assassination was “the greatest possible calamity to the South. . In the 
surrender terms they were to sign, Sherman’s motive, according to his keen- 
est interpreter, probably ranged around a thought: “Lincoln is dead. I will 
make his kind of a peace,” 
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When later the dread news was given to Sherman’s army, there were 
curses and cries for vengeance among the troops. Many were ready to bum 
the city of Raleigh to the ground. Logan made speeches against it, other 
officers intervened, and discipline prevailed, though all agreed a horror sur- 
passing that at Columbia came near to lighting the night sky. 

Now Laura Keene and Harry Hawk and the cast of Our American 
Cousin were in jail, detained for inquiry. Now the friends and acquaintances, 
relatives, and alleged kinsmen of the assassin were by the scores either under 
arrest or kept under guard in their homes. Now the gentle sister Asia Booth 
was arrested, but kept in custody in her Philadelphia home. Now the 
brother Edwin announced he would play no more drama for the American 
public— not for years, if ever again. Now the pursuit of the fugitive Jeffer- 
son Davis was urged more furiously by Stanton in the expectation of fasten- 
ing blame or guilt on high Confederate officials as conspirators. Now a colo- 
nel had come to the front door of Charles A. Dana’s house early of a morn- 
ing, Dana opening a window and asking, “What is it 3 ” and hearing, “Mr. 
Lincoln is dead and Mr. Stanton directs you to arrest Jacob Thompson.” 
Less than a day previous Lincoln had said No to this, had said, “When you 
have got an elephant by the hind leg, and he’s trying to run away, it’s best 
to let him run.” Now Stanton and a host of officials had no compunctions, 
no hesitations, about drastic policies of punishment which had been tempered 
and modified by the chief now dead. In the case of Thompson, Stanton lost, 
his wanted prey sailing to England by way of Halifax. But nothing was 
stopping Stanton from having an inquisitor’s holiday. On his own initiative 
and authority the Secretary of War daily gave the people of the country 
viewpoints and impressions vastly at variance with the tone of the living 
Lincoln at the last Cabinet meeting on the morning of April 14. 

The fugitive Jefferson Davis wrote later of his dominant feeling: “The 
news [of the assassination] was to me very sad, for I felt that Mr. Johnson 
was a malignant man, and without the power or generosity which I believed 
Mr. Lincoln possessed.” 

The escaped Wilkes Booth in his flight across lower Maryland toward 
the Potomac, where he hoped to get a boat over into Virginia and find 
sanctuary with Confederate loyalists who would hail and exalt him— the 
actor-assassin found that his spectacular theatrical performance in Ford’s on 
the night of April 14 was not appreciated as he had expected. He met among 
Confederate loyalists suspicious eyes, questioning tones, looks and faces im- 
plying: “What sort of a slimy rat are you 3 Who can trust the likes of you?” 
In scraps of news that came to his hiding-places, as he winced at the pains 
of a leg bone broken by a mute, inanimate flag, he heard and read of a feel- 
ing deep over the South that he had wronged her and prepared the way 
for woe and folly and hard hearts. He could read and hear of such specific 
items as were summarized in a Harper’s Weekly paragraph captioned 
“Mourning in Richmond”: 

“Roger A. Pryor stated in Petersburg that he believed Mr. Lincoln indis- 
pensable to the restoration of peace, and regretted his death more than any 
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military mishap of the South. He and the Mayor placed themselves at the 
head of a movement for a town meeting to deplore the loss on both private 
and public grounds. General Lee at first refused to hear the details of the 
murder. A Mr. Suite and another gentleman waited upon him on Sunday 
night with the particulars. He said that when he dispossessed himself of the 
command of the rebel forces he kept in mind President Lincoln’s benignity, 
and surrendered as much to the latter’s goodness as to Grant’s artillery. The 
General said that he regretted Mr. Lincoln’s death as much as any man in 
the North, and believed him to be the epitome of magnanimity and good 
faith.” 

The Confederate brigadier general and former United States Senator 
from Texas, Louis Wigfall, who had killed eight men in duels wherein each 
man he shot dead had at least a sporting chance— Wigfall refused to credit 
Booth for marksmanship. Heading toward Texas and stopping in Atlanta, 
Wigfall in a room with several other Confederate officers heard the news 
of the assassination brought in. An impressive silence came. After some mo- 
ments Wigfall spoke* “Gentlemen, I am damned sorry for this. It is the 
greatest misfortune that could have befallen the South at this time. I knew 
Abe Lincoln, and, with all his faults, he had a kind heart.” Then Wigfall 
cursed Lincoln’s successor— who had for months been crying for a rope 
around Wigfall’s neck. 

The wide anger of the people was like the face of the sea in an ominous 
moment, as the author of Moby Dick , Herman Melville, read the hour. 
Under the title of his poem “The Martyr” Melville noted: “Indicative of 
the Passion of the People on the 15th of April, 1865.” 

Good Friday was the day 
Of the prodigy and crime, 

When they killed him m his pity, 

When they killed him m his prime. . . . 

. . . they killed him m his kindness, 

In their madness in their blindness, 

And they killed him from behind . . . 

He lieth m his blood— 

The father m his face, 

They have killed him, the Forgiver— 

The Avenger takes his place. . . . 

There is sobbing of the strong, 

And a pall upon the land, 

But the People m their weeping 
Bare the iron hand. 

Beware the People weeping 
When they bare the iron hand. 

In verses tided “Pardon” and footnoted “to Wilkes Booth,” Julia Ward 
Howe wrote that “Harshly the red dawn arose on a deed of his doing . . . 
harsher days he wore out in the bitter pursuing.” And under the tide 
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“Crown His Blood-Stained Pillow” she gave six stanzas for the victim, 
“this passive hand,” “this heart, high-fated,” with the bidding 

In the greenest meadow “Our First Hero, living, 

That the prairies show, Made his country free, 

Let his marble shadow Heed the Second’s giving, 

Give all men to know Death for Liberty,” 

Instead of a tyrant slayer the assassin was the murderer of a good friend 
of the South— this Booth may have read in the Baltimore American with its 
news of his home city draped and suffused with mourning. Or the Rich- 
mond Whig for April 17 may have come into his hands, saying: “The time, 
manner, and circumstances of President Lincoln’s death render it the most 
appalling, the most deplorable calamity which has ever befallen the people 
of the United States. . . . Just as everything was happily conspiring to a 
restoration of tranquility, under the benignant and magnanimous policy of 
Mr. Lincoln, comes this terrible blow. God grant that it may not rekindle 
excitement or inflame passion again.” The secrecy and stealth of the assassin, 
the “insane and malignant” method of the deed, made Southern men too 
heavy-hearted to talk about it. 

Nor if a copy had come into Booth’s hands of his favorite newspaper 
when in Chicago, the Times, would he have gleaned any comfort at reading 
that the future “just beginning to yield a glorious light, is again enveloped 
in utter night.” This foremost of Western Copperhead journals had begun 
to soften its heart as it saw Lincoln moving into a policy it wanted for the 
South. The newspaper once suppressed by General Burnside, and later on at 
a nod from Lincoln being permitted to resume its scathing attacks on him, 
said on April 17: “Since the 4th of March last a higher estimate has been 
put upon Mr. Lincoln’s life, and more voices have ascended to Heaven that 
it might be spared, than ever before. Since that time all men have realized 
something of the magnitude of the concerns involved in his lease of exist- 
ence, and have shuddered at the thought of the possibility of his death.” 
The Times hoped that the rebel leaders had not crowned their record with 
“an unpardonable sin,” hoped further the crime would be found “the work 
of insanity only,” which would be “more at the credit of human nature.” 

On human faces, in a foreboding air, in sudden tattlings of his own imps 
of thought. Booth came to know the awfulness of what his old friend, the 
Chicago Times, reasoned out for its readers on April 19. Nowhere in the 
civilized world could he find asylum if he should escape fiom America. 
“The assassin of a ruler strikes at all rulers; he is like a pirate whom all 
nations have an interest in destroying.” In no foreign country could he show 
his true face or let his name be known. “At the moment he struck down 
Mr. Lincoln he also struck himself from existence. There can be no more a 
J. Wilkes Booth in any country. If caught he will be hanged. If he escapes 
he must dwell in a solitude. He has the brand of Cain upon his brow . . . 
an outcast.” 

In Richmond and other Southern cities Stanton had ordered that the 
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press withhold publication of the news of Lincoln’s assassination. By the 
word-of-mouth grapevine, by letters and the underground whisper, by leaks 
from the Union armies, the news did reach many places. And hope went 
down. Fear grew. The air had a stink of suspicion and mistrust. The former 
War Department clerk in Richmond, J. B. Jones, wrote a final entry: 

“April 17th. Bright and clear. I add a few lines to my Diary. It was whis- 
pered, yesterday, that President Lincoln had been assassinated! I met Gen. 
Duff Green, in the afternoon, who assured me there could be no doubt about 
it. Still, supposing it might be an April hoax, I inquired at the headquarters 
of Gen. Ord, and was told it was true. I cautioned those I met to manifest 
no feeling , as the occurrence might be a calamity for the South; and possibly 
the Federal soldiers, supposing the deed to have been done by a Southern 
man, might become uncontrollable and perpetrate deeds of horror on the 
unarmed people. . . . President Lincoln was killed by Booth (Jno. Wilkes), 
an actor. I suppose his purpose is to live in history as the slayer of a tyrant; 
thinking to make the leading character in a tragedy, and have his perform- 
ance acted by others on the stage.” 

Yet Booth had not entirely miscalculated. There was a small extremist 
minority element North and South who exulted over his deed. In front of 
the New York post office on April 15 a man saluted someone, “Did you 
hear of Abe’s last joke^” In a few minutes he was encircled by raging men 
beating his head and crying “Hang him!” “Kill him!” “Hang the bastard 
up!” Police rescuers took a volley of bricks and stones. A young English- 
man, Peter Britton, having had a few drinks (chronicled the New York 
Herald ), walked Vandewater Street snarling oaths at Lincoln, saying, “I 

came a good ways to see the — buried.” Rescued by police from 

an excited crowd and taken before Justice Dowling, Britton was sentenced 
to six months in prison at hard labor. An old acquaintance of Wilkes Booth, 
Thomas J. Jackson, treasurer of the Winter Garden Theatre, on complaints 
of witnesses that they heard him say he was glad the President had been 
killed, was taken to police headquarters to await action by General Dix. 
Policeman John Brady, also chronicled the Herald , quit the force and 
handed over his shield and club to Captain Caffrey of the 15th precinct, 
fearing to meet before the police trial board the charge that his captain 
heard him say to another officer, “I am glad the President was killed, the 
damned old son of a b — h should have had his head blown off long ago; 
he had distracted the country long enough.” Police Sergeant Walsh of the 
6th precinct, at the corner of Chatham and Pearl streets threw a knockout 
blow to the mouth of one George Wells on hearing the words from that 
mouth: “Old Abe, the son of a bitch, is dead, and he ought to have been 
killed long ago.” Justice Dowling sent Wells to prison for six months, giving 
the same sentence to a stage-driver named John Gallagher on the testimony 
of Officer MacWaters of the 26th precinct that he heard Gallagher say, “It 
served Abe Lincoln right; he ought to have been shot long ago; it would 
have stopped this war.” In company with Gallagher and Wells went a 
man named William Fanning, rescued by police from a crowd that hoped 
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to hang him for “opprobrious, insulting and abusive language concerning 
the President.” A man of name unknown at a newspaper stand m the Bow- 
ery, on reading the assassination particulars, freely and loosely cursed out 
Lincoln and his works, suddenly finding himself knocked down and kicked 
in the face, managing to regain his feet and after a run of several blocks 
eluding his pursuers by dodging into a crowded Christie Street tenement 
house. 

New York, the major draft-riot city, saw more of this tumult than other 
places. From coast to coast, however, there was a Copperhead minority to 
whom Booth was a hero. The Troy (New York) Times itemized: “At Sara- 
toga Rev. Dr. Beecher expelled from his seminary a young lady pupil for 
remarking that the murder of Lincoln made Saturday the happiest day of 
her life. The Doctor says that no person with such sentiments shall sleep 
under his roof. A workman named Neil was expelled from the arsenal on 
Saturday for rejoicing. The other employes ‘hustled him out.’ ” The New 
York Herald described a Poughkeepsie scene of April 15: “A large crowd 
of people are passing up Main Street, escorting a well known rebel sympa- 
thizer, whom they are compelling to carry the American flag. Stopping in 
front of the Eastman College, they compelled him to give three cheers for 
a flag which floated at half-mast. No violence was used but the mob seemed 
determined.” Also in Poughkeepsie a woman named Frisbie “exulted in 
public over the assassination of the President,” finding her house surrounded 
by several hundred infuriated people. A young man named Denton tried to 
interfere, “was immediately throttled,” and with the woman was jailed. 
“This being accomplished the populace quietly dispersed. The city is draped 
in mourning, and the gloom is general.” 

A dispatch from Augusta, Maine, told of two women on the train from 
Skowhegan who “expressed themselves in an offensive manner, exulting over 
the deed of murder,” on request of the train conductor being quietly deliv- 
ered to a squad of soldiers, who lodged them in the Augusta jail to keep com- 
pany with several men held for the same sort of talk. One of the men was 
about to get rough handling from a group of soldiers when the police inter- 
vened. The Lowell (Massachusetts) Courier told of an excited crowd in 
front of the office of Otis Wright, Superintendent of the Lowell Horse Rail- 
road, demanding that Mr. Wright be given up to them, trying to rush up- 
stairs, being halted by ranks of police and the mayor, who said Mr. Wright 
would make an explanation. Mr. Wright came out with a Union flag in his 
hand. The crowd roared they didn’t want to hear him. Finally the mayor 
got him a hearing and he denied that he had made any statement as charged. 
“A gentleman stepped forward and stated that Mr. Wright said to him, 
when informed of the President’s death, ‘Who’s fool enough to kill the 
damned old fool?’ The crowd then gave Mr. Wright half an hour to leave 
the city, and ere that time he was on his way to the New Hampshire line.” 

At Swampscott, Massachusetts, dispatches recited that one George Stone 
“said in public it was the best news we had received for four years, and gave 
three cheers.” Citizens and soldiers tarred and feathered Stone, dragged him 
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through the town in a boat, made him hold the American flag over his head. 
“Upon promising to buy an American flag and keep it up during mourning 
for the President, at half mast, he was set at liberty.” At East Braintree one 
Elijah Arnold was forced to come out on his front porch, wave the Ameri- 
can flag, and give three cheers for the Union. In Fall River, said the tele- 
graph, one Leonard Wood, “a notorious copperhead secesh sympathizer,” 
was heard to declare at the bulletin boards telling of the assassination that 
it was “the best news he had heard for forty years.” He was beaten, kicked, 
forced to go in a store and get an American flag, unfurl it, and salute it 
with three cheers. Going then to his own liquor store, he locked himself in 
and when the crowd came to break in the doors, he was saved by police, 
who took him to jail escorted by hooting hundreds who later returned to 
his place of business, stove in the doors, and wrecked the premises. 

In most of these cases the offender rash with his mouth spoke his first 
personal reaction to the news of the assassination, without stopping to think 
of his community’s reaction. The Lincoln-haters at first had no notion of 
how crushed with grief, how exquisitely sensitive, were an overwhelming 
number of Lincoln loyalists. “Some villains are fools— so great fools that they 
parade their villainy before the world,” said the Cleveland Leader . “Certain 
traitors in Cleveland on Saturday [April 15] were crazy enough to express 
their joy at the murder of the President, and received therefore some very 
rough treatment. J. J. Husband, the well known architect, was m high glee 
over the news, remarking to one man, ‘You have had your day of rejoicing, 
now I have mine,’ to another, ‘This is a good day for me,’ and to a third, 
‘Lincoln’s death is a damned small loss.’ It seems that afterwards he became 
sensible of the danger he had incurred by these remarks, for he came sneak- 
ing to the newspaper offices to deny that he had made them.” A mob ran 
Husband from his office to the roof, there catching him, throwing him 
through a skylight into his office, anci from there kicking him down the 
stairs. “The mob would perhaps have pounded him to death had he not been 
rescued by prominent citizens. Locked in a Court House room, he broke 
out and, we understand, has since left town. He can never show his face in 
Cleveland again. His name has already been chipped from the place on the 
Court House where it was cut as the architect.” 

In another case, recited the Cleveland Leader, one James Griffith of 
Hamilton, Butler County, Ohio, was getting a shave in the Weddell House 
barber shop when he heard news of the assassination, the words rolling from 
his rash mouth, “Lincoln was a d — d son of a b — h and ought to have 
been shot long ago.” The words spread, a mob gathered and started for 
him. A few more orderly citizens tried to take him to jail for safety, but 
the mob got at him and pounded him badly before he landed behind the 
bars. “Another traitor, expressing his joy on Ontario Street Saturday morn- 
ing, was knocked stiff by a little fellow half his size. Other men of Southern 
sympathies knew enough to keep closely at home Saturday. Cleveland is an 
unhealthy place for rebels.” 

In San Francisco, said the telegraph on April 15, “several treasonable 
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brawlers were saved by the police from being lynched.” A mob went from 
one to another office of four “copperhead organs,” and “emptied their con- 
tents into the street amid the applause of an immense crowd.” Police arrived 
too late to prevent this violence. “Other Democratic newspaper offices are 
threatened.” 

In Chicago on Madison Street and Canal Street men and boys sent rocks 
crashing through the big glass windows of several saloons. In each of these 
places the Copperhead saloonkeeper had hung in the front window a large 
portrait of the more or less eminent Shakespearian actor, J. Wilkes Booth. 

All of these were minor incidents— not quite events. 

The total of them could be canceled, in the national accounting, by the 
incident of the Confederate Major Charles F. Baker of the Cherokee Volun- 
teer Cavalry, at Cairo on his way to New Orleans for exchange, writing a 
letter published in the Cairo War Eagle. He wished “the vengeance of 
heaven” on the assassin and made it known in writing that if the Confeder- 
ate authorities were implicated, “I am as far on my way south as I wish to 

g°.” 

The North which had now established a Union of States was in grief. 
Everywhere the eye might turn hung the signs of this grief. 

The sermons, the editorials, the talk in streets, houses, saloons, railroad 
cars and streetcars, the black bunting and the crape— these were attempts to 
say something that could not be said. 

Silence counted. 

Men tried to talk about it and the words failed and they came back to 
silence. 

To say nothing was best. 

Lincoln was dead. 

Was there anything more to say? 

Yes, they would go through the motions of grief and they would take 
their part in a national funeral and a ceremony of humiliation and abasement 
and tears. 

But words were no help. 

Lincoln was dead. 

Nothing more than that could be said. 

He was gone. 

He would never speak again to the American people. 

A great friend of man had suddenly vanished. 

Nothing could be done about it. 

Death is terribly final. 

When you die and you are dead that is the end, and no speeches, no 
decorations, no trimmings will help. Death is the end. 

There can be an immortality and a living on and a remembering, flowers 
and symbols and forget-me-nots, immortelles and white lilies and red roses 
—and these are beautiful and profound. 

Yet death is a fact closing other facts and sealing them for all time. 

Silence, grief, and quiet resolves, these only were left for those who ad- 
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mired and loved and felt themselves close to a living presence that was one 
of them. 

The testimonies were vast that when the news came that he had been 
killed, that he was dead, that he had gone from them and would never speak 
again— there was shock, they were stunned, there was nothing to say, they 
could sit silent and weep. 

The tears came— and nothing to say. 

When they said “It is terrible” or “God help us!” or “It is too bad” or 
“Great God, how sad'” it was not as though they were talking to others 
but rather as though they were moaning to themselves and knowing very 
well no words were any use. 

Thousands on thousands would remember as long as they lived the exact 
place where they had been standing or seated or lying down when the news 
came to them, recalling precisely m details and particulars where they were 
and what doing when the dread news arrived. 

“President Lincoln is dead” or “President Lincoln is assassinated” were 
the four words with which so often the news was given in cities, at cross- 
roads, on farms— four smiting words. 

Hundreds of thousands there were who had been the foundation and 
groundwork of what he had done. 

They had given what he asked. 

When he called for sons, fathers, husbands, brothers, these had been 
given— solemnly but willingly— without the draft— without coercion— will- 
ingly in a faith and belief that joined his, some for the sacred and mystic 
Union of States, some for that Union and furthermore the uprooting and 
destruction of slavery. 

These people— the basic Lincoln loyalist legion— these had no words, they 
had only grief— sorrow beyond words. 

“A stricken people came to then; altars.” 

They were paralyzed with grief. 

They were dazed, amazed, numbed— they required first of all silence for 
conference with their lonely hearts. 

Men turned pale, shook hands slow and long, parted saying nothing. 

Or if they spoke a few words they broke off as though aware it was 
hardly a time for words. 

The national flag alone didn’t seem right— it belonged for this hour with 
a black border, or a piece of crape festooning it. 

For days the Stars and Stripes must be an emblem of anguish. 

Solemn woe on faces— no hint of a smile— quiet mirthless faces— this was 
the order of the day. 

Some spoke of the green spring grass so bright and the high sun blazing 
—how they wore shadows of twilight at noon. 

The chatter of hopping and happy birds was forgiven as a sacrilege of 
the nonhuman world. 

Whatever was sensitively and humanly aware wore crape, seen or unseen, 
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The victory flag raised at Fort Sumter, it was noted, had come down to 
half-mast. 

“No, it cannot be, it is too sad, too terrible to be true,” said men and 
women hoping for comfort from such wailing. 

Some asked why it had to come amid the glad guns and booming joy 
bells of the end of the war— why should they be woe-struck while they 
rejoiced 5 

And why should the day of the doom be Good Friday— “in coincidence 
with the Passion of Our Lord ” 5 

To this they added their passing thought that if the slain one could have 
returned to waking consciousness one moment he would have said, “Forgive 
him— he knew not what he did.” 

The news came on the nation’s head and heart, said one, “as a hammer 
with fire.” 

Another mentioned those “whose flesh quivered as from pincers tearing.” 

In Boston, said one, the story ticked on the telegraph at midnight was 
at first rejected, later staring out from grim newspaper lines making the 
reader’s brain reel, passing along in husky voices, leaping from face to face, 
shaping as a fact in the black borders and crape hung over the festive flags 
of the day before, a hush of gloom coming over streets, shops, stores, depots 
—then finally the desperate fact wailing from steeple to steeple of church 
bells and groaning from the mouths of loud hoarse cannon. 

Far out on the rolling prairie of the Iowa frontier, a farmer rode a fast 
horse and shouted from the saddle, first to this neighbor and then the next, 
“Lincoln is shot'” or “Lincoln is dead— shot in a theatre!” 

That was all. The rider was gone. They had heard him. They stood in 
their foot tracks, amazed, dumbstruck, sadly waited for further news, some 
saying, “What will the country do now 5 ” 

On an early morning streetcar in Philadelphia a good Quaker unrolled a 
morning newspaper, stared at it, and broke out: “My God! what is this? Lin- 
coln is assassinated! ” 

In the gray dawn on this streetcar men cupped their faces in their hands 
and on the straw-covered floor fell hot tears. 

The driver of the streetcar came in to make sure of what he heard. 

Then the driver went out and took the bells off his horses. 

And he drove on with his car filled with mourners, some silent, some 
sobbing. 

Newsboys at their stands cried no headlines, handed the damp sheets 
from the press to the buyers, one boy noticed as he brushed with his dirty 
hand the tears from his dirty cheeks. 

In thousands of stores the merchant told the clerks they would close for 
the day; in many schools the sobbing teacher could only tell the children, 
“Go home, there will be no school today.” 

The father, the children, coming home unexpected, the mother asked 
what was wrong and heard “Mama, they’ve killed the President” or “Our 
President is dead.” 
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Then the family hunted up crape or black cloth for the front doorway, 

“Even the operators m gold,” chronicled the Nenv York Herald of April 
16, “were shocked to such an extent that when the board met yesterday 
morning, and the sad intelligence was communicated to the members, they 
were utterly unable to transact the usual business and a motion to adjourn 
was unanimously adopted.” 

In the little village of Durham, North Carolina, just before the news 
arrived there, an old Negro keeping a shanty barbershop for Union Army 
patrons told his first customer, as his hand shook while holding the razor, 
that he wouldn’t shave anyone this day, and being asked why: “Somethin’s 
happen to Marse Linkum— I don’ know jes wut it is— but somethin’s gone 
wrong with Marse Linkum.” 

In Charleston, South Carolina, one old black woman walked a street look- 
ing straight ahead, wringing her hands and crying: “O Lawd! O Lawd! 
Marse Sam’s dead! O Lawd! Uncle Sam’s dead!” 

The national capital took on a breathing bosom of mourning, one seeing 
it as “an immense black and white flower, with leaves and petals spreading 
grandly and in perfect keeping, with every point of the compass,” an over- 
whelmingly somber harmony never before seen. 

In Danville, Illinois, a white-faced editor came in with a telegram, with- 
out a word passed it to the printers, who read it, laid down their typesetter 
“sticks,” and without a word took from wall nails their coats and hats, put 
them on, and walked out into the street. 

In Boston a thousand or more men found themselves on the Common, 
marching in a silent procession, two by two, not a word spoken, just walk- 
ing, just seeing each other’s faces, saying nothing, marching an hour or so 
and then slowly scattering, having reached some form of consolation in be- 
ing together, seeing each other in mute grief. 

In a home at Huntington, Long Island, a mother and grown son heard 
the news early in the morning, sat at breakfast and ate nothing, sat at other 
meals during the day and ate nothing, silently passed newspaper extras to 
each other during the day and said little, the son deciding that as long as he 
lived he would on April 14 have sprigs of lilac in his room and keep it as a 
holy day. 

Four years now since they had seen him take his oath of office, when 
they wondered what he would be like as a national Chief Magistrate. 

And time had gone by and he had proved himself. 

In the cost and slaughter of the Peninsula campaign, when he said that 
sending troops to McClellan was like “shoveling fleas in a barnyard,” he had 
managed to keep hope alive while others were ready to quit. 

They knew his thought lay close to the soldiers, as in his saying to a gen- 
eral when the platoons of the Army of the Potomac passed in review at 
Chancellorsville— “What is to become of these boys when the war is over 13 ” 

They knew his heart groaned over that stream of boys and men moving 
south and ever south for four long years, that he lived with a multitude of 
phantom youths who had called him by nicknames and pet words, that he 
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walked with death and became its familiar, that he had no fear over joining 
“the bivouac of the dead,” that in the shadowland to which he had now 
crossed had gone many comrades, Kearny and Reynolds and Sedgwick and 
Wadsworth and Mansfield and Private Scott and brave men he had com- 
missioned and even deserters he had pardoned, that Ellsworth and Baker 
and others over whom he had wept were among the shadows. 

They had not heard of his murmuring to the w T oman who wrote Uncle 
Tom's Cabin, “I shan’t last long after it’s over,” though his face carried the 
weariness. 

They could believe that a Pennsylvania Congressman told him of North- 
ern enemies who threatened to go to Washington and hang him to a lamp- 
post and his replying that he had considered “the violent preliminaries” to 
such a scene. 

They knew he was in danger, though he had never let them know that 
his hat was shot off his head one night near the Soldiers’ Home. 

They had heard and believed and liked it that he said to one applicant, 
“I haven’t any influence with this Administration,” and to another, “I don’t 
amount to pig tracks over in the War Department.” 

They had found a tone scriptural and portentous in his way of saying 
that the Mississippi River could not peacefully be shared out for ownership 
among a dozen States, that the generations pass but the earth remameth and 
the issue of the Union could not be put off to another day and time. 

They could well believe he had told a Hoosier Congressman, “Don’t it 
seem strange to you, that I, who could never so much as cut off the head 
of a chicken, should be elected, or selected, into the midst of all this blood?” 

Some saw him as a ship captain grave, serene, unfailing, through a series 
of storms that composed the one main endless storm of four years. 

Language was inadequate, but into the quivering and tensed brain of the 
one man Lincoln had mentioned as a possible assassin came a serene gift of 
speech— and Adam Gurowski wrote in his diary of April 15: “The pilot of 
the Government welters in his blood. This murder, this oozing blood, almost 
sanctify Lincoln. His end atones for all the short-comings for which he was 
blamed and condemned by earnest and unyielding patriots. Grand and noble 
will Lincoln stand in the world’s history. No crying injustice, not a single 
inhuman or perverse action stain Lincoln’s name; and whatever sacrifices his 
vacillations may have cost the people, those vacillations will now be for- 
given. His hand and his blood sealed the terrific struggle. His end will live 
in history and in the people’s grateful, warm, and generous memory. The 
murderer’s bullet opens to him immortality. To-day the regrets and the bless- 
ings of mourning humanity surround his funeral pile.” 

Amid slaughters too bloody and stupid to report to the country, amid 
vile babblings and a heavy sustained pressure of foolish counsels, he had 
gone on without one of the major mistakes that could have lost everything. 

In a furnace and a huggermugger of blood and muck he had proved him- 
self. 

He was one of them. 
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He was of the people, by the people, and for the people. 

When his decisions had gone wrong, more often than not it was because 
of the American scene and conditions, where any man’s guess was as good 
as another’s. / & & 

Over and again when the sky hung black and everything was dark he 
had spoken, and what he had said was what they, as they studied it, believed 
should be said. 

Week by week he had slowly become their neighbor, their close friend, 
the man of understanding who was worth following even when they could 
not be sure where he was leading them. 

The boy on the fighting fronts with McClellan, Burnside, Hooker, Pope, 
Thomas, Grant, Sherman, Sheridan-the son, brother, father, husband-he 
was fighting for the cause proclaimed by Father Abraham, by Old Abe, by 
President Lincoln. 

Now Father Abraham was gone. 

Ole Abe— there would be no more stories about him, alive there in the 
White House m Washington. 

President Lincoln-his announcements and proclamations, his letters and 
speeches— it was all finished and over. 

They had saved the newspapers or they had clipped from the paper such 
pieces as the Gettysburg speech and the letter to Mrs. Bixby and the second 
inaugural. 

Now the newspapers had black borders, night’s crape darkness, on the 
front-page columns. 

Now there was a memory to keep. 

That was left— thejife he had lived— the meanings and the lights of that 
life. 

This could not be taken away. 

Neither a one-shot brass derringer nor the heaviest artillery on earth 
could shoot away and blot out into darkness the kept picture, the saved 
speeches, the remembrances and keepsakes— the shape and the tone of this 
tall prophet of the American dream and its hope of the Family of Man 
around the earth. 

Farmers in southern Illinois said the brown thrush no longer sang. 

They were to say that in the year to come the brown thrush never once 
sang. 

One Illinois boy going to town, holding his father’s hand, having heard 
the church and town-hall bells all day, having seen only dark sorrow on all 
faces, looked up at the sky and found it strange the night stars were all out. 

Lincoln was dead— and yet as always the stars moved alive over the night 
dome. 

Like a vast sunset of flame and changing gold ending a day and punctuat- 
ing a period of time their faraway friend at Washington had vanished into 
the overhead planets and the same constellations of mist that had taken that 
long roll call of soldiers no longer answering “Present” as the company ser- 
geant called the names. 
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There are houses into which Death enters as something personal and real 
only when someone dear in that house lies cold and still in the corruptions 
of flesh. 

Not till then do they know Death as actual, vast, invincible, having an 
ethereal white beauty before which people bow while listening to an almost 
inaudible music. 

Thus Death became present in a million and more American households 
when the news of April 14 winged its way across the continent. 

A man they had come to know as personal, real, and cherished entered 
their thoughts with an actuality as though he might be lying dead near the 
doorsills of their own house. 

This was so. 

In cities, at crossroads villages, at far-off lonely farms and homesteads, 
it was so. 

For the Lincoln loyalist legion, that basic element of the people who had 
upheld Lincoln’s arms and for whom he was the living voice of the nation, 
it was so. 

They had come to say as individuals those words of the assassin’s brother, 
“Abraham Lincoln is my President.” 

For him more than any other spokesman they had accepted burdens, 
taxes, toil, weariness, monotony, matching their faith and hope with his. 

For them now Death was in their houses— cold, still, personal— a friend 
and a kinsman of all men— gone. 

And there was nothing to say. 

The grief was beyond words. 

They sought for words that might help and assuage. 

“The land moumeth, every family apart,” ran one Easter Sunday text. 

“He is risen; he is not here” was quoted, and “Because I live, ye shall 
live also.” 

“Thy way is in the sea, and thy path in the great waters, and thy foot- 
steps are not known” had a fitting music. 

Also “The steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord: and He delight- 
eth in his way.” 

For the travail of the hour was “The joy of our heart is ceased; our 
dance is turned into mourning.” 

Ominous was the note “His wounds cry out.” 

For those prostrated was the solace “All the inhabitants of the earth are 
reputed as nothing.” 

These served as sermon and editorial texts and allusions. 

Scores of ministers quoted, not knowing how he had favored its quaint 
flavor, “His eye was not dim, nor his natural force abated.” 

Likewise he would have been pleased at the use of the verse “The Lord 
. . . made them to suck honey out of the rock, and oil out of the flinty 
rock.” 

Over doorways, in store windows, on arches spanning streets, ran the 
legend “And the Lord blessed Abraham in all things,” 
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Also “The workman dies, but the work goes on” and its variant, “God 
buries his workmen, but carries on his work.” 

On one arch of crape and white over Broadway in New York ran the 
sentence “The great person, the great man, is the miracle of history.” 

Often from Matthew 9 :I 5 was the verse intoned on Easter Sunday: 
“And Jesus said unto them, Can the children of the bridechamber mourn, 
as long as the bridegroom is with them? but the days will come, when the 
bridegroom shall be taken from them, and then shall they fast.” 


CHAPTER 75 

A TREE IS BEST MEASURED WHEN 
IT’S DOWN 


ON the Saturday following Good Friday thousands of sermons were laid 
away as of no use for Easter Sunday. A new sermon had to be written or 
extemporized after the news arrived on Saturday forenoon or afternoon that 
the President was dead. The pastor who failed to deal with the national grief 
heard from his flock. The Boston Herald instanced the Reverend Mr. Massey 
of Bellingham, Massachusetts, who preached by exchange in Medway vil- 
lage, “never deigning to mention the death of our good President,” where- 
fore “a resolution was passed by the congregation, pointedly condemning 
his course, and giving him fifteen minutes to leave town; he left instanter.” 

In great stone cathedrals of the cities, in modest frame churches of small 
towns, in little cabin churches at country crossroads, in hospital chapels and 
in at least one State prison, on navy ships and in outdoor army-camp ser- 
vices, there were Easter Sunday sermons memorializing the dead President. 

The outpouring from thousands of pulpits from coast to coast rather uni- 
formly dwelt with varied emphasis and feeling on the same themes: the 
shock of the news coming in the midst of jubilation over the war ending; 
the day of the crime being Good Friday among Christians and the Fort 
Sumter anniversary to patriots; the President slain in a theatre and the slayer 
an actor and a monster not to be named; the hand of Providence in the 
event and the design of the Almighty inscrutable; death comes to each and 
all, wherefore lead the good life enjoined by the Scriptures; the President’s 
martyrdom enshrines him with world immortals; the Republic will never- 
theless go forward. 

A large minority of the Protestant ministers made reference to the Presi- 
dent meeting death in a playhouse and direcdy or by inference spoke their 
tegret. Some were full and explicit about this, not condemning, but reluc- 
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tantly voicing what was in mind and heart, as did the Reverend Justin 
Dewey Fulton m Tremont Temple in Boston: 

“We remember, with sorrow, the place of his death. He did not die on 
Mount Nebo, with his eye full of heaven. He was shot in a theatre. We are 
sorry tor that. It was a poor place to die m. It would not be selected by 
any of you as the spot from which you would desire to proceed to the 
bar of God. If ever any man had an excuse to attend a theatre, he had. The 
cares of office were heavy upon him. His brain reeled. His frame grew weak. 
He longed for a change. He desired to get away from the crowd, from the 
cares and responsibilities of office. Washington’s closet would have been 
preferable. In conversing with a friend, he said, ‘Some think I do wrong to 
go to the opera and the theatre, but it rests me. I love to be alone, and yet 
to be with the people. I want to get this burden off; to change the current 
of my thoughts. A hearty laugh relieves me; and I seem better able after it 
to bear my cross.’ This was his excuse. Upon it we will not pronounce a 
judgment. This we will say: we are all sorry our best loved died there. But 
take the truth with its shadow.” 

It was to be six weeks later that the Reverend Dr. Phineas D. Gurley 
in the New York Avenue Presbyterian Church in Washington, facing the 
pew on which Lincoln paid rent and of which Lincoln had often been the 
occupant, would fully reveal an aversion and a deep abhorrence that could 
not have been properly spoken on Easter Sunday. The feeling that existed 
widely in church circles then, but was in the main repressed immediately 
after the assassination— this was voiced in a sincerity beyond questioning in 
Dr. Gurley’s words: 

“It will always be a matter of deep regret to thousands that our lamented 
President fell in the theatre; that the dastardly assassin found him, shot him 
there. Multitudes of his best friends— I mean his Christian friends— would 
have preferred that he should have fallen in almost any other place. Had he 
been murdered in his bed, or in his office, or on the street, or on the steps 
of the Capitol, the tidings of his death would not have struck the Christian 
heart of the country quite so painfully; for the feeling of that heart is that 
the theatre is one of the last places to which a good man should go, and 
among the very last in which his friends would wish him to die. Little or 
nothing has been said upon this subject in the pulpit or by the religious 
press; but it is one of the cases in which silence is more expressive than 
words.” 

Then came a confession of hate and loathing, one of the fiercest maledic- 
tions ever pronounced on the theatre and the theatrical tribe. Parts of it un- 
doubtedly Lincoln had heard from Dr. Gurley in the pulpit or as a White 
House visitor— and had nevertheless continued going to dramatic perform- 
ances, sometimes hand in hand with Tad. Dr. Gurley however spoke for a 
formidable and significant mass of church people in saying: 

“For my own part, I have always regarded the theatre as in the main a 
school of vice and corruption— the illumined and decorated gateway through 
which thousands are constantly passing into the embrace of gaiety and folly. 
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intemperance and lewdness, infamy and ruin. I have always hated and 
avoided it, and taught my children to avoid it, on account of its charactei 
and influence, its associations and accompaniments, its misleading, corrupt- 
ing, and demoralizing tendencies, but henceforth it will be more odious to 
me than ever before. May it be odious to you. I . . . lift my voice against it, 
and exhort you to number it from this day forth among the polluting, peril- 
ous, and prohibited places where you and your children must never be 
found. And as for yonder building stained with the blood of him for whom 
the nation mourns to-day, let Aceldama be written upon its walls, and let 
it stand for years to come as it now stands, silent, gloomy, forlorn, more 
like a sepulchre than a place of amusement, saying to all the passers-by, 
‘Here the greatest crime of the age was committed, and committed by one 
who was addicted to tragedy and had made the stage his home.’ ” 

Such “heavy onslaught” upon actors, said the Chicago Times , was un- 
called-for. The fact that Booth was an actor had no bearing whatever upon 
his profession, the case being “the very first on record in which any actor 
has been guilty of any crime of magnitude.” The writer of the editorial, it 
was plain, liked actors and enjoyed going to plays, saying- “From their 
much traveling, actors become cosmopolitan; they do not sympathize with 
factions or parties, and we suppose the fact that actors are not all abolition- 
ists has given rise to the present attack.” 

The Reverend A. L. Stone of the Park Street Church in Boston believed 
he spoke for “many of us” the feeling “that we could have wished for him 
whom we mourn a different scene for the last hour.” Yet Mr. Stone saw 
too that Lincoln found “scarcely festal walls” in the theatre, rather “refuge 
for one who had no retirement of home from the incessant calls and weary- 
ing importunities of aspirants for place and office.” One Reverend Dr. 
Duffield of Detroit, however, rivaled Dr. Gurley in imprecations: “Would 
that Mr. Lincoln had fallen elsewhere than at the very gates of Hell— in the 
theater to which, through persuasion, he reluctantly went. How awful and 
severe the rebuke which God has administered to the nation for pampering 
such demoralizing places of resort. The blood of Abraham Lincoln can 
never be effaced from the stage.” If death was decreed for the President, 
the Reverend L. M. Glover in Jacksonville, Illinois, would have rather it oc- 
curred “in the street, in the council chamber, in the national museum or 
even the sanctuary of God ” Mr. Glover refused to accept, however, the 
dictum of those whom he had heard declare that the President “being in a 
theater, had been out of God’s jurisdiction and had forfeited the divine 
protection.” 

That Lincoln, without being an affiliated churchman, had by a natural 
reverence, without affectation, won his way to many hearts of the clergy 
was evident in pulpit tributes paid him. The Reverend Mr. Fulton mingled 
his praise with a reminiscence: 

“He was one of the people. Well do some of us remember standing 
upon the steps of the White House, as he came forth from the Presidential 
mansion. He bowed to us in passing. Our hearts were touched by his care- 



ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


360 

worn, anxious face. Passing into the grounds, on his way to the War Office, 
he stopped to give a greeting to a couple of pet goats that waited for his 
recognition. While thus engaged, one of the party stepped up and said, 
‘Mr. Lincoln, will you allow me to introduce to you two Massachusetts 
women.’ He drew himself up to his full height, swept his hand over his 
face, and said, ‘Yes, bring them along’ We came, and were introduced. 
He chatted pleasantly until we grew frightened, and begged him not to 
allow us to intrude upon his time. We felt, it was said, that it would be a 
great pleasure to shake hands with our honored Chief Magistrate, here, 
beneath God’s open heaven, and on this green grass. ‘Ah 1 ’ said he, waiting 
a moment, ‘such a privilege is worth contending for,’ and then, assuring us 
of his pleasure to greet the people, he passed on to his laborious tasks. Well 
has it been said, ‘No one who approached him, whether as minister or 
messenger, felt impelled either to stoop or strut in his presence.’ ” 

Another Boston sermon had its text from II Samuel 19:2: “And the 
victory that day was turned into mourning unto all the people.” From this 
the Reverend Samuel K. Lothrop began m the tone of the day: “Brethren, 
but one theme can command your attention today. ... I feel almost in- 
competent to direct your thoughts this morning, as I have scarcely been 
able for the last twenty-four hours to collect and guide my own. Language 
is impotent.” Many made such acknowledgment. Mr. Lothrop gave a remi- 
niscence: “I remember, in the only interview I ever had with him, in the 
autumn of 1861, at Washington, in company with twenty or thirty other 
persons, each of whom had his special purpose in the visit, and went up in 
his turn to present it, that I was at first amused, not to say offended, at what 
seemed an undignified levity, and a marvellous facility in conveying or en- 
forcing his answers to the various requests presented, by telling some story, 
the logic of whose application to the case m point was unmistakably clear. 
During this part of the interview I was led to wonder where was the power ? 
how had this man so impressed himself upon the people of the country, as 
to be elevated to the position he occupied? That wonder ceased, that inquiry 
was answered, before I left the presence. A lady made application for the 
release of her brother, who had been arrested for disloyalty by the major- 
general commanding in the vicinity of Frederick, Maryland. The President 
declined to interfere, on the ground that he knew nothing of the circum- 
stances but what she had told him, and that the arrest and detention were, 
necessarily, within the discretionary power of the major-general command- 
ing in the district. Considerable conversation ensued, and some tears were 
shed, and, at length, the President consented to indorse upon her petition, 
which was to be forwarded to the major-general, that he had no objection 
to the release, provided the general thought it compatible with the public 
safety. As he gave her back the petition, with this indorsement, he said, and 
I think I remember very nearly his exact words: ‘Madam, I desire to say 
that there is no man who feels a deeper or more tender sympathy than I 
do, with all cases of individual sorrow, anxiety, and grief like yours, which 
these unhappy troubles occasion; but I see not how I can prevent or relieve 
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them. I am here to administer this Government, to uphold the Constitution, 
to maintain the Union of the United States. That is my oath; before God 
and man, I must, I mean to the best of my ability, to keep that oath; and, 
however much my personal feelings may sympathize with individual sor- 
rows and anxieties, I must not yield to them. They must all give way before 
the great public exigencies of the country!’ I shall never forget the simple 
majesty, the grandeur and force with which these few sentences were 
uttered, or their effect. In a moment the room was as still as death. The 
little audience that had, just before, been laughing at his stories, were awed 
and impressed, thrilled through and through by these few solemn and 
earnest words. They were a revelation of the man. They made me feel that 
there was a power in him that gave him a right to be where he was.” 

The assassin, noted the Reverend George L. Chaney of Boston, was “a 
cool lunatic suicide.” The Reverend Cyrus A. Bartol saw him as a madman 
depraved by the slavery institution. “The barbarism of slavery, that demon 
whispered in the actor’s ear! That dragon fired his passion, and nerved 
his arm!” Mr. Bartol thought “ Sic semper tyrmnis ” nothing short of “a 
marvelous cry” for a murderer “as he slew the softest-hearted of men, the 
mildest among all he was set over, mild as May, whose fault, if he had one, 
was that he was not sufficiently stern with the vileness he could not compre- 
hend.” The Reverend A. A. Miner saw the assassin as a product of Balti- 
more. “Unhappy city that gave the assassin birth 1 The home of disorder, 
the nursery of rioters . . . pity, oh, pity unhappy Baltimore!” The Rever- 
end John E. Todd was sure “the infuriated and probably drunken actor” 
would not escape. “He may take the wings of the morning and fly to the 
uttermost parts of the sea; he may make his bed in hell; but he will not 
escape.” The Reverend Sidney Dean in Providence, Rhode Island, pointed 
to the first Judas as merely a betrayer who took his price of money, let 
others do the deed of death, at once having enough remorse and good sense 
to go hang himself. “This second Judas, worse than his namesake, himself 
committed the murder. The second Judas we trust will be hanged in the 
sight of the world, whose air he poisons in inhaling, by the hands of a pure 
justice, and we trust all his blood-stained employers will be hanged with 
him.” 

Over and again were the parallels drawn of Lincoln and Christ in blood 
of atonement dying for mankind, and of Lincoln having his Judas no less 
than Christ. “The last and costliest offering which God demanded has been 
taken,” said the Reverend C. B. Crane of the South Baptist Church of Hart- 
ford, Connecticut, clarifying further: “It is no blasphemy against the Son 
of God and the Saviour of men that we declare the fitness of the slaying 
of the second Father of our Republic on the anniversary of the day on 
which He was slain. Jesus Christ died for the world, Abraham Lincoln 
died for his country.” To this was added counsel for the immediate hour: 
“As the tragedy of the cross has startled tens of thousands of sinners into 
a recognition of their sins, while it expressed the inflexibility of God’s law 
and authority, so we may hope that the tragedy of last Friday night will 
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startle the multitude of rebels, North as well as South, into a recognition 
of their crime, stiffen the government, which might otherwise bend, into 
requisite rigidness, and hasten the consummation of peace for which we 
devoutly pray.” 

In scores of sermons was sounded the note of doom for the Southern 
leaders, for those who incarnated what the Reverend E. B. Webb of Boston 
termed “the same hell-born spirit that dastardly takes the life of our be- 
loved President.” Too long had “a driveling, morbid, perverted sense of 
justice” been permitted under the shadow of the Capitol at Washington. 
“The idea, to me, of placing the leaders of this diabolical rebellion in a 
position where they might come again red-handed into the councils of the 
nation, is revolting and sacrilegious. It makes me shudder. And yet I think 
there was an indecent leniency beginning to manifest itself towards them, 
which would have allowed to these men, by and by, votes and honors and 
lionizing,” Thus Mr. Webb in his Easter Sunday sermon shuddered in 
horror at the animating spirit of Lincoln in the Louisiana speech of April 
11 and the final counsels with the Cabinet on April 14. From this Mr. Webb 
passed into eulogies of the new President Andrew Johnson and his hope 
and expectation that Johnson would live up to his pledge to try, convict, 
and hang the secessionist leaders. Nevertheless the first half of Mr. Webb’s 
sermon proliferated with praise of Lincoln. Of the President whose leniency 
he considered “indecent,” “revolting,” “sacrilegious,” he said: “Were I to 
select some one thing by which to characterize Abraham Lincoln, I should 
name his profound apprehension and appreciation of the popular instinct; 
that instinct which is true to the right as the needle to the pole, in all 
storms, and on every sea. He believed in God; he believed God was to be 
recognized in this war.” 

The Southern “mis-leaders,” said the Reverend John E. Todd in his 
Easter Sunday sermon, “are men to be hunted down like wild beasts, and 
sent to the prison and the gallows; secession is not to be vanquished by 
leniency and kindness, but is to be stamped out with the iron heel.” Having 
praised the dead President’s purity of motive, his patience and self-control, 
his personal honesty, his sagacity which won the people to his policies and 
methods, his “remarkable kindness toward the colored race,” and his manage- 
ment of the emancipation issue, his “virtues such as would have adorned a 
king,” Mr. Todd named his “grave faults.” They were “over-leniency and 
generosity, deliberation and patience-faults which would have been excel- 
lences in less desperate times, and which even in these times have probably 
been our salvation.” The motive of God in ordaining the President’s death 
at this time was hidden and inscrutable. “This awful crime perhaps was 
needed to bring the people to some desired point; perhaps He had a work 
to be done fitter for some other hands than those which have done so 
much noble work, and are now forever still. . . . For President Lincoln 
himself, perhaps there was no better time to pass away. He fell in the very 
height of his glory ... a death becoming a Christian patriot— a glorious 
death to die . . . perhaps finding not only his headstone worn with the 
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kisses of his own race, but the sods of his grave sprinkled with the tears of 
eyes that used to weep in the house of bondage.” 

Many sermons and editorials drew a parallel between Lincoln and Moses 
on Mount Pisgah, each taken away after the hard desert journey— and the 
Promised Land m sight. The Reverend J. M. Manning of Boston quoted the 
text “I have caused thee to see it with thine eyes, but thou shalt not go 
over thither.” Mr. Manning pointed to the calm figure of Abraham Lincoln, 
while some were wildly urging him to take the archives and flee, as a rock 
“tranquil amid the raging billows.” Mr. Manning when he considered that 
Mr. Lincoln “disliked the sight of blood,” that Mr. Lincoln “was melted by 
tears,” that Mr. Lincoln was “made soft as woman by the tones of pleading 
wretchedness,” said he would not attempt to scan the counsels of the Most 
High, though he must confess. “Perhaps it is better for us that we should 
be orphans today, than that he whom we loved to call ‘Father’ should have 
been spared. His paternal heart, had it still throbbed in life, might have 
proved too tender for the stern work we are yet to do.” To this was added 
the meditation* “Perhaps God is giving us our grand opportunity to show 
to an incredulous world, that we are indeed a government by the people. 
Had not our beloved President been taken from us, had he lived until we 
were clearly out of all our troubles, it might have been pleaded that his 
personal wisdom carried us through. Not so now.” 

Why did Providence permit the hand of the assassin to go unstopped in 
its course? Thus inquired the Reverend Chandler Robbins of Boston, say- 
ing* “You must discover that secret before you begin to question His wis- 
dom. Who can tell us that greater evil would not have accrued from the 
arrest, than from the execution of that satamc deed?— greater evil to him 
whom we lament, to the people to whom he was so unselfishly devoted, to 
the cause dearer to him than life?” This had an Easter reverence and a deli- 
cacy of approach not evident in the sermon of the Reverend W. S. Studley 
of Boston, who cried for multiple hangings of Southern traitors, quoted 
the new President’s demand, “the halter to intelligent, influential traitors,” 
and declared from the pulpit: “In dealing with traitors, Andrew Johnson’s 
little finger will be thicker than Abraham Lincoln’s loins. If the old presi- 
dent chastised them with whips, the new president will chastise them with 
scorpions.” 

Like many speakers, the Reverend James Reed of Boston read aloud the 
full text of Lincoln’s second inaugural. He appraised Lincoln’s work. “The 
memory of it will live forever. A greater work is seldom performed by a 
single man. Generations yet unborn will rise up and call him blessed.” Mr. 
Reed surmised, “It may be that he who was the best leader in time of 
war is not best fitted for the new exigencies which are arising,” and in- 
cluded the cryptic “Certain it is that our President would not have been 
taken away, if he had not finished his appointed work.” 

In Trinity Church of New York City the Reverend Dr. Francis Vinton 
pointed to Samuel, who, “knowing his stern mission from God, took Agag 
and hewed him in pieces for the Lord,” and admonished, “In this stern 
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spirit should the leaders of the rebellion be dealt with.” Scarcely veiling his 
political views and personal wishes, Dr. Vinton construed the latest inscruta- 
ble events. “President Lincoln had arrived at the end of his mission. On the 
very day not only of our Lord’s crucifixion, but the day on which the 
raising of the flag over Sumter typified the resurrection of the nation, God 
had said to him, ‘Well done, thou good and faithful servant, enter thou 
into the joy of thy Lord.’ It may be that President Lincoln was unfitted, 
by the natural gentleness and humanity of his disposition, to execute the 
stern justice of Christ’s viceregent. And so let us say, ‘God’s will be done.’ ” 

In scores of sermons before large congregations of the well-to-do and 
influential, radicals who had opposed the living Lincoln’s policy of leniency 
and pardon took advantage of the outcry and passion aroused by the dead 
Lincoln’s assassin— and pressed the need for trials and hangings of Southern 
leaders. In the Protestant churches of Boston such clergymen were in a 
large majority of the pulpits. In other cities and communities, however, the 
clergy m the mam humbly held themselves to spiritual ministration and 
kept out of politics. The latter was the course of the Reverend Edward 
Everett Hale in his Unitarian Church in Boston, dwelling on the Good 
Friday midnight lass of Judas, of how the world has never known pre- 
cisely what was the fate of Judas and “whether he were finished villain 
or fanatic fool: Satan chooses such accomplices ... to kill the world’s 
best friend.” The martyr bespoke “On earth peace, and good will among 
men.” Mr. Hale intimated that m the passions of the hour, including his 
own, it behooved good men to think twice and speak slow with political 
advice, saying: “I dare not trust myself to speak a word regarding this 
simple, godly, good, great man. ... To speak of him I must seek some 
other hour.” Mr. Hale saw the Republic as eternal, ready to live through 
successive assassinations, ending his sermon, “Fear not, little flock; it is your 
Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom.” 

In like tone with the living Lincoln were many of the sermons in 
Roman Catholic churches and in Hebrew synagogues. “We pray,” said 
Archbishop McCloskey in St. Patrick’s Cathedral, New York, “that the 
sentiments of mercy and clemency and conciliation that so filled the heart of 
the beloved President whom we have just lost will still actuate and guide 
the breast of him who, in this critical and trying hour, is called to fill his 
place.” 

Henry Ward Beecher, the most accomplished artist of them all if 
stump oratory was required from the pulpit, threw himself with a wild- 
flowing vitality into the occasion. Nothing now of that remark of his in 
Charleston a few days earlier that Johnson’s little finger was stronger than 
Lincoln’s loins. The nation, in grief over the unburied one whose funeral 
procession was yet to move, wanted consolation, psalms of praise for the 
dead, and dirges of woe for the sorrowing. Beecher’s Easter Sunday con- 
gregation in Plymouth Church, Brooklyn, filled all pews and added chairs 
in the aisles, the platform, the standing-room. When he opened the hymn- 
book and swept his eyes over the audience as the pipe organ sent its chords 
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through open windows to hundreds outside who had failed to get in, he 
noticed that scores had climbed up on the window sills to stand and listen. 
To one outsider “the great white church was like a hive, with the swarming 
bees hanging in clusters upon the outside.” It was an hour for oratory and 
Beecher had his manuscript ready, trusting to no impromptus in this highly 
emotional moment. As the wind blew freshly from the windows, he re- 
minded the audience that a handkerchief laid on the head would prevent 
the sensitive from catching cold. Then opening his Bible, he read the story 
of Moses going up to Pisgah and began his sermon on Lincoln. 

“He was a man from the common people, that never forgot his kind,” 
said Beecher. “Every virtuous household in the land felt as if its first-born 
were gone. Men were bereaved, and walked for days as if a corpse lay 
unburied in their dwellings. There was nothing else to think of. They 
could speak of nothing but that; and of that they could speak only falter- 
mgly. All business was laid aside. Pleasure forgot to smile. The city . . . 
ceased to roar. . . . Even avarice stood still. . . . Rear to his name monu- 
ments, found charitable institutions, and write his name above their lintels; 
but no monument will ever equal the universal, spontaneous, and sublime 
sorrow that in a moment swept down lines and parties, and covered up ani- 
mosities, and in an hour brought a divided people into unity of grief and 
indivisible fellowship of anguish.” 

Skillfully for his purposes the orator Beecher laid entire blame on the 
slavery institution for the assassination, pointing to the murderer as one 
suckled and nursed in the slave system, a logical outgrowth of its cruel and 
boisterous passions. “Slavery wastes its victims, and destroys the masters. 
. . . It corrupts manhood in its very centre and elements. Communities in 
which it exists are not to be trusted. They are rotten. . . . The honour that 
grows up in the midst of slavery is not honour, but a bastard quality.” The 
rebellion, the war, the assassination, all resulted from “that disease of slavery 
which is a deadly poison to soul and body.” Never, said the speaker, would 
men forget that the slavery institution with its “mischiefs and monsters” had 
martyred one American President. “Never! while time lasts, while heaven 
lasts, while hell rocks and groans.” 

From the crashing, fighting blare of this diatribe he moved into a soft 
and tenderly keyed passage ending with a dramatic oath. “Even he who 
now sleeps, has, by this event, been clothed with a new influence. Dead, he 
speaks to men who now willingly hear what before they refused to listen 
to. Now his simple and weighty words will be gathered like those of 
Washington, and your children, and your children’s children, shall be taught 
to ponder the simplicity and deep wisdom of utterances which, in their 
time, passed, in party heat, as idle words. Men will receive a new impulse 
of patriotism for his sake and will guard with zeal the whole country 
which he loved so well. 

“I charge you, on the altar of his memory, to be more faithful to the 
country for which he has perished. They will, as they follow his hearse, 
swear a new hatred to that slavery against which he warred, and which, in 
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vanquishing him, has made him a martyr and a conqueror. I charge you, by 
the memory of this martyr, to hate slavery with an unappeasable hatred. 
They will admire and imitate the firmness of this man, his inflexible con- 
science for the right; and yet his gentleness, as tender as a woman’s, his 
moderation of spirit, which not all the heat of party could inflame nor all 
the jars and disturbances of his country shake out of place. I charge you 
to emulate his justice, his moderation, and his mercy.” 

The orator wished his voice could go across the country and reach 
“that twilight million to whom his name was as the name of an angel of 
God.” Wailing would rise in places where no minister could try to comfort. 
From the South one could hear the weeping of the “long-wronged, dusky 
children.” 

The most often reprinted passage from sermons of this Easter Sunday 
was Beecher’s closing. He pictured a coffined martyr moving in triumphal 
march, with cities and states as pallbearers, bells and cannon beating the 
hours. He intoned his dead march for an immortal: 

“Pass on, thou that has overcome! Your sorrows, oh people, are his 
peace 1 Your bells, and bands, and muffled drums, sound triumph in his ear. 
Wail and weep here, God made it echo joy and triumph there. Pass on 1 

“Four years ago, oh, Illinois, we took from your midst an untried 
man, and from among the people. We return him to you a mighty con- 
queror. Not thine any more, but the nation’s, not ours, but the world’s. 

“Give him place, oh, ye prairies! In the midst of this great continent his 
dust shall rest, a sacred treasure to myriads who shall pilgrim to that shrine 
to kindle anew their zeal and patriotism. 

“Ye winds that move over the mighty places of the West, chant his 
requiem 1 Ye people, behold a martyr whose blood, as so many articulate 
words, pleads for fidelity, for law, for liberty!” 

Not equal to Beecher’s dithyrambic ode and psalm was Miss Anna 
Dickinson in her Academy of Music speech in Philadelphia. Nor did she 
have his sense of events and issues. Since January of ’64 she had repeatedly 
spoken of Lincoln as a trickster and a truckler, making it a point of pride 
that though she supported his party in the campaign of ’64, she never men- 
tioned him. Now she praised him as having “all the noble qualities of an 
honorable and high-mmded man,” as “the open and determined opponent 
of the slave power, and enemy to the man-stealer.” She was certain now 
that “in the future his greatness will be dwelt upon.” Now too she repudi- 
ated his greatness, unaware she was so doing. In the name of “inflexible 
justice” and “outraged law” Miss Dickinson cried for punishment of the 
Southern leaders. “Their crimes have rendered them unworthy of the re- 
spect of honest men. Hanging should be their deserts.” Where few or none 
in the North had gone beyond naming Jefferson Davis as suitable for the 
gallows, Miss Dickinson included General Robert E. Lee. She spoke of 
Lincoln’s assassin and added, “Of the two, Lee is a viler murderer.” Much 
else she said in her flights and ravings. She wanted the wisdom and integrity 
of Wendell Phillips. In the tumult he was saying nothing. He too could 
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have stepped forth with his silver tongue and his Anglo-Saxon short words 
and moved the pools of public emotion. But he didn’t. He kept quiet. He 
was no hypocrite. The event was involved. He would say nothing. Or 
rather he would have one brief comment. Granted that Lincoln was a great 
oak. “We watered him,” said Wendell Phillips, the agitator. 

The press from day to day gave its readers the news facts as they de- 
veloped. In language, viewpoint, and feeling the news stories mourned with 
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The New York Herald , which had at first so bitterly fought the aboli- 
tionists and the Emancipation Proclamation, spoke for a powerful fraction 
of the North in now saying that until this policy went into force “the 
Government was, as then asserted by its enemies in arms and the opposition 
party at the North, without a system of policy other than the determina- 
tion to restore the Union.” A vast tangle of history was reduced to four 
sentences, shaded with careful finality: “The first two years of Mr. Lincoln’s 
administration were devoted to educating the people of the North to the 
support of his [emancipation] measure to that end [of restoring the Union]. 
From the moment of its firm establishment there has been no departure 
from it. Upon it all other measures, military and political, have hinged, 
and to it all have adapted themselves. The war has been prosecuted with the 
view of the extinction of slavery, as the surest and quickest means of re- 
establishing the Union.” 

On one occasion and another, continued this appraisal, Mr. Lincoln, 
from his first inaugural on, had consistently moved toward Union through 
emancipation. “The skill with which he educated the nation [including 
naturally the New York Herald ] to as full a belief in the necessity of the 
second measure of his policy as it had always held in that of the first, 
proves him to have been a wise and able far-seeing statesman. . . . 

“In Mr. Lincoln,” the Herald was certain, “the Southern people have 
lost their best friend, and the rebel leaders one of their wisest and bitterest 
enemies. . . . The apparent conciliations granted to the people of Virginia 
were not undeserved kindnesses to the rebel leaders. Without relieving a 
single rebel officer of any penalty which he might owe for crime Mr. 
Lincoln’s conciliatory measures were calculated to make it the interest of 
every private soldier of their armies to abandon them to their fate.” 

This issue of the Herald with its remarkable extended biographical 
sketch and its thorough news coverage in Washington sold out fifteen 
minutes after its arrival. The price for an obtainable copy in Washington 
the next day was $10. 

Under the heading “The Great Crime— Abraham Lincoln’s Place in 
History” the Herald on the next day, April 17, published a shrewd and 
nevertheless moving and lavish estimate and portrayal. “In this moment of 
benumbing regret and overwhelming excitement” not much should be said 
till some calmer hour of “the insane ferocity of a bad and mad vagabond, 
educated up to this height of crime by the teachings of our ‘copperhead’ 
oracles.” Bitter fruits to the South and to all Southern sympathizers would 
follow “inevitably as the thunder storm following the lightning flash.” 
Then came a paragraph like thousands of this hour in American, English, 
and Continental newspapers, taking Lincoln’s measure as a never-before- 
seen actor on the stage of international history: 

“Whatever judgment may have been formed by those who were opposed 
to him as to the calibre of our deceased Chief Magistrate, or the place he is 
destined to occupy in history, all men of undisturbed observation must 
have recognized in Mr. Lincoln a quaintness, originality, courage, honesty, 
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magnanimity and popular force of character such as have never heretofore, 
in the annals of the human family, had the advantage of so eminent a stage 
for their display. He was essentially a mixed product of the agricultural, 
forensic and frontier life of this continent— as indigenous to our soil as the 
cranberry crop, and as American in his fibre as the granite foundations 
of the Appalachian range. He may not have been, and perhaps was not, 
our most perfect product in any one branch of mental or moral education; 
but, taking him for all in all, the very noblest impulses, peculiarities and 
aspirations of our whole people— what may be called our continental idio- 
syncrasies— were more collectively and vividly reproduced in his genial and 
yet unswerving nature than in that of any other public man of whom our 
chronicles bear record.” 

He was a new figure. All other nations of the human family would 
study him “as the type man of a new dynasty of nation-rulers,” holding 
that “the best and strongest rule for every intelligent people is a govern- 
ment to be created by the popular will, and choosing for itself the repre- 
sentative instrument who is to carry out its purposes.” Gravely the Herald , 
naturally conservative though responsive to both property rights and human 
movements, considered this and noted- “The triumph of the democratic 
principle over the aristocratic in our recent contest is an assurance that 
time has revolved this old earth on which we live into a new and perhaps 
happier— perhaps sadder— era.” 

Lincoln was baffling, found the Herald . The more one gazed on him, 
the less easy it became to reckon what would be the end of his teachings. 
Those who believed they had him solved must first understand that he was 
democracy beyond Cromwell or Napoleon, that he was so completely 
modern that his like was not to be found in the past, in “the heroic antique.” 
The old-time warriors and lawmakers wore purple, togas, crowns, wreaths. 
A new kind of historian, said the Herald , would be required “to comprehend 
the genius of a character so externally uncouth, so pathetically simple, so 
unfathomably penetrating, so irresolute and yet so irresistible, so bizarre, 
grotesque, droll, wise and perfectly beneficent as the great original thinker 
and statesman for whose death the whole land, even in the midst of victories 
unparalleled, is today draped in mourning.” The hard going and involved 
difficulties for any and all who in the future should try to write truly, 
honestly, decently, adequately, about Abraham Lincoln, were sketched by 
the Herald: 

“It will require an altogether new breed and school of historians to 
begin doing justice to this type-man of the world’s last political evangel. 
No ponderously eloquent George Bancroft can properly rehearse those 
inimitable stories by which, in the light form of allegory, our martyred 
President has so frequently and so wisely decided the knottiest contro- 
versies of his Cabinet; nor can even the genius of a Washington Irving 
or Edward Everett in some future age elocutionize into the formal dignity 
of a Greek statue the kindly but powerful face of Mr. Lincoln, seamed in 
circles by humorous thoughts and furrowed crosswise by mighty anxieties. 
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It will take a new school of historians to do justice to this eccentric addi- 
tion to the world’s gallery of heroes; for while other men as interesting 
and original may have held equal power previously in other countries, it is 
only in the present age of steam, telegraphs and prying newspaper re- 
porters that a subject so eminent, both by genius and position, could have 
been placed under the eternal microscope of critical examination.” 

Significant it was that the Herald should join with the Reverend Mr. 
Vinton, the Reverend Mr. Studley, and the other clergymen who feared 
what might have happened to Abraham Lincoln’s fame and reputation had 
he lived on for the work of Southern reconstruction. By the circumstance 
of death with martyrdom the seal of immortality was stamped on his fame, 
noted the Herald , adding: “Nor is it any longer in the power of changing 
fortune to take away from him, as might have happened had he lived 
[Italics added], one of the most solid, brilliant and stainless reputations 
of which in the world’s annals any record can be found— its only peer 
existing in the memory of George Washington 

George William Curtis in an unsigned editorial in Harper’s Weekly was 
sure that those who knew Lincoln personally now felt “that the deep, 
furrowed sadness of his face seemed to forecast his fate.” The nation had 
lost him, but it was something that he had lived to see daybreak. In his 
death it was not a party that lost a head but a country that mourned a 
father. “The most malignant party opposition in our history crumbled 
before his spotless fidelity.” No personal tradition would be more cherished 
nor any name be longer and more tenderly beloved. “He loved liberty too 
sincerely for passion or declamation.” The marvels of his life story, thought 
Curtis, would have to take account of these points: 

“He saw farther and deeper than others because he saw that in the 
troubled time upon which he was cast little could be wholly seen. Experi- 
ence so vindicated his patriotic sagacity that he acquired a curious ascend- 
ency in the public confidence; so that if good men differed from his opinion 
they were inclined to doubt their own. Principle was fixed as a star, but 
policy must be swayed by the current. While many would have dared the 
fierce fury of the gale and have sunk the ship at once, he knew that there 
was a time to stretch every inch of canvas and a time to lay to. He was 
not afraid of ‘drifting.’ In statesmanship prudence counts for more than 
daring. Thus it happened that some who urged him at the beginning of 
the war to the boldest measures, and excused what they called his practical 
faithlessness by his probable weakness, lived to feel the marrow of their 
bones melt with fear, and to beg him to solicit terms that would have 
destroyed the nation. But wiser than passion, more faithful than fury, 
serene in his devotion to the equal rights of men without which he knew 
there could henceforth be no peace in this country, he tranquilly persisted, 
enduring the impatience of what seemed to some his painful delays and to 
others his lawless haste; and so, trusting God and his own true heart, he 
fulfilled his great task so well that he died more tenderly lamented than 
any ruler in history.” 
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In many of the estimates and tributes spoken or written in the immediate 
days of mourning there was a warm, vivid color. The words came as though 
they might have been the same a few days before when the man was alive. 
Often too came the admission, direct or a little hidden and furtive, that 
slowly the man had grown and taken on new lights and shadings with every 
year of his tests and trials, that behind his massive, scrawny exterior he 
lived subtly and intricately with the dark, quivering themes of humanity, 
freedom, and democracy. 

An old plain proverb known to woodsmen with axes was fitting: “A 
tree is best measured when it’s down.” Likewise a suave epigram from the 
accomplished and highly civilized Francis Bacon: “There is no excellent 
beauty that hath not some strangeness in the proportion.” 

Beyond any doubt, said leading men and journals, there never had been 
on earth a man whose death brought in all countries such quick, deep human 
interest, such genuine sorrow, such wide-flung discussion and commentary. 
Often came the statement that over the world the whole civilized Family 
of Man shared in regrets or grief for the loss of a common hero who 
belonged to humanity everywhere, a spokesman to be consulted in future 
world affairs, a prophet too plain and salty to lay claim to being a prophet. 

The story of the living and actual Lincoln had come to an end. Now 
began the vast epic tale of the authentic Lincoln tradition mingled with 
legend, myth, folklore. Believers and atheists, those of fixed doctrine or the 
freethinkers— both were to argue he was theirs. Letters and pamphlets were 
to picture him as Freemason or Spiritualist, as Protestant or Catholic or Jew 
or having Negro blood in his veins. The teetotalers were to claim properly 
he was theirs because he never drank alcoholic liquors; the saloon crowd 
amid the sawdust and the spittoons were to say his stones alone put him in 
their class. Some had no hesitation about one sweeping and beautiful claim: 
“He was humanity 

Lost in the huge and swelling choral acclaim were the few who agreed 
with the imperialist and Tory organ of London, England, the Standard , say- 
ing on April 21: “He was not a hero while he lived, and therefore his cruel 
murder does not make him a martyr.” Of little weight now was the London 
Times m its mild April acknowledgment of “his homely kindness of feeling” 
which kept him “in a course of clemency,” in its decisive recognition that 
“in all America, there was, perhaps, not one man who less deserved to be 
the victim of this revolution, than he who has just fallen.” Yet also in April 
it must needs retract earlier, insistent judgment: “It would be unjust not to 
acknowledge that Mr. Lincoln was a man who could not under any circum- 
stances have been easily replaced.” What could this directly mean except 
that the Times of London required a slow, involved triple negative instead 
of an easy and simple affirmation of its contrition over having misread and 
slandered Mr. Lincoln? And who cared that the frustrated Times tried to be 
pleasant without knowing how in such mumblings as “He was a prominent 
figure in a great historical picture, and, as far as we can judge, was prepared 
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to play a most noble part”? Of more import than the continued muddling 
and arrogance of the Times was the simple confession of the Pall Mall 
Gazette : “He was our best friend. He never lent himself to the purposes of 
that foolish and wicked minority which tried to set enmity between Amer- 
ica and England. He never said or wrote an unfriendly word about us.” 

Among the people of England, the masses whose sentiment kept the Gov- 
ernment from recognizing the Southern Confederacy, the mourning was 
genuine. In the House of Commons were calls of protest and denial when 
Sir George Grey said that a majority of the people of England had sympa- 
thized with the North. But there were no murmurs at his praise of Lincoln. 
And there were cheers when he said that Queen Victoria had written to 
Mrs. Lincoln with her own hand, “as a widow to a widow.” Disraeli, with 
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a sense of events and speaking for the Conservatives, said: “There is in the 
character of the victim, and even in the accessories of his last moments, 
something so homely and innocent, that it takes the question, as it were, out 
of all the pomp of history and the ceremonial of diplomacy; it touches the 
heart of nations and appeals to the domestic sentiment of mankind.” Bright 
and Cobden spoke publicly of their personal loss. The Spectator , having con- 
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stantly reported the war and interpreted Lincoln with rare accuracy for a 
contemporary, offered verses by John Nichol, six of them reading: 

A golden mom— a dawn of better things— 

The olive-branch— clasping of hands again— 

A noble lesson read to conquering kings— 

A sky that tempests had not scoured m vain. . • - 

The pilot of his people through the strife, 

With his strong purpose turning scorn to praise, 

E’en at the close of battle reft of life, 

And fair inheritance of quiet days. 

Defeat and triumph found him calm and just, 

He showed how clemency should temper power. 

And dying left to future times in trust 
The memory of his brief victorious hour. . . . 

May these endure and, as his work, attest 
The glory of his honest heart and hand,— 

The simplest, and the bravest, and the best,— 

The Moses and the Cromwell of his land. 

Too late the pioneers of modern spite, 

Awestricken by the universal gloom, 

See his name lustrous in Death’s sable night, 

And offer tardy tribute at his tomb. 

But we who have been with him all the while, 

Who knew his worth, and loved him long ago, 

Rejoice that in the circuit of our isle 
There is no room at last for Lincoln’s foe. 

The letter to Mrs. Lincoln signed by Victoria Regina was deeply per- 
sonal, woman to woman, the Queen saying: “No one can better appreciate 
than I can, who am myself utterly broke?i-hearted by the loss of my own 
beloved husband, who was the light of my life, my stay-my all - what your 
suffering must be; and I earnestly pray that you may be supported by Him 
to whom alone the sorely stricken can look for comfort.” 

The House of Lords joined in an official address of sympathy to the 
American people, the discussion of it having reserve and polite modulations. 
In Punch, the humorous weekly which during four years had continuously 
satirized and slandered Lincoln, came verses by Tom Taylor, author of Our 
American Cousin . The verses apologized; they had wronged Lincoln and 
were deeply sorry. Two of them read: 

Beside this corpse, that bears for winding-sheet 
The Stars and Stripes he lived to rear anew, 

Between the mourners at his head and feet, 

Say, scurril- jester, is there room for you? 
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Yes, he had lived to shame me from my sneer, 

To lame my pencil, and confute my pen— 

To make me own this hind of princes peer, 

This rail-splitter a true-born king of men. 

In England and on the Continent, all forms of labor organizations, trade- 
unions, fraternal and mutual-benefit societies, socialist and communist bodies, 
spoke their words of sympathy and loss in resolutions and declarations, in 
addresses spread over their journals. They could never forget, said many of 
these, the American statesman of power and authority who had said “Capi- 
tal is the fruit of labor, and could never have existed if labor had not first 
existed”; “Working-men are the basis of all governments”; “Labor is prior 
to, and independent of, capital”, “The strongest bond of human sympathy, 
outside of the family relation, should be one uniting all working people, of 
all nations, and tongues, and kindreds”; “I feel that the time is coming when 
the sun shall shine, the rain fall, on no man who shall go forth to unrequited 
toil”; “Thank God we live in a country where workingmen have the right 
to strike.” 

In the French Senate and Chamber of Deputies imperialists and republi- 
cans joined in formal expressions of grief while the Emperor and Empress 
sent a message of condolence to Mrs. Lincoln. A massive gold medal, bought 
with 2-cent subscriptions from masses of people, was brought to the Amer- 
ican Minister by a committee of liberals. It was for Mrs. Lincoln, with their 
message, “Tell her the heart of France is in that little box.” Of perhaps 
larger meaning, looking toward the future, was the march of a thousand 
young students of the Latin Quarter at the Pont San Michel, the bridge over 
the Seine. A barricade of police stopped the parade, ordered it dispersed, 
and arrested the leaders. A band of thirty however got together and marched 
to the Legation of the United States and presented Minister Bigelow with 
an address by inference thrusting at the dictator Louis Napoleon and decla- 
rations abrupt and pointed: 

“In President Lincoln we mourn a fellow citizen. There are no longer 
any countries shut up in narrow frontiers. Our country is everywhere where 
there are neither masters nor slaves— wherever people live in liberty or fight 
for it. We are fellow citizens of John Brown, of Abraham Lincoln and of 
William H. Seward. 

“To us young men, to whom belongs the future, is requisite a grand 
energy to found a true democracy. We cast our eyes to the other side of 
the ocean to learn how a people which has known how to make itself free 
knows how to preserve its freedom. 

“He who has just been struck down was a citizen of that republic where 
the great men are— not the conquerors who violate right and the sovereignty 
of peoples, but the founders and the guardians of their independence, like 
Washington and Lincoln. Probity, simplicity, energy in the struggle, mod- 
eration in victory, respect for liberty always and everywhere-these were 
the qualities of the elect of the American people. To strike such men is to 
strike the law itself ” 
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In Germany many bunds and vereins, workingmen’s clubs, co-operative 
societies, labor journals, spoke their loss. Through Bismarck came the re- 
grets of the King of Prussia. In the Landstag were sentiments given such 
as one from Wilhelm Lowe: “The man who never wished to be more nor 
less than the most faithful servant of his people, will find his own glorious 
place in the pages of history. In the deepest reverence I bow my head before 
this modest greatness.” In Austria one parliamentary deputy noted a human 
memory taking on “supernatural proportions,” Lincoln becoming “a myth, 
a type of the ideal democracy.” In Sweden flags were ordered at half-mast 
on the ships in harbor at Goteborg and there were expressions such as the 
Nya Daglig Allehanda of Stockholm saying: “It is a beautiful death, and 
Lincoln forever will be surrounded by the rays of impeccable glory. The 
time for impartial judgment will not come for many years.” 

In the harbor of Stockholm flags hung at half-mast on all ships. Excite- 
ment and sorrow rooted partly in Swedish sentiment over the victory of the 
Monitor , designed by John Ericsson and carrying guns invented by Admiral 
John Adolph Dahlgren. A song of many verses that was to become a folk 
ballad arose reciting the shock and grief over “the killing of Abraham 
Lincoln.” One observer wrote: “Our men clenched their fists in vain fury 
and our blue-eyed women shed many tears in memory of the remarkable 
man.” 

In the harbors of Norwegian cities also flags were at half-mast. Thou- 
sands in that country had blood relations m Wisconsin and Minnesota regi- 
ments. Young Henrik Ibsen in a flowing turbulent poem, “The Murder 
of Abraham Lincoln,” challenged Europe’s right to mourn over the passing 
of the foremost son of democracy in the Western world. Rulers were ac- 
cused by Ibsen of “vows forgotten and words untrue,” of “treaties ye tear 
and despoil,” of “perjured oaths” that “have fertilized history’s soil.” From 
the American continent the words and decisions of Lincoln had reached 
Ibsen, and he felt called on to repudiate and blame those he deemed in- 
sincere mourners over the martyr Lincoln. 

In the Orient, China, Japan, and Siam framed resolutions of condolence. 
At a religious meeting of Negroes of the Sea Islands one voiced a wish that 
he might see Lincoln and heard from an old silver-head: “No man see 
Linkum. Linkum walk lak Jesus walk— no man see Linkum.” 

To the four comers of the earth began the spread of the Lincoln story 
and legend. He was wanted. What he seemed to mean was reached for. 
Hunger and love told men to search him. Travelers on any continent came 
to expect in humble homes the picture of Lincoln, readiness to talk about 
him. Of the hundreds of incidents in this field none stood more fascinating 
than one from Leo Tolstoy of Yasnaya Polyana, Russia, saying: “If one 
would know the greatness of Lincoln one should listen to the stones which 
are told about him in other parts of the world. I have been in wild places 
where one hears the name of America uttered with such mystery as if it 
were some heaven or hell. I have heard various tribes of barbarians discuss- 
ing the New World, but I heard this only in connection with the name 
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Lincoln. Lincoln as the wonderful hero of America is known by the most 
primitive nations of Asia.” 

Traveling in the Caucasus, Tolstoy happened to be the guest of a Cir- 
cassian tribal chief, a devout Mussulman who lived in the mountains far 
from civilized life, with vague and childish understanding of the outside 
world. He received Tolstoy with the best of food and drink, after the meal 
asking his guest to tell him about the outside world, listening with no par- 
ticular interest till Tolstoy spoke of great statesmen and great generals. Then 
the tribal chief called in neighbors and sons to listen, wild-looking riders, 
sons of the wilderness seated on the floor and looking up with a hunger for 
knowledge. Tolstoy talked about Russian czars and their victories, about 
foreign rulers and generals. As to Napoleon they wanted more details, asked 
how his hands looked, how tall he was, who made his guns and pistols, the 
color of Napoleon’s horse. Tolstoy did his best, but could hardly satisfy 
them when he had told all he knew about Napoleon. Then the chief, a tall, 
gray-bearded rider, smelling of leather and horses and the earth itself, arose 
and said very gravely: 

“But you have not told us a syllable about the greatest general and great- 
est ruler of the world. We want to know something about him. He was a 
hero. He spoke with a voice of thunder, he laughed like the sunrise and his 
deeds were strong as the rock and as sweet as the fragrance of roses. The 
angels appeared to his mother and predicted that the son whom she would 
conceive would become the greatest the stars had ever seen. He was so great 
that he even forgave the crimes of his greatest enemies and shook brotherly 
hands with those who had plotted against his life. His name was Lincoln 
and the country in which he lived is called America, which is so far away 
that if a youth should journey to reach it he would be an old man when 
he arrived. Tell us of that man.” 

Others shouted, “Tell us, please!” and promised Tolstoy they would pick 
the best horse in stock and give him as a present. 

Tolstoy saw their faces shining, eyes burning. He saw rough mountaineer 
tribesmen thirsting to hear about Abraham Lincoln. He told them of Lincoln 
as a wise man, a ruler who came from poverty and the plainest of common 
people. They asked questions. Nine out of ten Tolstoy couldn’t answer. 
They wanted to know all about Lincoln’s habits, about Lincoln’s influence 
on the people, how tall he was and how heavy a load he could lift. And 
they were astonished to hear that Lincoln wasn’t much to look at when 
riding a horse. 

“Tell us why he was killed,” said one. Tolstoy did his best, gave them 
every last item he had about Lincoln. They were lighted over what he told 
them, spoke “wild thanks,” and the next morning when Tolstoy was leaving 
the chief brought him a fine Arabian horse as a present for the marvelous 
story. 

One rider went along with Tolstoy to the next town, where Tolstoy 
hoped to get a picture to send back tor the tribe. He managed to find a 
large photograph of Lincoln. He handed this to the tribesman, who took it 
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with a grave face and hands a little shaky, studied it several minutes like a 
man in prayer, his eyes filled with tears. Tolstoy asked why he had become 
so sad. The answer: 

“I am sad because I feel sorry that he had to die by the hand of a villain. 
Don’t you find, judging from his picture, that his eyes are full of tears and 
that his lips are sad with secret sorrow^ 5 ” 

To Tolstoy the incident proved that in far places over the earth the 
name of Lincoln was worshiped and the personality of Lincoln had become 
a world folk legend. Tolstoy believed Lincoln no great general like Napo- 
leon or Washington, nor as skilled a statesman as Frederick the Great and 
others. Then, ran the inquiry, why should Lincoln overshadow all other 
national heroes^ He was supreme, reasoned Tolstoy, through “peculiar 
moral powers and greatness of character.” Many hardships and much ex- 
perience brought him to the realization “that the greatest human achieve- 
ment is love.” And making this specific: “He was what Beethoven was in 
music, Dante in poetry, Raphael in painting and Christ in the philosophy of 
life. He aspired to be divine and he was.” 

On a highway of mistakes he walked true to one main motive, the 
benefit of mankind. “He was one,” continued Tolstoy, “who wanted to be 
great through his smallness. If he had failed to become President, he would 
be no doubt just as great, but only God could appreciate it. The judgment 
of the world is usually wrong in the beginning and it takes centuries to 
correct it. But in the case of Lincoln, the world was right from the start. 
Sooner or later Lincoln would have been seen to be a great man, even 
though he had never been an American President. But it would have taken 
a great generation to place him where he belongs ” 

Any form of heroism is doomed to be forgotten unless rooted in four 
abstractions made concrete in behavior. These Tolstoy would name: human- 
ity, truth, justice, pity. The greatness of Aristotle or Kant he saw^ as insig- 
nificant compared with the greatness of Buddha, Moses, and Christ. 4 The 
greatness of Napoleon, Caesar or Washington is moonlight by the sun of 
Lincoln. His example is universal and will last thousands of years. Washing- 
ton was a typical American, Napoleon was a typical Frenchman, but Lin- 
coln was a humanitarian as broad as the world. He was bigger than his coun- 
try-bigger than all the Presidents put together” 

Of all great national heroes and statesmen of history Tolstoy would say 
“Lincoln is the only real giant.” He named many of these heroes to find 
them lesser than Lincoln “in depth of feeling and in certain moral power.” 
Deep mystic shadows and a dazzling bright aura gathered around Lincoln s 
memory fbr the famous Russian who put his seal and. blessing on it with 
ecstatic prophecy. “Lincoln was a man of whom a nation has a right to be 
proud. He was a Christ in miniature, a saint of humanity whose name will 
live thousands of years in the legends of future generations. We are still too 
near his greatness, and so can hardly appreciate his divine power; but after 
a few centuries more our posterity will find him considerably bigger than 
we do. His genius is still too strong and powerful for the common under- 
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standing, just as the sun is too hot when its light beams directly on us.” 

The question raised and dealt with by thousands of American clergymen 
on Easter Sunday of ’65 struck Tolstoy too. Was Lincoln’s death not fore- 
ordained by a divine wisdom and was it not better for the nation and for 
his greatness that he died just in that way and at that particular moment > 
Tolstoy would answer: “We know so little about that divine law which we 
call fate that no one can answer. Christ had a presentiment of his death, and 
there are also indications that Lincoln had strange dreams and presentiments 
of something tragic. If that was really the fact, can we conceive that human 
will could have prevented the outcome of the universal or divine wilP I 
doubt it. I doubt also that Lincoln could have done more to prove his great- 
ness than he did. I am convinced that we are but instruments in the hands 
of an unknown power and that we have to follow its bidding to the end. 
We have a certain apparent independence according to our moral character, 
wherein we may benefit our fellows, but in all eternal and universal ques- 
tions we follow blindly a divine predestination. According to that eternal 
law, the greatest of national heroes had to die, but an immortal glory still 
shines on his deeds.” 

Another interpretation of divine interposition came from Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, speaking on April 19 before neighbors and fellow townsmen m 
Concord, Massachusetts. He saw a serene Providence ruling the fate of na- 
tions. “It makes its own instruments, creates the man for the time, trains him 
in poverty, inspires his genius, and arms him for his task.” From this pro- 
ceeded the inquiry: “What if it should turn out, in the unfolding of the 
web, that he [Lincoln] had reached the term; that this heroic deliverer 
could no longer serve us; that the rebellion had touched its natural conclu- 
sion, and what remained to be done required new and uncommitted hands,— 
a new spirit bom out of the ashes of the war; and that Heaven, wishing to 
show the world a completed benefactor, shall make him serve his country 
even more by his death than his life?” 

Emerson from his New England point of lookout believed in effect that 
Lincoln in his policy of conciliation, pardon, no trials or hangings of rebels 
on treason charges, misread Heaven and the Divine Will. (Yet Lincoln no 
less than Emerson tried to scan the counsels of the Most High. It was plain 
in Lincoln’s once telling a visitor that he didn’t care so much whether the 
Lord was on his side, he wished rather he could be sure that he was on 
the Lord’s side.) What Emerson now feared was that Lincoln had guessed 
wrong as to the desires of Providence and therefore had been removed from 
his place as President. Where Tolstoy and many pulpit speakers held that 
God had inscrutable purposes in permitting the hand of the assassin to kill 
the President, Emerson and those of his viewpoint believed they could read 
more precisely what God intended and the motive of Heaven was not after 
all entirely inscrutable. Ben Wade’s slant at Lincoln as having “too much of 
the milk of human kindness” Emerson rendered in two sentences not alto- 
gether cryptic: “ ‘The kindness of kings consists in justice and strength.’ 



A TREE IS BEST MEASURED WHEN IT’s DOWN 379 

Easy good-nature has been the dangerous foible of the Republic.” To Emer- 
son the key fault of Lincoln was that, easy good nature. 

In the deep, unimpeachable sincerity that ran through everything Emer- 
son said and did, he gave to his neighbors and fellow townsmen that day of 
April 19 his meditations on the end of Lincoln’s life. The gloom of the 
calamity had traveled over sea and land, from country to country, “like the 
shadow of an uncalculated eclipse over the planet.” Old as was history, 
Emerson doubted whether any one death had ever caused so much pain to 
mankind. “And this, not so much because nations are by modem arts 
brought so closely together, as because of the mysterious hopes and fears 
which, in the present day, are connected with the name and institutions of 
America.” 

On the Saturday after Good Friday “everyone was struck dumb, and 
saw at first only deep belQw deep, as he meditated on the ghastly blow.” 
When now the funeral coffin of the President would move westward “we 
might well be silent, and suffer the awful voices of the time to thunder to 
us.” Yet the first despair was brief; the man was not so to be mourned. Was 
he not the most active and hopeful of men ? And his work had not perished. 
“Acclamations of praise for the task he had accomplished burst out into a 
song of triumph, which even tears for his death cannot keep down.” 

Thoroughly American, never having crossed the sea, “never spoiled by 
English insularity or French dissipation,” with no aping of foreigners, no 
frivolous accomplishments, Lincoln through Emerson’s prism was “a quite 
native, aboriginal man, as an acorn from the oak.” On modest foundations 
was laid the broad structure of his fame. Slow, by prepared steps, he came 
to his place. With surprise and disappointment, “coldly and sadly” had 
Emerson and his friends five years ago heard of Seward losing the presiden- 
tial nomination to Lincoln. “But it turned out not to be chance. . . . They 
did not begin to know the riches of his worth.” They became aware of the 
President having no shine, no superiority, no vices, a strong sense of duty. 
It began to dawn on them he had “what farmers call a long head” and fur- 
thermore he could work hard, “had prodigious faculty of performance; 
worked easily,” was cheerful and persistent at his office labor, “and liked 
nothing so well.” 

They became further aware of his “vast good-nature, which made him 
tolerant and accessible to all; fair-minded, leaning to the claim of the peti- 
tioner; affable, and not sensible to the affliction which the innumerable visits 
paid to him when President would have brought to anyone else.” Of his 
compassion for a whole freed race thrown on his hands had come the inci- 
dent of the poor Negro crying Marse Linkum was “eberywhere.” His 
“broad good-humor” and “jocular talk” was a rich gift that “enabled him 
to keep his secret; to meet every kind of man and every rank in society, to 
take off the edge of the severest decisions; to mask his own purpose and 
sound his companion; and to catch with true instinct the temper of every 
company he addressed.” 

Curious it was that Emerson and Dr. Vinton of New York and several 
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of the Boston clergymen should give such high and unreserved praise to 
Lincoln’s instinct for knowing what the people and the country wanted, 
while they nevertheless refused to endorse the policy of conciliation and 
pardon which Lincoln was sure would have the sanction of the people and 
the country. Were these men who distrusted this policy of leniency, as Lin- 
coln had once said to Wendell Phillips and Moncure D. Conway, members 
of “a movement” and giving their “movement” a higher valuation and a 
heavier weight than the rest of the country attached to it? 

Emerson’s praise rang truer than that of others in movements. He men- 
tioned how Lincoln’s offhand jests “by the very acceptance and adoption 
they find in the mouths of millions, turn out to be the wisdom of the hour.” 
Emerson was certain “if this man had ruled in a period of less facility of 
printing, he would have become mythological in a very few years, like 
Aesop or Pilpay, or one of the Seven Wise Masters, by his fables and prov- 
erbs.” Many passages in his letters, messages, and speeches had a weight and 
penetration “hidden now by the very closeness of their application to the 
moment,” though destined to wide fame. “What pregnant definitions; what 
unerring common sense; what foresight; and, on great occasion, what lofty, 
and more than national, what humane tone!” 

Lincoln, in Emerson’s analysis, grew according to need, wrought inces- 
santly with all his might and all his honesty, “laboring to find what the 
people wanted, and how to obtain that.” The times allowed no state secrets; 
in the national ferment such multitudes had to be trusted that no secret 
could be kept. Every door was ajar. And as problems grew so did the Presi- 
dent’s comprehension of them. “It cannot be said there is any exaggeration 
of his worth. If ever a man was fairly tested, he was.” In the whirlwind of 
the war he was “no holiday magistrate, no fair-weather sailor; the new pilot 
was hurried to the helm in a tornado.” In four years of battle days his en- 
durance, fertility of resources, his magnanimity, sore tried, were never 
found wanting. “By his courage, his justice, his even temper, his fertile 
counsels, his humanity, he stood a heroic figure in the centre of a heroic 
epoch. He is the true history of the American people in his time. Step by 
step he walked before them; slow with their slowness, quickening his march 
by theirs, the true representative of this continent; an entirely public man; 
father of his country, the pulse of twenty millions throbbing in his heart, 
the thought of their minds articulated by his tongue.” 

Thus Emerson, one among first of American seers and poets, sketched his 
national hero, coming finally to say, however, that perhaps this heroic deliv- 
erer “could no longer serve us,” that what remained to be done “required 
new and uncommitted hands.” Yet here too in closing he kept a depth of 
love for his Lincoln, seeing the assassination with its terror and ruin “already 
burning into glory around him.” Suppose Lincoln had lived on. “Far happier 
this fate than to have lived to be wished away; to have watched the decay 
of his own faculties [as softly and with dark pathos later happened to Emer- 
son]; to have seen, -perhaps even he, -the proverbial ingratitude of states- 
men; to have seen mean men preferred. Had he not lived long enough to 



A TREE IS BEST MEASURED WHEN IT*S DOWN 381 

keep the greatest promise that ever man made to his fellow-men,— the prac- 
tical abolition of slavery 5 He had seen . . . the main army of the rebellion 
lay down its arms. He had conquered the public opinion of Canada, England 
and France. Only Washington can compare with him in fortune.” 

The suave diplomat John Bigelow believed that in ordinary peacetime 
conditions Lincoln would have been a very ordinary President and of little 
distinction. In a wild crisis calling for a man deep in moral issues, the nation 
found Lincoln “even as the son of Kish found a crown while searching for 
his father’s asses.” He walked by faith and not by sight. “He did not rely 
upon his own compass, but followed a cloud by day and a fire by night, 
which he had learned to trust implicitly.” He was not strictly a statesman, 
nor an educated man. His greatness was peculiar. “He was so modest by 
nature that he was perfectly content to walk behind any man who wished 
to walk before him. ... St. Paul hardly endured more indignities and buf- 
ferings without complaint.” 

Out of Bigelow’s wide familiarity with statesmen, politicians, and men 
of affairs he wrote of Lincoln: “I do not know that history has made a 
record of the attainment of any corresponding eminence by any other man 
who so habitually, so constitutionally, did to others as he would have them 
do to him. Without any pretensions to religious excellence, from the time 
he was first brought under the observation of the nation, he seemed, like 
Milton, to have walked 'as ever in his great Taskmaster’s eye.’ ” 

Hidden among the pages of an obscure periodical, the Friend of Progress , 
was an appraisal that mixed information, conjecture, and darkly tender con- 
templations. This was from the pen of Octavius Brooks Frothmgham, pastor 
of the Third Congregational Unitarian Society in New York City. He saw 
Lincoln as far spent, so worn by the war he had carried on his shoulders 
that it would have been expecting too great a marvel to believe that he 
would not have suffered cruelly had he lived another four years. Now a 
nation held the man a saint. And why 5 Partly perhaps because of a great 
cnme timed to a moment so peculiar that it had a touch of superstition and 
awe. “The North, which had already poured out such rivers of blood in 
expiation of its guilty acquiescence in wrong, cannot be released till it has 
made one crowning offering more— its own first-born child and chosen 
leader. The man whose election was the cause of the war, becomes its vic- 
tim. The President who had dealt so tenderly with Northern traitors, had 
forgiven them, had treated with them, had almost cherished them, is stung 
to death at last by the serpent he would insist on taking to his bosom.” 

The people were sorrowing now not because of the crime but because 
they had lost a friend they loved simply as a man. “His belongings were 
nothing; dignities would not stick to him. The White House was the place 
where he lived— nothing more. The Presidency was his business for the time 
being— that was all. His personal qualities protruded from his official skin, 
as the angular lines of his figure did from his court dress— as the bones of 
his great hands did from his kid gloves. The costumer, official or other, could 
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make nothing of him. He was a character— not a doll. The decorators tried 
their hands on him in vain.” 

Had he used dramatics and sought the hosannas of the crowd, had he 
played for grandeur and magnificence, “had he been such a person as that, 
the country would have gone wild over the tragedy of his death.” Now 
however “the country does not go wild over him; it silently weeps for him; 
it does not celebrate him as a demigod— it mourns for him as a friend. It 
gives him no noisy place in the hall of the heroes— it gives him a dear and 
still one in the chamber of the heart. . . . Ordinary human nature was hon- 
ored in him, and so ordinary human nature weeps for him.” 

Mr. Frothingham could only be quietly amazed over the sad, serious 
humility of Lincoln delivering his second inaugural, with its curious words 
when victory was in sight for his armies. Frothingham quoted: “Both sides 
have been disappointed.” “We must go on.” “With malice towards none; 
with charity for all.” No bombast, no exultation, no boasting. “The sen- 
tences are uttered as if under the shadow of destiny, and the man who utters 
them— the Commander-in-Chief of all those triumphant armies, the President 
of the Great Republic, the newly elected ruler by the people’s overwhelm- 
ing vote, the most conspicuous potentate in Christendom— at that moment 
stands like the publican of the gospel, saying, with downcast eyes, before 
all the nation and before all the world, yet alone with the Eternal, ‘God be 
merciful to me a sinner.’ ” 

Never claiming to be more than a servant of the people, “he was a fol- 
lower, not a leader.” To read the people’s wish, to fall in with their drift 
and will, was his ambition. “He let the people work through him; and in 
his own esteem held a high place enough when he acted as an organ and an 
instrument. Such humility almost passes understanding— it runs into self- 
forgetfulness, it borders even on saintliness. In all history I know no parallel 
to it. And how it is exalted now! what a memorial it has! how touchingly 
implied in all the mottoes inscribed on banners and badges and house 
fronts!” 

Mr. Frothingham had never watched Lincoln at close range. He had no 
anecdotes of what he had seen of Lincoln and heard from him directly. He 
was one of many who studied the man from far off— and yet came honestly 
to believe that he knew the real man as one who had been near and breath- 
ing. For Mr. Frothingham meditated now as if some bosom companion had 
been swept away and he was saying to himself as though sure he knew the 
real Lincoln: “To me there seems a grace almost surpassing in the quiet, un- 
wearied, infinite patience which this good man— not exhibited, for he exhib- 
ited nothing— but lived on. There was a touch of real saintliness in that. For 
consider he had no enthusiasms; no transporting dreams; no visions enchant- 
ing the soul. He hoped little, expected nothing. A man of low temperament 
and sad nature, he worked and waited, waited and worked, bearing all 
things, enduring all things, but neither believing all things nor all thin gs 
happening; bearing and enduring oh how much! even from his friends. 
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What a history was written on that care-worn and furrowed face— of suffer- 
ing accepted, sorrow entertained, emotions buried, and duty done!” 

The newsman Horace White carried farther the expression of his asso- 
ciate John Locke Scripps that Lincoln had “an exquisite sense of justice,” 
White writing: “More than intellectual gifts, more than good-fellowships 
did the sense of justice give him his hold on others. That was a magnetic 
field whose influences could not be escaped. He carried it as unconsciously 
as he carried his hair. The Athemans would never have ostracized him — 
indeed, they would never have called him the Just. They would have taken 
him as they took the bees on Hymettus— as one naturally searching after 
sweet things.” 

Striving for a sense of measure White gave his opinion: “The popular 
judgment of Mr. Lincoln is, in the main, correct and unshakable. I say in 
the main, because there is in this judgment a tendency to apotheosis which, 
while pardonable, is not historical, and will not last” 

The jester, the quipster Robert Henry Newell (Orpheus C. Kerr) wrote 
in tears and utter solemnity verses titled “The Martyr President,” in the 
opening lines touching the same theme of sacrifice and martyrdom that so 
many others attempted: 

Twas needed— the name of a Martyr sublime, 

To vindicate God in this terrible time, 

Twas fitting the thunder of Heaven should roll, 

Ere cannon exultant had deafened the soul 
To what m all ages the Maker had taught, 

The pardon of sin is with suffering bought, 

Twas fitting the lightning of Heaven should fall 
On him, the supreme and beloved of us all, 

Ere, blest in his living to guide us and save, 

Our honor forgot what was due to the Slave. 

For still with the South must we share in the guilt 
That stabs us at last to the murderous hilt; 

And still to the loyal the horror belongs 
Of aiding the chief of humanity’s wrongs. 

Lincoln had stood as the national Fate, amid violence that was the short- 
est cut to a common Union of destiny for the States. Thus the Brazilian 
Minister Joaquin Nabuco, saying, “I construe to myself that War as one 
of those illusions of life, in which men seem to move of their own free will, 
while they are really playing a tragedy composed by a Providence intent on 
saving their nation.” Lincoln, as the leading player in the drama, “saw dis- 
tinctly that the South was not a nationality, and that it could not think of 
being one, except during the hallucination of the crisis.” In the velocities of 
modem change, the year 2000 would be governed by currents of political 
thought impossible to read. “But, whether the spirit of authority, or that of 
freedom, increases, Lincoln’s legend will ever appear more luminous m the 
amalgamation of centuries, because he supremely incarnated both those 
spirits.” 
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No music more strange and mystical than that of the poet Walt Whit- 
man followed the hovering blue-smoke mist of Lincoln’s death. Whitman 
envisioned a ship that had weathered in a fearful trip every storm and rack 
of the sea. Into port she is ready to come with her keel, shouting crowds at 
the wharf, bells of welcome calling. And yet— on the deck are bleeding drops 
of red where the Captain lies cold and dead. And the grief of hammering 
heartbeats goes on: 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 

Rise up— for you the flag is hung— for you the bugle trills, 

For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths— for you the shores a-crowding, 

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 

Here Captain! dear father! 

This arm beneath your head! 

It is some dream that on the deck, 

You’ve fallen cold and dead. 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 

The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done, 

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won; 

Exult O shores, and ring O bells! 

But I with mournful tread, 

Walk the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 

From his Long Island home where with his mother he had heard the 
news in Quaker quiet, Whitman went to Washington. From his one favorite 
chum, Pete Doyle, a streetcar driver who had a seat in the gallery of Ford’s 
Theatre on the night of April 14, Whitman heard details of what he termed 
“the foulest crime in history known in any land or age.” For days he walked 
alone brooding, sat silent contemplating, in his bones the beginning of a 
psalm: 

O how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved* 

And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that has gone? 

And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love? 

Sea-winds blown from east and west, 

Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western sea, till there on the 
prairies meeting. 

These and with these and the breath of my chant, 

I’ll perfume the grave of him I love. 

Walt Whitman would have blossoms and green branches piled on the 
coffin— armfuls of roses fresh as the morning— in loaded arms sprigs of lilac 
just off the bushes— brought and poured on the coffin. He would study sea- 
blown cities and moving harbor ships, the changing lights of the Ohio River 
shores and the flashing bosom of the wide Missouri, far-spreading prairies 
covered with grass and com— he would bring these to the coffin in his psalm. 
He would consider the miracle of light so gentle and soft-bom from the 
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most excellent sun so calm and haughty— evening and the welcome of night 
and the stars— these too he would carry along in a threnody of praise to 
death— lovely and soothing death— the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfoldmg 
death. He had listened to a hermit thrush singing in solemn shadowy cedars 
and still ghostly pines— under the evening star a carol of death with praise 
of its serene arrival and its husky whispering to the huge and thoughtful 
night. This too he would bring to the coffin as his offertory and benedic- 
tion, his chant of sane and sacred death. He gave it the title “When Lilacs 
Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d,” in a closing line inscribing it “for the sweet- 
est, wisest soul of all my days and lands-and this for his dear sake.” Among 
its sixteen passages were the lines: 

When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d, 

And the great star early droop’d in the western sky m the night, 

I mourn’d, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring. 

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring, 

Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west, 

And thought of him I love. . . . 

Coffin that passes through lanes and streets, 

Through day and night with the great cloud darkening the land, 

With the pomp of the mloop’d flags with the cities draped in black. 

With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veil’d women standing, 

With processions long and winding and the flambeaus of the night, 

With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces and the unbared heads, 
With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces, 

With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong and solemn. 
With all the mournful voices of the dirges pour’d around the coffin, 

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs- where amid these you journey, 
With the tolling, tolling bells’ perpetual clang, 

Here, coffin that slowly passes, 

I give you my sprig of lilac. 

For Whitman, Lincoln was a great voice and a sublime doer in the field 
of democracy. He regarded both Lincoln and himself as foretellers of a 
New Time for the common man and woman. One of his verses saluted 
“Reconciliation” as the “word over all, beautiful as the sky.” Of the four 
bloody years his line ran: “Beautiful that war and all its deeds of carnage 
must in time be utterly lost.” He had written, for whatever it might mean 
to anyone: “My enemy is dead, a man as divine as myself is dead.” And he 
compressed both melancholy and solace in his line “The hands of the sisters 
Death and Night incessantly softly wash again, and ever again, this soil’d 
world.” 

In thousands of commentaries that were to pile higher and higher, Lin- 
coln stood as the incarnation of two practical results— Emancipation and 
Union. Tragedy was to go on and human misery to be seen widespread. Yet 
it was agreed two causes directed by Lincoln had won the war. Gone was 
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the old property status of the Negro. Gone was the doctrine of Secession 
and States’ Rights. These two. 

Black men could now move from where they were miserable to where 
they were equally miserable— now it was lawful for them to move— they 
were not under the law classified as livestock and chattels. Now too the 
Negro who wished to read could do so, no longer was it a crime for him 
to be found reading a book; nor was it now any longer a crime to teach a 
Negro to read. The illiterate, propertyless Negro was to be before the law 
and the Federal Government an equal of the illiterate, propertyless white— 
and many sardonics were involved. And in spite of its many absurd and 
contradictory phases the Negro had a human dignity and chances and 
openings not known to him before— rainbows of hope instead of the auction 
block and the black-snake whip. 

Decreed beyond any but far imagining of its going asunder was Lin- 
coln’s mystic dream of the Union of States, achieved. Beyond all the hate 
or corruption or mocking fantasies of democracy that might live as an after- 
math of the war were assurances of long-time conditions for healing, for re- 
building, for new growths. The decision was absolute, hammered on terrible 
anvils. The Union stood— an amalgamated and almost an awful fact. 

Now too, as Lincoln had pledged, a whole mesh of trammels and clamps 
on Western migration were to be cut loose. The homesteaders held back by 
the Southern landed proprietors could go. And the Pacific railways could 
go; the jealousies suffocating them were out. With almost explosive force 
the industrial, financial, and transportation systems of the North could be 
let loose, free to go. The war had done that. Incidental costs might be stag- 
gering, but the very onrush of them was to testify that they had been under 
restraint. Now they could go— with all their benefits and exploitations, their 
mistakes from which they must later learn to cease and desist. 

Now also, as a result flowing from the war, the United States was to take 
its place among nations counted World Powers. The instinct of the Tories 
and the imperialists of the British Empire that they, if the North won its war 
for the Union, would have a rival was correct. And as a World Power the 
expectation was it would be a voice of the teachings of Washington, Jeffer- 
son, Jackson— and Lincoln— speaking for republican government, for democ- 
racy, for institutions “of the people, by the people, for the people.” Though 
there might come betrayals and false pretenses, the war had put some manner 
of seal on human rights and dignity in contrast with property rights— and 
even the very definitions of property. 

In a storm of steel and blood, without compensation and rather with 
shrill crying of vengeance, with the melancholy and merciless crying out 
loud that always accompanies revolution, property values of some $3,000,- 
000,000 had gone up in smoke, had joined the fabrics of all shadows. In 
sacrifice and moaning one property category had been struck off into empti- 
ness and nothing. At terrific human cost there had been a redefinition of 
one species of property. 

The delicately shaded passages of the second inaugural wept over the 



A TREE IS BEST MEASURED WHEN it’s DOWN 387 

cost of doing by violence what might have been done by reason. Yet look- 
ing back it was seen that violence and not reason was ordained. With all its 
paradoxes and perfect though cruel sincerities, with all its garrulous pre- 
tenses and windy prophecies, the war testified to the awfulness of pent-up 
forces too long unreasonably held back. Of what avail the wisdom of the 
wise who could not foresee a House Divided and prepare it against storm 
that threatened final hopeless wreck and rum 5 Of what service either the 
eminently practical men or the robed and assured professional and learned 
classes if human advance must be at such cost of suffering 5 

Out of the smoke and stench, out of the music and violet dreams of the 
war, Lincoln stood perhaps taller than any other of the many great heroes. 
This was in the mind of many. None threw a longer shadow than he. And 
to him the great hero was The People. He could not say too often that he 
was merely their instrument. 

These were meditations and impressions of the American people in days 
following April 14 of 1865. 


CHAPTER 76 

VAST PAGEANT, THEN GREAT QUIET 


THERE was a funeral. 

It took long to pass its many given points. 

Many millions of people saw it and personally moved in it and were 
part of its procession. 

The line of march ran seventeen hundred miles. 

As a dead march nothing like it had ever been attempted before. 

Like the beginning and the end of the Lincoln Administration, it had no 
precedents to go by. 

It was garish, vulgar, massive, bewildering, chaotic. 

Also it was simple, final, majestic, august. 

In spite of some of its mawkish excess of show and various maudlin pro- 
ceedings, it gave solemn unforgettable moments to millions of people who 
had counted him great, warm and lovable. 

The people, the masses, nameless and anonymous numbers of persons not 
listed nor published among those present— these redeemed it. 

They gave it the dignity and authority of a sun darkened by a vast bird 
migration. 

They shaped it into a drama awful in the sense of having naive awe and 
tears without shame. 

They gave it the color and heave of the sea which is the mother of tears. 



388 ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

They lent to it the color of the land and the earth which is the bread- 
giver of life and the quiet tomb of the Family of Man. 

Yes, there was a funeral. 

From his White House in Washington-where it began-they carried his 
coffin and followed it nights and days for twelve days. 

By night bonfires and torches lighted the right of way for a slow-going 
railroad train. 

By day troops with reversed arms, muffled drums, multitudinous feet 
seeking the pivotal box with the silver handles. 

By day bells tolling, bells sobbing the requiem, the salute guns, cannon 
rumbling their inarticulate thunder. 

To Baltimore, Harrisburg, Philadelphia, New York, they journeyed with 
the draped casket to meet overly ornate catafalques. 

To Albany, Utica, Syracuse, moved the funeral cortege always met by 
marchers and throngs. 

To Cleveland, Columbus, Indianapolis, Chicago, they took the mute 
oblong box, met by a hearse for convoy to where tens of thousands should 
have their last look. 

Then to Springfield, Illinois, the old home town, the Sangamon near by, 
the New Salem hilltop near by, for the final rest of cherished dust. 

Thus the route and the ceremonial rites in epitome. 

The weather was April and May but the smoke and haze was October 
and the feeling of the hour silent snow on the January earth of a hard 
winter. 

The ground lay white with apple blossoms this April week. The redbird 
whistled. Through black branches shone blue sky. Ships put out from port 
with white sails catching the wind. Farmers spoke to their horses and turned 
furrows till sundown on the cornfield. Boys drew circles in cinder paths 
and played marbles. Lilac bushes took on surprises of sweet, light purple. In 
many a back yard the potato-planting was over. In this house was a wed- 
ding, in that one a newborn baby, in another a girl with a new betrothal 
ring. Life went on. Everywhere life went on. 

In the East Room of the White House lay the body of a man, embalmed 
and prepared for a journey. Sweet roses, early magnolias, and the balmiest 
of lilies were strewn for an effect as though the flowers had begun to bloom 
even from his coffin. On a platform under a canopy of folds and loops of 
black silk and crape rested the coffin. Six feet six was the coffin in length, 
one foot and a half across the shoulders. The wood was mahogany, lined 
with lead, covered with black broadcloth, at the sides four massive silver 
handles. Tassels, shamrock leaves, silver stars and silver cords could be seen 
on facings and edges. A shield with a silver plate had the inscription: 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

SIXTEENTH PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES 
BORN FEB. 12, 1809 
DIED APRIL If, 1865 



VAST PAGEANT, THEN GREAT QUIET 389 

On a pillow of white silk lay the head, on plaited satin rested the body, 
dressed in the black suit in which the first inaugural was delivered, with its 
references to “fellow citizens,” to “my dissatisfied countrymen,” to “better 
angels,” as though even among angels there are the worse and the better. 
The chandeliers at each end of the East Room drooped with black alpaca. 
The eight grand mirrors of the room spoke sorrow with night-shade silk 
gauze. The doors, the windows too, drooped with black alpaca. 

It was Tuesday, April 18, and outside surged the largest mass of people 
that ever thronged the White House lawn. In two columns they filed 
through the East Room, moving along the two sides of the coffin, many pale 
and limping soldiers out of the convalescent wards of the hospitals, many 
women and children sobbing and weeping aloud as they passed pausing only 
the slightest moment for a look. Those counting estimated twenty-five thou- 
sand. If it had been a hundred thousand or ten thousand the impression of 
any beholder would have been much the same. 
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On Wednesday, April 19, arrived sixty clergymen, the Cabinet members, 
the Supreme Court Justices, important officials from coast to coast, foreign 
Ministers spangled in color and costume, General Grant with white sash 
across his breast, Admiral Farragut as a model of composure and quiet valor, 
the new President Andrew Johnson-six hundred dignitaries in all— crowded 
and squeezed amid the chandeliers and eight grand mirrors of the East 
Room. Mrs. Lincoln was still too distracted to be present. Robert Lincoln 
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had come— and Tad with a drawn, tear-swollen face— it was not easy foi 
them to be there. 

To responsive, imaginative little Tad it was perhaps dreamlike, a living 
nightmare softened by festoons of black silk, by an illusion of black moon- 
light falling into a room where the tongue of no one could possibly com- 
pete with the loud, persistent, pervasive silence of one tongue stilled behind 
the shut lips amid the plaited white satin. 

“Hear my prayer, O Lord ... I am a stranger with thee, and a so- 
journer, as all my fathers were,” intoned the Reverend Dr. C. H. Hall, 
rector of the Church of the Epiphany. “For a thousand years in thy sight 
are but as yesterday. ... As soon as thou scatterest them they are even as 
a sleep; and fade away suddenly like the grass. In the morning it is green, 
and groweth up; but in the evening it is cut down, dried up, and withered.” 

The great poem of Anglo-Saxon speech comprised in the fifteenth chap- 
ter of the first Epistle of St. Paul to the Corinthians made the Lesson for the 
day. Man is cut down as a flower. He fleeth as a shadow. Yet death may be 
swallowed up in victory. . . . “Thou knowest, Lord, the secrets of our 
hearts; shut not thy merciful ears to our prayers.” 

Bishop Matthew Simpson of the Methodist Episcopal Church offered 
prayer that smitten hearts might endure, might not be called upon for fur- 
ther sacrifices, that the widow and children be comforted. “We bless Thee 
that no tumult has arisen, and m peace and harmony our Government moves 
onward; and that Thou hast shown that our Republican Government is the 
strongest upon the face of the earth. . . . Hear us while we unite in pray- 
ing with Thy Church in all lands and ages. . . . Around the remains of our 
beloved President may we covenant together by every possible means to give 
ourselves to our country’s service until every vestige of this rebellion shall 
have been wiped out, and until slavery, its cause, shall be forever eradicated.” 
Then the Lord’s Prayer . . . Thy will be done on earth, as it is in Heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive 
our debtors . . . deliver us from evil . . . Amen. 

A bitter cup from the hand of a chastening Divine Father had been given 
the mourning nation, said the Reverend Dr. Phmeas D. Gurley of the New 
York Avenue Presbyterian Church in the funeral address. “His way is in 
the sea, and His path m the great waters, and his footsteps are not known. 
. . , We bow, we weep, we worship.” The cruel assassin had brought mys- 
terious affliction. “We will wait for His interpretation . . . He may purify 
us more in the furnace of trial, but He will not consume us.” The people 
had in the late President a loving confidence. No man since Washington 
was so deeply enshrined in the hearts of the people. He deserved it, merited 
it, by his acts, by the whole tone of his life. He leaned on God, remember- 
ing that “God is in history ” 

Dr. Gurley recalled his leaving Springfield, saying to old and tried 
friends, “I leave you with this request: pray for me” and added, “They 
did pray for him; and millions of others prayed for him; nor did they pray 
in vain.” Dr. Gurley sketched the familiar outlines of the life, said it would 
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enter “the register of the ages . . . triumph over the injuries of time,” sur- 
viving busts and statues, which are frail and perishable. 

The closing invocation was spoken by a Baptist clergyman, chaplain of 
the United States Senate, the Reverend Dr. E. H. Gray. He beheld a nation 
prostrate and in sackcloth over the remains of an illustrious and beloved 
chief, asked compassion for hearts wrung with agony, asked blessings for 
those of the Government who must now sustain the Government. And the 
final ceremonial words spoken in the White House over the mute form of 
the author of the second inaugural and the Louisiana reconstruction speech 
of April 11 were as follows: “O God, let treason, that has deluged our land 
with blood, and devastated our country, and bereaved our homes, and filled 
them with widows and orphans, and has at length culminated in the assassina- 
tion of the nation’s chosen ruler— God of justice, and avenger of the nation’s 
wrong, let the work of treason cease, and let the guilty author of this hor- 
rible crime be arrested and brought to justice. O hear the cry, and the 
prayer, and the tears now rising from a nation’s crushed and smitten heart, 
and deliver us from the power of all our enemies, and send speedy peace 
unto all our borders, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.” 

The services were over. The pallbearers took the silver handles. The 
bong of big bells on cathedrals struck and the little bells of lesser steeples 
chimed in, as across the spring sunshine came the tolling of all the church 
bells of Washington and Georgetown, and Alexandria across the river. 
Counting the minutes with their salutes came the hoarse boom of fort guns 
encircling the national capital and several batteries sent into the city. 

Out of the great front door of the Executive Mansion for the last time 
went the mortal shape of Abraham Lincoln, sixteenth President of the 
United States. Six gray horses stood waiting with a black hearse fourteen 
feet long, seven feet wide, mounted eight feet from the ground. It moved 
under escort of regimental bands playing a dead march, cavalry, artillery, 
navy and marine detachments, infantry and drum corps with reversed arms 
and muffled drums. On the one-mile route to the Capitol pavements and 
curbs were packed with onlookers, who also filled every roof, window, 
doorway, balcony, and stairway. Sixty thousand spectators watched a parade 
of forty thou^nd mourners. 

Marshal Ward Hill Lamon and aides headed the civic procession, which 
included nearly all the high men of the Government, followed by depart- 
ment and bureau employees, State delegations, municipal officers, visiting 
firemen of the Perseverance Hose Company of Philadelphia, three hundred 
convalescents from Fmley Hospital, representations from the Union League, 
the Mount Vernon Association, the Fenian Brotherhood, the Sons of Tem- 
perance, German glee clubs, a Catholic delegation of two hundred and fifty 
students and teachers from Gonzaga College, three hundred Italians of the 
39th New York regiment carrying the national flags of Italy and the United 
States, several thousand “persons of African descent,” as termed in the 
Emancipation Proclamation, their banner reading “We mourn our loss.” A 
varied, kaleidoscopic, and human America followed a lost leader. 
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From his sickbed, sore with his dagger wounds, Secretary Seward gazed 
from the window with mingled grief and thanks. In a group of marching 
Treasury bureau officials he could see a flag with a gash torn in it. This 
had caught the assassin's foot and broken his leg. Immediately behind the 
hearse Seward could see two grooms leading a horse, surmising this was the 
horse that had most often carried the body now in the hearse. 

At Seventh Street a regiment of colored troops just arrived from the 
front, by a mistaken maneuver, wheeled about and found itself at the head 
and forefront of the procession, winning admiration by their marching 
order and skill in the manual of arms. At Fifteenth Street one of the horses 
of President Johnson’s carriage began rearing for a runaway and the Presi- 
dent and his companion Preston King alighted and took seats in another 
carriage. Neither these nor any other incidents hindered the smooth flow 
of a procession that stretched for miles, moving into Pennsylvania Avenue 
as a long breathing link of living persons connecting and welding the unity 
of the White House and the Capitol. 

In the rotunda of the Capitol, under the great white dome that had come 
to its finished construction while the war raged, twelve sergeants of the 
Veteran Reserve Corps carried the coffin to a huge catafalque. The honor- 
ary pallbearers ranged themselves in a circle. Generals, admirals, the Presi- 
dent, the Cabinet, stood some ten feet from the coffin. Dr. Gurley spoke a 
brief service. Lincoln’s bodyguard, with an added company and officers, 
formed a cordon around the coffin. The building was cleared. 

In silence during night watches the body of Lincoln lay with eyes never 
opening to see far above him the arches of the great dome that for him sym- 
bolized the Union. When in front of this building he had spoken his first 
inaugural, the parts and pieces of that dome lay scattered on the ground 
around him. He had seen them lifted up and woven and mortised and com- 
pleted for his second inaugural. Then he stood vertical and looked up. Now 
he lay horizontal with eyelids beyond opening. In the night watches while 
the guard mount changed, whispering, quiet on soft feet, into midnight and 
past into daybreak, midway between House and Senate chambers, midway 
between those seats and aisles of heartbreak and passion, he lay a horizontal 
clay tabernacle. 

In the morning of Thursday, April 20, at ten o’clock the doors opened 
in special consideration for wounded soldiers from the hospitals, weak and 
battered men, some with empty sleeves, others on crutches, to file by. After- 
ward came the public, at times three thousand to the hour, before midnight 
twenty-five thousand persons. Many had seen him in the life, in buildings, 
on streets, in a carriage, on a horse, breathing and speaking before an audi- 
ence. Now they looked at him, some in agreement and some not with the 
New York World reporter who wrote: “Death has fastened into his frozen 
face all the character and idiosyncrasy of life. He has not changed one line 
of his grave, grotesque countenance, nor smoothed out a single feature. The 
hue is rather bloodless and leaden, but he was always sallow. . . . Whatever 
energy or humor or tender gravity marked the living face is hardened into 
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pulseless outline. . . . The white satin around it reflects sufficient light upon 
the face to show that death is really there.” 

The same reporter, George Alfred Townsend, described the embalmer 
as having by a customary process drained the blood from the body by the 
jugular vein, “and through a cutting made on the inside of the thigh the 
empty blood vessels were charged with a chemical preparation which soon 
hardened to the consistency of stone.” Scalp and brain had been removed, 
blood emptied from the chest. “All that we see of Abraham Lincoln, so 
cunningly contemplated in this splendid coffin, is a mere shell, an effigy, a 
sculpture. He lies in a sleep, but it is the sleep of marble. All that made this 
flesh vital, sentient and affectionate, is gone forever.” This was the factual 
and informative news version of what Dr. Gurley in his prayer of the day 
before had set forth more utterly: “For what is our life* It is even a vapor 
that appeareth for a little time and then vanisheth away. . . . We commit 
its decaying remains to their kindred element, earth to earth, ashes to ashes, 
dust to dust.” 

Some who gazed on the face remembered the poem he so often recited 
for them, that old-rose-and-lavender keepsake of a poem. For him it had a 
musk of smell and a dusk of light, a weatherworn stain of hard walnut with 
a sunset smoke loitering and elusive in the faded grain of the wood. Before 
he went to Congress, before the Mexican War, he said these verses. Years 
later when President he said them. They carried for him a music in the air 
now: 

The leaves of the oak and the willow shall fade, 

Be scattered around, and together be laid; 

As the young and the old, the low and the high, 

Shall crumble to dust and together shall lie. . . . 

The saint who enjoyed the communion of Heaven, 

The sinner who dared to remain unforgiven, 

The wise and the foolish, the guilty and just, 

Have quiedy mingled their bones in the dust. . . • 

’Tis the wink of an eye; ’tis the draught of a breath 
From the blossom of health to the paleness of death, 

From the gilded saloon to the bier and the shroud; 

O, why should the spirit of mortal be proud* 

Friday morning, April 21, just six days after the death in the Peterson 
house on Tenth Street, President Johnson, General Grant, Stanton and other 
Cabinet members, saw the coffin placed aboard a special burial car at the 
Washington depot— joined by another and smaller casket, that of the son 
Willie, which had been disinterred and was to have burial in Springfield, 
Illinois, near his father. Railroad-yard engine bells tolled and a far-stretching 
crowd stood with uncovered heads as the train of seven cars— with a scout 
pilot engine ahead to test the roadway— moved out of Washington for Balti- 
more. 
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This was the start of a funeral journey that was to take the lifeless body 
on a seventeen-hundred-mile route which practically included the same 
points and stops that the living form had made four years and two months 
before on the way to the first inauguration. Aboard the coaches were five 
men who had made that earlier journey: Colonel Ward Hill Lamon, Justice 
David Davis, General David Hunter, John G. Nicolay, and John Hay. A 
committee of Senate and House members included Washburne, Yates, and 
Arnold of Illinois, Harlan of Iowa, and Julian of Indiana. Mrs. Lincoln, 
Robert, and Tad were to undergo an ordeal; with them was her kinsman 
Ninian W. Edwards. The Illinois delegation aboard included Lincoln’s first 
law partner John T. Stuart and such Sucker State familiars as Lyman Trum- 
bull, William Bross, Jesse K. Dubois, Shelby M. Cullom, and General John 
A. McClernand. Among State governors aboard were Oglesby of Illinois, 
Morton of Indiana, Brough of Ohio, Stone of Iowa. 

Baltimore wore mourning everywhere and paid reverence. In the rotunda 
of the Exchange Building tens of thousands came to the coffin. The civic 
procession, the human outpouring, was unmistakable. More than surface 
changes had come to Maryland in the four furnace years. 

As the funeral train moved slowly over Pennsylvania soil those aboard 
saw they were sharing in no mere official function, no conventional affair 
that the common people looked at from afar. At lonely country crossroads 
were people and faces, horsemen, farmers with their wives and children, 
standing where they had stood for hours before, waiting, performing the 
last little possible act of ceremony and attention and love—with solemn faces 
and uncovered heads standing and gazing as the burial car passed. In villages 
and small towns stood waiting crowds, sometimes with a little silver comet 
band, often with flowers in hope the train might stop and they could leave 
camellias, roses, lilies-of-the-valley, wreaths of color and perfume, on a 
coffin. At York in a short stop six ladies came aboard and laid a three-foot 
wreath of red and white roses on the coffin. 

Through heavy rains at Harrisburg came thirty thousand in the night 
and morning to see the coffin in circles of white flowering almond. At noon 
of Saturday, April 22, Philadelphia was reached, via Lancaster, where at a 
railroad bridge, on a rock, stood an old man alone with his thoughts, per- 
haps the loneliest man in the United States. He lifted his hat. No one could 
read what he meant by lifting his hat. It was Thad Stevens. And on the edge 
of the vast crowd at Lancaster sat a quiet old man in a carriage; this was 
Lincoln’s predecessor, James Buchanan. 

In Philadelphia a half-million people were on hand for the funeral train. 
In Independence Hall, where the Declaration of Independence was signed, 
stood the coffin, at its head the Liberty Bell and near by the chair in which 
John Hancock once sat. Outside was devotion, curiosity, hysteria. The line 
of mourners ran three miles. “A young lady had her arm broken,” said the 
New York Herald , “and a young child, involved in the crush, is said to have 
been killed. Many females fainted with exhaustion, and had to be carried off 
by their friends.” Through two windows the double column entered and 
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passed by the casket, a third of a million people. A venerable Negro woman, 
her face indented and majestic as a relief map of the continent of Asia, laid 
evergreens on the coffin and with hot tears filling the dents and furrows, 
cried, “Oh, Abraham Lincoln, are you dead? are you dead?” She could not 
be sure. 

At Newark, New Jersey, on the morning of April 24 the train moved 
slowly amid acres of people, a square mile of them. “The city turned out 
en masse wrote reporters. At Jersey City was a like scene. There the depot 



A silhouette wrought on buttons, medallions, rosettes, banners, posters, cards, badges. 
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at one end had the motto “A Nation's Heart Was Struck" and at the other 
end “Be Still, and Know That I Am God." A German chorus of seventy 
male voices sang “ Integer Vitae ” Chauncey M. Depew, secretary of state 
for New York, in behalf of the unavoidably absent Governor Reuben E. 
Fenton, for the Empire State formally received the body from Governor 
Parker of New Jersey. Ten stalwart sergeants carried the casket to a hearse 
which moved through street crowds to the ferry house. The paint was fresh 
on a legend here reading “George Washington, the Father: Abraham Lin- 
coln, the Saviour, of His Country." The ferryboat Jersey City moved across 
the Hudson River, her pilothouse and cabins in crape, flags at half-mast. As 
she neared the wharf at Desbrosses Street, the German choral society gave 
a funeral ode from the first book of Horace. 

Beyond the wharf as far as the eye could see stood waiting masses of 
people. A large force of police kept a wide space cleared. The Seventh 
Regiment National Guard formed a hollow square into which moved the 
funeral cortege. The procession marched to the City Hall through streets 
packed to capacity. The crowd gaze centered on the plate-glass hearse, 
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topped with eight tall plumes of black and white feathers, draped with the 
American flag, drawn by six gray horses each led by a groom in black. 

New York had prepared for this day and the next. A special committee 
and a unanimous Common Council had ordered all public buildings closed, 
had recommended that all citizens “close their respective places of business 
for the same period,” that on all ships and on all public buildings flags fly 
at half-mast, that furthermore all public buildings be draped in mourning 
thirty days, “to testify their sorrow for the death, and their respect for the 
memory, of the illustrious deceased.” Long was the list of members of the 
Committee of Citizens in charge of the obsequies, carrying many high names 
in business, finance, law, politics, science, history, in the financial and mer- 
chandising capital, the cultural center, of the country. 

Never before, so everyone agreed, had New York put on such garb and 
completely changed its look so that it seemed another city. On the marble 
and brownstone fronts, in the ramshackle tenements of “those who live from 
hand to mouth,” came out crape or black folds or drapery or black muslin, 
rosettes, sable emblems, what the news reporters termed “the habiliments of 
mourning.” In store fronts and home windows were busts of Lincoln and 
little paper monuments resembling marble. Medals and plaques of bronze and 
copper were common, his face outlined on each. On street arches and over 
doorways, in store and house windows, were mottoes and quotations, insig- 
nia, rhymes. All were of good intention. Some had pointed value. “We Shall 
Not Look upon His Like Again” said one Broadway store. “The Nation 
Mourns” read the wide banner over the City Hall main doorway. “A Con- 
tinent Weeps” said a house front on Nassau Street. Under a Lincoln por- 
trait at his home, 48 Madison Street, the Aldermen’s clerk Walsh had in- 
scribed “God’s Noblest Work, an Honest Man.” Fox’s Old Bowery Theatre 
amid black and white streamers announced “We Mourn the Loss of an 
Honest Man.” The Bowery Savings Bank considered one word in antique 
script sufficient: “Lincoln.” Briefer yet was Cooper Union Institute with its 
personal memories: “A. L.” Easily conventional were the frequent “Gone 
But Not Forgotten” or “Reqmescat in Pace .” Merely pious and divested of 
the personal was “In God We Trust,” taken from a recent coin issue. Di- 
rectly simple was “Our Chief Has Fallen.” Darkly suggestive was “Death to 
Assassins.” Possibly some Quaker inscribed the one over the Army and Navy 
Clothing Office: “Thou Art Gone and Friend and Foe Alike Appreciate 
Thee Now.” On a black pedestal holding a bust of Lincoln in the store front 
of Knabe & Company, agents of a Baltimore house, was a gnarled and pro- 
found sentence reading: 

“There was in this man something that could create, subvert or reform, 
an understanding spirit, and an eloquence to summon mankind to society, or 
to break the bonds of slavery asunder, and to rule the wilderness of free 
minds with unbounded authority— something that could es tablish and over- 
whelm an empire, and strike a blow in the world that should resound 
through the universe.” 

In the Customs House were elaborate drapings over pillars and panels, 
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with folds of black and white encircling the busts of Washington, Jackson, 
Clay, Scott, and Webster. An official was asked why the bold relief bust 
of President Lincoln had no like signs. He answered: “No drapery or sor- 
row-suggesting emblems are needed around such a statue. The thoughts oc- 
casioned by the mere view of that face are sufficiently saddening, without 
the assistance of any mournful symbols.” 

From near noon of Monday, April 24, to noon of the next day the re- 
mains of Abraham Lincoln, the clay tabernacle horizontal amid white satin, 
lay in the City Hall. A vast outpouring of people hour by hour passed by to 
see this effigy and remembrance of his face and form. They came for many 
and varied reasons. 

Hundreds who had helped wreck, bum, and loot this city, killing scores 
of policemen and Negroes in the draft and race riots of year before last— 
these came now with curiosity, secret triumph, hate and contempt, a story 
traveling Manhattan that one entered a saloon hangout of their breed, say- 
ing, “I went down to the City Hall to see with my own eyes and be sure he 
was dead.” 

Some could not have told precisely why they were drawn by a spell that 
held them to wait five and six hours till they had slowly moved on to where 
they had their look at the victim of a sudden appalling tragedy touched with 
the supernatural. 

An overwhelming many came as an act of faith and attestation; they had 
come to love him and follow him; his many plain words and ways and 
stories told about him had reached them; he had become terribly real and 
beautifully alive to them; they must see this final shape and dust of him. 
The few women who sought to kiss his face and who were hurriedly 
moved on by the guards— each might have had some sufficient reason; all 
of the boys at Malvern Hill and Gettysburg had mothers. 

Up a winding stairway of a rotunda went the double column of people, 
to arrive at the top where stood the coffin, then down the other side. Be- 
low on the main floor singing societies in changing shifts gave classic 
chorals of grief and dolor. In the evening, when the workingmen and work- 
ingwomen had come away from the shops and factories, it was noticed the 
lines were longer, the pressure toward the City Hall doorway heavier. At 
midnight the numbers were greatest. Yet at dawn and into daybreak there 
was no end, no letting up, of the flow of the lines of men, women, and chil- 
dren who wished to pass the coffin. Estimates were that an average of about 
eighty persons passed in a minute, that is, forty on either side. This would 
allow as a total not far from a hundred and twenty thousand people in grief 
—or curiosity. 

At noon on Tuesday, April 25, a procession moved from the City Hall. 
It followed a giant canopied hearse drawn by sixteen black horses. From 
Broad to Fourteenth Street and then to Fifth Avenue wound the route— 
and up Fifth Avenue to Thirty-fourth Street and thence to Ninth Avenue 
and the Hudson River Railroad depot. Nearly every race, nationality, re- 
ligion, political faith, and human phase and interest of America was repre- 
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sented among those who marched. Near a hundred thousand, possibly more, 
rode or walked in the procession. The troops in Union Army blue alone 
numbered twenty thousand. The panoramic show took hours. It was mas- 
sive, bizarre, spectacular, dazzkng-yet somber. A hundred thousand stran- 
gers had come to New York to see it. The sidewalk, street, curb, and win- 
dow spectators ran perhaps to a million. At the procession’s end came a dele- 
gation of two thousand Negroes, some wearing the Union Army service 
blue. There had been mutterings from a draft- and race-riot element that 
they would “never let the damned niggers march.” This would have inter- 
ested the man in the hearse, could he have heard it. It was customary and ex- 
pected. From Assistant Secretary of War Charles A. Dana at Washington 
came a telegram to General Dix that the Secretary of War desired “no dis- 
crimination respecting color.” And it was so ordered. Heading the Negroes 
was a banner reading on one side “Abraham Lincoln, Our Emancipator,” on 
the reverse side “To Millions of Bondmen Liberty He Gave.” At the Union 
Square exercises following the parade the Roman Catholic Archbishop 
McCloskey pronounced the benediction, Rabbi Isaacs of the Jewish Syna- 
gogue read from their scriptures, the Reverend Stephen H. Tyng of St. 
George’s Church offered a prayer, the historian George Bancroft delivered 
an oration, the Reverend Dr. Osgood read an ode by William Cullen Bryant, 
the Reverend J. P. Thompson intoned Lincoln’s second inaugural. Evening 
had come. New York, the metropolis, had spoken. The funeral tram with 
a locomotive named Union was moving up the Hudson River on its west- 
ward journey. 

“New York never before saw such a day,” wrote a New York Herald 
commentator seeking to give tomorrow’s readers the gist and lesson of the 
hour. “Rome in the palmiest days of its power never witnessed such a 
triumphal march as New York yesterday formed and looked upon. When 
four years ago Abraham Lincoln passed through the city to be armed with 
authority as the nation’s leader, Broadway sufficed to contain the crowd 
which, with varied sentiments, cheered, and scoffed, and scowled him a 
doubtful welcome. When yesterday the same people, inspired with a com- 
mon, universal sorrow, sadly followed his body, crowned with more glori- 
ous honors as the nation’s savior, the same wide street held hardly a frac- 
tion of them. Then he was going to be crowned chief magistrate of a di- 
vided people and disrupted nation on the eve of a great, bloody and un- 
certain war. Yesterday he was the great martyr of a nation united under 
his guidance and that of God, by the successful close of that gloomy war. 
Then he passed through almost unknown, and the crowd that followed his 
coach with cheers were actuated by cunosity as much as admiration. Yes- 
terday it was different; yesterday witnessed the real triumphal march of 
Abraham Lincoln; for he had conquered the prejudices of all hordes and 
classes, and the hearts of the people who honored him beat with love and 
veneration of the man. Better for his fame that it should come thus late 
than too soon. This test of his success and his greatness can never be 
doubted or disputed.” 
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To the Reverend Octavius Brooks Frothingham the day in New York 
City had a lesson for all time and for all hearts. He found it momentous “to 
see how the people thought of this man who never thought of himself— how 
they heaped honor upon him who claimed none; how they called him mar- 
tyr and saint who would have sunk into the ground had such names been 
bestowed on him when living, how they crowded and stood all night out 
of doors to get a sight of his dead pale face, who hid his face from the ad- 
miring crowd whenever he could.” 

George William Curtis walked the streets of Manhattan in a “misty 
spring moonlight” and wrote to a friend of what so many of the Lincoln 
loyalists were thinking and feeling. “As I think of the man we all loved and 
honored, I feel that I cannot honor too much, or praise too highly the 
people that he so truly represented. So spotless he was, so patient, so tender— 
it is a selfish, sad delight to me now, as when I looked upon his coffin, that 
his patience had made me patient, and that I never doubted his heart, or 
head, or hand. At the only interview I ever had with him, he shook my hand 
paternally at parting, and said, ‘Don’t be troubled. I guess we shall get 
through.’ ” Curtis mentioned three portraits on a mantel in his room, his 
own brother, Theodore Winthrop, Robert Gould Shaw. “They are all dead 
—the brave darlings— and now I put the head of the dear Chief among 
them.” 

The accusation was insinuated, or rather directly spoken, in various 
quarters that the body of Lincoln was being hawked about and vulgarly dis- 
played in the interest of the Republican party and its radical wing. The 
very response of the people carried a reply to this. In the tumult of politics 
and in the crush of crowds he had had so much of his life, what was there 
of these few days before his burial not in accord 5 They wanted to see him 
as silent dust. What was the harm 5 In life he had met just about everyone 
who had sent word they wished to see him. So why not now again when 
he was beyond any and all harm 5 Those men with hats off along the rail- 
road tracks at midnight and dawn, tears down the faces of many of them— 
why not 5 He would have wanted it. It went with his living and actual 
face and voice. 

The vast and tireless outpourings of humanity at Washington and on 
through New York, the long lines of people waiting many hours in a tensed 
silence for the privileged fraction of a second when they could pass by a 
coffin and take a hurried glance at one memorable face, the spectacle of the 
rich and the poor, capitalists, wage-earners, the able-bodied and the lame 
and the crippled, an immense human family participating— this impressed 
the country. Those who might have had doubts about participating de- 
cided to be at least onlookers. The event was for an hour. It could never 
happen again. A deep interest grew into excitement. Here and there it 
verged into hysteria and delirium. 

An epidemic of verse seized thousands. They sent their rhymed lines 
to the New York Herald , which publicly notified them that if it were all 
printed there would be no space for news, wherefore none at all would be 
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printed. The Chicago Tribune editorially notified them it “suffered” from 
this “severe attack of poetry,” that three days brought one hundred and 
sixty pieces beginning either “Toll, toll, ye mourning bells” or “Mourn, 
mourn, ye tolling bells.” 

Up the Hudson River east bank on the night of April 25 chugged the 
locomotive named Union y with its train of seven cars. On every mile of 
the route to Albany those on the train could see bonfires and torches, 
could hear bells and cannon and guns, could see forms of people and white 
sorry faces. “Yonkers Mourns with the Nation” read one craped flag, women 
near by waving their handkerchiefs while tears ran down their cheeks. At 
the little station of Irvington with its draped inscriptions-“The Honored 
Dead” and “We Mourn the Nation’s Loss”— were seven thousand persons. 
At Tarrytown American flags arched over the railroad track, and under a 
flowered dome of flags and black velvet stood twenty-four young women 
gowned in white. At Sing Sing the burial car with its coffin again passed 
through a tall arch of flags crossed with black velvet. Amid long dark ranks 
of people stood a woman personating the Goddess of Liberty, white-robed 
with a chaplet of evergreens about her neck, near her the legend “He Died 
for Truth, Justice and Mercy.” At Peekskill, encircled with roses and 
tasseled red-white-and-blue, was a tall portrait of Lincoln. Firemen and a 
company of Highland Grays with drooped flags marched before a large 
crowd. At Garrison’s Landing, opposite the West Point military academy, 
were assembled the academy staff and professors— and a thousand precise 
and caped cadets. At Cold Spring again was a young woman in the sem- 
blance of the Goddess of Liberty, her face black-veiled, at her right a kneel- 
ing boy soldier, at her left a sailor boy kneeling. Fishkill evergreened its 
motto “In God We Trust,” crowded both sides of the track; across the 
Hudson River General George Washington’s revolutionary headquarters 
had flags with mourning signs. Here too were delegations from Newburgh, 
New Paltz, and other parts of the apple country immediately across the 
river. At Poughkeepsie the throng stretched far from the depot and rail- 
road tracks, men with uncovered heads, hundreds of women and children 
with miniature mourning flags, a thousand pupils and a comet band from 
the National Business College, gun booms counting each of the fifteen 
minutes which the train stopped. A committee of women, with permission 
granted, entered the funeral car and laid a wreath of roses on the coffin. At 
each station farther en route to Albany were crowds, at Strasburg an in- 
genious circle of light, at Rhinebeck and Barrytown torch formations, at 
Tivoli lighted lamps, at Catskill huge bonfires and United States vessels on 
the river with flags at half-mast, at Hudson minute guns and two hotels 
with all windows illuminated and black-draped. 

Soldiers and firemen escorted the hearse across the river, moved through 
immense crowds holding many from Vermont and Massachusetts, marched 
up the steep hill to the Assembly chamber of the State capitol. As else- 
where, every public building, store front, factory, and shop had its flags 
and mourning signs, likewise nearly every home, whether mansion or 
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shanty. On business and private houses were mottoes- “All Joy Is Dark- 
ened; the Mirth of the Land Is Gone, And the Mourners Go about the 
Streets”; “And the Victory That Day Was Turned into Mourning unto All 
the People”; “The Martyr to Liberty”, and one which Shakespeare had 
spoken over the daggered Brutus, met frequently in each city: 

His life was gentle, and the elements 

So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up 

And say to all the world, “This was a man'” 

Past midnight of April 25 into the morning hours of April 26 the col- 
umns of mourners passed the coffin. It was a few days more than four 
years since Lincoln had spoken in this same room, a weary man facing 
chaos, saying against clamor and ridicule, “When the time comes, I shall 
speak,” saying, “It is true that, while I hold myself, without mock modesty, 
the humblest of all individuals that have ever been elevated to the presi- 
dency, I have a more difficult task to perform than any one of them.” 
Then he was alive, breathing. So was the actor J. Wilkes Booth, then per- 
forming in an Albany theatre near by. Now on this morning of April 26 
neither of the two was alive and breathing. 

For on this morning of April 26, hunted like a wild beast and cornered 
like a rat and dealt with as though he were truly no more than a rat, 
J. Wilkes Booth met his end. Near Bowling Green, Virginia, in a burning 
bam set afire from the outside, a bullet drove through his neck bone “per- 
forating both sides of the collar,” and he was dragged away from reaching 
flames and laid under a tree. Water was given him. He revived, to murmur 
from parched lips, “Tell my mother— I died— for my country.” He was 
carried to a house veranda, there muttering, “I thought I did for the best.” 
He lingered for a time. A doctor came. Wilkes Booth asked that his hands 
might be raised so that he could look at them. So it was told. And as he 
looked on his hands, he mumbled hoarsely, “Useless! useless!” And those 
were his last words. 

In his pockets were found photographs of five women— and a diary in 
pencil. Under date of April 13-14, as though to make a record for posterity, 
he had written: “Until today nothing was ever thought of sacrificing to our 
country’s wrongs. For six months we had worked to capture; but our cause 
being almost lost, something great and decisive must be done. But its failure 
was owing to others, who did not strike for their country with a heart. I 
struck boldly, and not as the papers say. I walked with a firm step through 
a thousand of his friends, and was stopped, but pushed on. A colonel 
[meaning Major Rathbone] was at his side. I shouted c Sic semper P before I 
fired [evidently wishing to convey the impression that he gave his victim 
warning]. In jumping, broke my leg. I passed all his pickets, rode sixty 
miles that night with the bone of my leg tearing the flesh at every jump. 
I can never repent it, though we hated to kill. Our country owed all her 
troubles to him, and God simply made me the instrument of his punishment. 
... I care not what becomes of me. I have no desire to outlive my country.” 
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Of his week of writhing and misery since the murder and his flight, 
Booth had written* “After being hunted like a dog through swamps, woods, 
and last night being chased by gun-boats until I was forced to return, wet, 
cold, and starving, with every man’s hand against me, I am here in deep 
despair. And why> For doing what Brutus was honored for, what made 
Tell a hero. And yet I, for striking down a greater tyrant than they ever 
knew, am looked upon as a common cut-throat.” This plainly shook and 
tore his vast pride and ego worse than anything else. He had expected 
praise and applause. “Now behold the cold hand they extend to me. God 
can not pardon me if I have done wrong. Yet I can not see my wrong,, 
except in serving a degenerate people.” So far had he come in his despair. 
Those for whom he had killed saw him as no hero in his killing. And his 
word for them was “a degenerate people.” A touch of sanity and chasten- 
ing ran through a few sentences. “So ends all. For my country [though he 
had been too pettily egregious, vain, and personal ever to enlist for service 
under the Confederate flag] I have given up all that makes life sweet and 
holy; brought misery upon my family, and am sure there is no pardon m 
the Heaven for me. ... I think I have done well, though I am abandoned, 
with the curse of Cain.” Again however the chastening of a week of suffer- 
ing and torture had not gone deep. He was still an actor playing to the 
large convex and concave mirrors of his self-esteem, writing* “God’s will be 
done. I have too great a soul to die like a criminal. I bless the entire world, 
have never hated or wronged anyone.” 

One sentence of the diary had implications. Stanton was to withhold 
the diary from publication for many months. Then only under peculiar 
political pressure it was to be brought forth in the first impeachment trial 
of a President of the United States. This sentence read: “Tonight I will 
try the river, with the intent to cross, though I have a greater desire and 
almost a mind to return to Washington and in a measure clear my name, 
which I feel I can do.” Whatever this meant that might be lucid and cogent, 
it was eventually and generally taken as one more strange flash of the cun- 
ning and malice that operated unexpectedly in J. Wilkes Booth. In the 
finish he was to be buried in the Booth family lot in a Baltimore cemetery, 
accepted and identified by those who knew him longest and best— though 
myths and fantasies were to arise around his name, life, and body. Into the 
War Department archives in Washington would go his diary and keepsakes, 
a bullet, and the little vest-pocket brass derringer pistol, so tiny it would fit 
into a man’s covered hand and not be seen. 

So John Wilkes Booth was a corpse cold and corruptible and the words 
of the old gypsy woman had come true, hard words that he could not shake 
off: “Ah, you’ve a bad hand; the lines all cris-cras. . . . You’ll break hearts, 
they’ll be nothing to you. You’ll die young. . . . You’ll have a fast life- 
short, but a grand one. Now, young sir, I’ve never seen a worse hand, and I 
wish I hadn’t seen it.” 

Yes, for the passing hour Booth was a corpse around whose death re- 
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volved dispute, wrangling, and greedy hopes over the sharing of the $50,000 
reward offered for him dead or alive. 

And four thousand persons an hour passed by the open coffin of Lincoln 
in Albany, sixty thousand swarmed the streets where they moved in pro- 
cession to the funeral train. And across the Empire State that day and night 
it was a mural monotone of mourning, the Erie Canal zone in sober grief 
with evergreens, flowers, sable emblems. By now it was not impressive that 
the St. Cecilia Society in Buffalo should intone the dirge “Rest, Spirit, 
Rest,” and lay a harp of white flowers at the head of the coffin— nor that the 
ladies of the Unitarian Church placed an anchor of white camellias at the 
foot. Yet the mass effect of the intentions and devout hopes of so many who 
wished to pour out love joined to grief— the evidence there so often on men’s 
faces that if called on they would serve in relays to carry that important 
coffin on their shoulders from the seaboard to the Great Lakes and the 
Sangamon River— the endless multitudinous effect became colossal. Thirty- 
six young ladies, gowned in white with black shoulder scarfs and the 
flag of their country, approached the dazzling when seen for the first 
time. But when seen and noted the twentieth, thirtieth, fortieth time, they 
took on a ritualist solemnity smoldering and portentous, a mingling of anger, 
sorrow, devotion, tenacity. Involved was the basis of the stubborn passion 
that had carried on four years of the bloodiest war known to mankind. 

The human past and future participated. At Buffalo Millard Fillmore, 
one of the three living ex-Presidents of the United States, attended the 
funeral, which also was witnessed by a youth named Grover Cleveland. 

In Ohio was a personal matter that would have interested the animate 
Lincoln. There had been reports published that the face in the coffin was 
shrunken and decayed to such an extent that perhaps good taste should for- 
bid further exposure of it to public gaze. It was known that the embalmer 
on the train had several times by his craft wrought improvement. However 
this might be, there came from Toledo an old fnend and a valued comforter 
of Lincoln, one David R. Locke, who had a reputation as a funnyman and 
had written many satirical pieces under the pen name of Petroleum V. 
Nasby. He wrote with no trace of jest or folly: 

“I saw him, or what was mortal of him, on the mournful progress to 
his last resting-place, in his coffin. The face was the same as in life. Death 
had not changed the kindly countenance in any line. There was upon it 
the same sad look that it had worn always, though not so intensely sad as it 
had been in life. It was as if the spirit had come back to the poor clay, re- 
shaped the wonderfully sweet face, and given it an expression of gladness 
that he had finally gone ‘where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest.’ The face had an expression of absolute content, of relief, 
at throwing off a burden such as few men have been called upon to bear— 
a burden which few men could have borne. I had seen the same expression 
on his living face only a few times, when, after a great calamity, he had come 
to a great victory. It was the look of a worn man suddenly relieved. Wilkes 
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Booth did Abraham Lincoln the greatest service man could possibly do for 
him— he gave him peace.” 

On several railroad divisions of the journey the same locomotive pulled 
the train and handling it were the same railroad men as four years before. 
From Erie to Cleveland it was the same engine, the William Jones , and the 
same train conductor, E. D. Page. The engineer of 1861, William Congden, 
was dead, but his fireman George Martin had the throttle. The division su- 
perintendent, Henry Nottingham, as before had complete management. 
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At Cleveland the Committee on Location of Remains had decided no 
available building would accommodate the crowds, wherefore the Com- 
mittee on Arrangements had a pagoda put up m the city park, with open 
sides through which two columns could pass the coffin. “The floor was so 
inclined that on entering the building the visitors were able to see the re- 
mains and keep them in sight until nearly leaving the building.” A high bank 
above the shore of Lake Erie was black with people as the train drew into 
the Union Depot. From there another engine took it to the Euclid Street 
station, and it was chronicled: “As the train came up the Lake Shore track 
a very beautiful incident took place. Miss Fields of Wilson Street had 
erected an arch of evergreens on the bank of the Lake near the track, and 
as the train passed appeared in the arch as the Goddess of Liberty in mourn- 
ing.” In charge of the military, which escorted the hearse drawn by six 
white horses wearing crape rosettes and silver stars, was Major General 
Joseph (Fighting Joe) Hooker. 

A slow rain began falling and seemed in accord. Along Euclid Avenue 
to the park moved a procession of more than six thousand. A crowd that 
stretched for blocks near the city park gave way in order, making a path. 
Over the coffin Bishop Charles Pettit Mcllvaine read from the Episcopal 
burial service. “We brought nothing into the world, and it is certain we 
can carry nothing out. The Lord gave, and the Lord taketh away; blessed 
be the Name of the Lord. . . . Man, that is born of woman, hath but a short 
time to live, and is full of misery. ... Of whom may we seek for succour, 
but of Thee, O Lord?” The rain fell heavier and seemed in tune with the 
dirges of the bands. Nine thousand an hour passed the coffin the first four 
hours, the number diminishing in late afternoon and mounting higher in the 
evening and night. At ten o’clock when the park gates were shut it was said 
that more than one million pilgrims from northern Ohio had paid their 
homage. From Detroit had come five hundred with two brass bands. From 
Meadville, Pennsylvania, had come two hundred marshaled by Captain 
Derickson and some of his boys who had served with Lincoln’s White 
House bodyguard. 

A lashing wind drove torrents of rain as the night procession moved 
escorting the hearse through crowded streets to the depot. This side of 
the Alleghenies the grief seemed sharper and the weight of woe heavier. 
Everywhere was sorrow shown, wrote the New York Times correspondent, 
“and the feeling seems, if possible, to deepen, as we move westward.” There 
was press mention of the prairie bosom waiting to take him, the prairie 
sod that had nursed him being ready with moist, sweet dews— gentle prairie 
flowers preparing to weave over him a perpetual chaplet. 

From Cleveland to Crestline the rain kept on in torrents. Nevertheless 
at all towns and crossroads were the mourners, with uncovered heads, 
with torches and flags crossed with black, with here and there bonfires 
set blazing by veterans skilled in the bivouac. At Cardmgton the station had 
its white banner reading “He Sleeps in the Blessings of the Poor, Whose 
Fetters God Commanded Him to Break.” 



VAST PAGEANT, THEN GREAT QUIET 407 

Along the railroad track in the morning five miles out from Columbus 
stood an old woman alone as the slow tram came by, her gray hairs dishev- 
eled, tears coursing down her furrowed cheeks. In her right hand she 
held out a black mourning scarf. With her left hand she stretched implor- 
ingly toward the rain-and-storm-bedraggled funeral car, reaching and wav- 
ing toward it her handful of wild flowers, her bouquet and token. 

In the rotunda of Ohio’s capitol, on a mound of green moss with white 
flower dots, rested the coffin on April 28, while eight thousand persons 
passed by each hour from half-past nine in the morning till four o’clock 
in the afternoon. The doors were shut and Ohio notables, with those from 
the funeral train, heard a prayer, a hymn, then an oration by J. E. Steven- 
son on “a Western farmer’s son, self-made” who headed a great war. The 
orator saw it as epic in action. “The people trusted in God and him. There 
never were braver men than the Union soldiers, in Grecian phalanx, nor 
Roman legion, nor braver ever bent the Saxon bow or bore the barbarian 
battle-axe, or set the lance in rest. None braver ever followed the Crescent 
and the Cross, or fought with Napoleon, or Wellington, or Washington.” 
Lincoln performed greatly-supported by a great people. Peace and pros- 
perity would yet roll along the railways, blossom on the Great Lakes and 
whiten the seas, “while over and above all shall rise and swell the great 
dome of his fame.” 

In the changing red-gold of a rolling prairie sunset, to the slow exulta- 
tion of brasses rendering “Old Hundred” and the muffled booming of 
minute guns, the coffin was carried out of the rotunda and taken to the 
funeral train. 

It was now two weeks since the evening hour that Abraham Lincoln 
cheery and alive had left the White House in Washington to attend a per- 
formance of Our American Cousin in Ford’s Theatre. 

The slow night run from Columbus to Indianapolis saw from the car 
windows a countryside of people thronging to the route of the coffin. At 
Pleasant Valley were bonfires. A news dispatch from aboard the train, 
dated at New Milford, 9:19 p.m., said: “Bonfire here, around which are 
assembled some 400 or 500 people, who wave flags and handkerchiefs slowly. 
About twenty miles from this place a farmer and his family were standing 
in a field by a bonfire and waving a flag.” And at New Paris, 2-41 a.m.: 
“Great bonfires light up the skies. A crowd is gathered about who stand 
with uncovered heads.” Nearly every town had its arch of evergreen, flags, 
and black drapings. At Urbana ten young women strewed roses on the coffin, 
one of them breaking down in uncontrollable tears. At Piqua were ten 
thousand at midnight; at Richmond, Indiana, ten thousand again at three 
o’clock in the morning, women laying wreaths on the two coffins of the 
father and his son Willie. Also at Richmond were Governor Oliver P. 
Morton, United States Senator Thomas A. Hendricks, and a committee of 
more than a hundred public officials, military officers, clergymen, priests, 
editors. They officially took charge of the train for its stay in the Hoosier 
State. 
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Tolling bells and falling rain at Indianapolis saw the coffin borne into 
the State House for a Sabbath to be remembered. From Cincinnati, Ohio, 
and Covington, Kentucky, had come the City Councils. From Kentucky 
had come her Governor Bramlette and others. Pilgrims arrived from the 
southern counties where the boy Lincoln had learned to read and write, 
had walked many miles seeking books to read. Again was the inscription 
where all might read: “He Sleeps in the Blessing of the Poor, Whose Fetters 
God Commanded Him to Break,” and another: “To Live in Hearts We 
Leave Behind Is Not to Die.” In all churches the sermons were on the life of 
the one-time Hoosier boy. A venerable veteran of forty years’ Sunday- 
school service, Colonel James Blake, marshaled five thousand Sunday-school 
children for marches to the State House. One hundred and fifty persons a 
minute passed the coffin, an estimated total of one hundred thousand. 

At ten o’clock the doors closed, the marshals, the guard of honor, and 
the eight sergeants who bore the coffin took charge. The undertaker re- 
placed the lid. Indiana had had its farewell glances. The hearse moved 
through a line of armed troops and torchbearers. The line ran from the 
State House to the west end of the Union Depot. In the civic and military 
escort were United States Senator Henry Lane and Congressmen Orth, Still- 
well, and Farquhar. Amid acres of people, the men with heads uncovered, 
the coffin was put aboard a train made ready by the Lafayette Railroad 
Company. 

On the slow night run to Chicago it was as in Ohio, thousands in 
Lafayette standing mute and daybreak not yet, thousands more at Michigan 
City, where the train stopped under a succession of arches and evergreen 
and flowers, mottoes reading “The Purposes of the Almighty Are Perfect, 
and Must Prevail”; “Our Guiding Star Has Fallen”; “Though Dead He Yet 
Speaketh.” Sixteen young women in white waists and black skirts sang the 
Doxology. Thirty-six young women, one for each State in the Union, stood 
costumed in white with black scarfs on a flowered platform, holding flags; 
almost hidden in the folds of the national flag was one grave center lassie 
who represented the Genius of America. A niece of Speaker Colfax and 
fifteen other women entered the funeral car and laid wreaths on the coffin. 
A Chicago committee of one hundred were on hand and took charge of 
affairs. ° 

Now over flat lands ran the slow train, between it and the blue levels 
of Lake Michigan the long slopes of pine-crept dunes and here and there the 
transient, wind-shaped piles of sand that tomorrow would be something else 
again. 

The day was Monday, May i, but in effect the Chicago obsequies had 
begun the day before when Speaker Colfax delivered in Bryant Hall a 
formal funeral oration and a panegyric of Father Abraham as a Man of 
Mercy beyond any mortal in history— and the assassination one of “utterly 
unpalliated infamy.” To his portrait of Lincoln as the most forgiving of men 
Colfax joined allegations of Confederate atrocities: they had at Bull Run 
buried Union soldiers face downward and carved their bones into trinkets; 
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they had wickedly and systematically starved Union prisoners to death. For 
Colfax the war was not over. He was for his own purposes still fomenting 
war hate and metaphorically waving a bloody shirt of incitation. On and on 
he piled his materials to show Lincoln the humane pardoner— while in a 
minor tone building a case for passionate revenge on the South, and dwell- 
ing but briefly on his part in politics of the hour: “Andrew Johnson, to 
whom the public confidence was so quickly and worthily transferred, is cast 
in a sterner mold than him whose place he fills.” The very bewilderment 
of Colfax’s smooth and flowing contradictions could only add to whatever 
grief there was, in that sense he acquitted himself. And all could be in ac- 
cord with the final quoted line: “from the top of Fame’s ladder he stepped 
to the sky.” 

In the changed tone of the Chicago Times could be read the fact, not 
so peculiar after all, that among those who would gaze into the Lincoln 
coffin with a sincere grief this day would be at least a remnant of Copper- 
heads who had once mocked at him and fought him. The Times hoped the 
country might be “happily disappointed” in Mr. Lincoln’s successor, “a man 
in whom nobody feels confidence.” And in the mercurial shifts of human 
issues, the Times set forth its reasons why every Copperhead could decently 
wear crape: “There are not on this day mourners more sincere than the 
democracy of the Northern States. Widely as they have differed with Mr. 
Lincoln— greatly as their confidence in him had been shaken— they saw 
in the indications of the last few days of his life that he might command 
their support in the close of the war, as he did in the beginning. These 
indications inspired them with hope, and confidence, and joy, which are 
now dashed to the ground. The democracy may well mourn the death of 
Abraham Lincoln.” 

This changed tone of the Chicago Times and part of its following was 
resented in some quarters. The Illinois State Journal at Springfield reprinted 
from the Chicago Tribune remarks of the Reverend R. M. Hatfield before 
the Young Men’s Christian Association in Chicago. Following a eulogy of 
President Lincoln Mr. Hatfield said “that the men who had misrepresented, 
abused and vilified the President while he lived, should at least stop praising 
him now that he is dead. It’s all of mercy these men have a right to expect, 
that they are allowed to live . . . they have not the decency to go out and 
hang themselves, like Judas.” 

From the Cincinnati Commercial , a Republican newspaper, the Chicago 
Times reprinted an editorial taking notice that the “profound regret” over 
Lincoln’s death expressed in newspapers that had opposed him seemed 
genuine, and there was “no reason to believe their words of sorrow hypo- 
critical, their grief the mask of malice.” A touch of Lincolnian sober bal- 
ance, in contrast with the lurid excesses of Colfax and others, ran through 
this editorial headed “The Democratic Press and the Late President,” ad- 
dressing itself to Republicans and saying: “Surely, while the nation mourns 
around the coffin of Abraham Lincoln, the lessons of the solemn hour should 
not be those of black vengeance, but of charity. Let us, if possible, think 
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more highly, more kindly of each other than heretofore, and endeavor to 
appreciate the good we have before it is gone from us.” The writer saw the 
country drifting too far from the spirit of the second inaugural and coun- 
seled: “Let us not belittle our cause, or lose the dignity that becomes 
national bereavement, or disparage the memory of the illustrious dead we 
mourn, by going to either extreme of the popular passion of last week or of 
this. Let us take care neither to gush with forgiveness for rebels before they 
have repented and done works meet for repentance, nor to involve the inno- 
cent with the guilty in the punishment of crimes.” 



CHICAGO 

BID, 


enrols 

1. 


IB f THE FlBRAl 

Mi View Us leaa i» of mt tat® PresUtent 


wnu aware os mi rm A's mmsmrmsM, 

SPECIAL PASS? "GEH TRAINS I 


Will b® raa m , Kaf mmA f 

Way itti, ti0 


Announcement of special passenger trains. From the Lincoln Library of the 
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By railway train, by wagon or buggy and on horseback, something like a 
hundred thousand people had come into Chicago from all points of the 
Northwest— the region that had heard the Lincoln-Douglas debates, that had 
shifted the national political balance of power, that had marched its State 
delegations into Chicago and the Wigwam of the National Republican Con- 
vention in 1860 and with unheard-of shouting swung the nomination for 
President to their dark horse Abraham Lincoln. Here the War President had 
had less trouble over the draft quotas than in any other region. Here the 
vision of the Union of States with railways from coast to coast, with the 
Mississippi River flowing unvexed to the sea, with two oceans for national 
borders, with the curve of a continent for its land arc— here that vision lay 
deep and Lincoln had built on it. Here were thousands who had met him 
and talked with him as between friends and neighbors in the years far back 
when mention of him for President was a joke that he too laughed at. And 
since then what had not happened? 

Over the south door of the Cook County courthouse an inscription out- 
side read “Illinois Clasps to Her Bosom Her Slain, but Glorified Son” and 
inside “He Was Sustained by Our Prayers, and Returns Embalmed by Our 
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Tears.” Over the north door the inscription outside read “The Beauty of 
Israel Is Slain upon Thy High Places” and inside “The Altar of Freedom 
Has Borne No Nobler Sacrifice.” 

The vocal attempts at solemn grief often failed and were overdone. But 
there was a silent grief— broken only by sobs, by choked snufflings, by low 
wailings, by almost inaudible moans— a loss lacking words and afraid of 
words. There was too a curious dumb sorrow, perhaps deeper than any other. 
The dry eyes, the face hard-set, the voice low and even— and far under a 
knocking and a knocking— and for a long time there would be no comfort— 
and always there would be a loss and an empty corner of which the less 
said the better. And this dumb sorrow dug itself in and made itself part of 
their lives, whether or no they had ever met the living Lincoln. It was a 
light to be carried. And this light could never go out. It burned for always. 
The shadows around it were the real Lincoln, the mortal of bowels and clay 
and ringing laughter. The light itself was the Lincoln ideal, what he at his 
best wanted to be— and his dream of freedom for all men. 

Slowly at Twelfth Street and Michigan Avenue the funeral train came 
to a stop. Under a huge reception arch of side arches, columns, and Gothic 
windows in the lake-shore park near by, the eight sergeants carried the 
coffin and laid it on a dais. The pallbearers and guard of honor made 
their formation around it. Throughout brasses and drums gave a march 
written for the occasion, “The Lincoln Requiem.” Thirty-six high-school 
girls moved forward, in snow-white gowns, crape sashes, black-velvet bands 
with a single star over the forehead, some with sunny ringlets dropping to 
their shoulders, others with neat braids down the back. Over the bier two 
by two they strewed immortelles and garlands of red and white roses. 

Then a procession of fifty thousand people, witnessed by double as 
many, escorted the hearse to the courthouse. As in Manhattan and in Wash- 
ington, there were in this procession the elements of all races, religions, 
nationalities, and classes composing America. Not hitherto, however, had any 
Confederate soldiers marched— though here was a regiment of Confederate 
prisoners of war who had taken the oath of allegiance and aligned them- 
selves for Union service. In the line of march and looking on, sharing some- 
thing common, were native-born Yankees and Mayflower descendants, Sons 
and Daughters of the Revolution, Jews, Negroes, Catholics, Germans, 
Irishmen, Dutchmen, Swedes, Norwegians, Danes— the so-called “big bugs” 
and the so-called “ragtag and bobtail” for once in a common front. 

A drizzle of rain fell on what the press styled the Queen City of the 
Lakes. The unpaved streets and those cobblestoned were slushy with a 
slippery mud. Occasionally planks or supporting two-by-fours of the wooden 
sidewalks crashed with spectators. Women fainted and two-horse ambm 
lances came. Barkeepers were busy. So were pickpockets. The police-station 
cells were filled. Considering the extent of the swarming human crush, how- 
ever, the day was orderly, even sedate. The news- writers gave it all they had, 
one of them reporting as though it happened— and it may have— that when 
the funeral train drew to its stop at Twelfth and Michigan, “The waters of 
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Lake Michigan, long ruffled by the storm, suddenly calmed from their angry 
roar into solemn silence as if they, too, felt that silence was an imperative 
necessity of the mournful occasion.” 

All night long Monday, through all the night hours and through the day 
hours of Tuesday, the columns moved in and out the courthouse. When the 
doors closed, it was estimated one hundred and twenty-five thousand people 
had taken their last glance at the Man from Illinois. 

A German chorus of three hundred voices chanted and a thousand men 
with blazing torches escorted the coffin from the courthouse to the depot 
and the funeral car for the slow night run to Springfield on the Alton 
Railroad. 

At Joliet were midnight torches, evergreen arches, twelve thousand 
people. Every town and village, many a crossroads and lonely farm, spoke 
its mournful salutation across the hours of night and early morning. Here 
and there an arch or a depot doorway had the short flash “Come Home.” At 
the town of Lincoln was an arch, and a portrait inscribed “With Malice 
toward None; with Charity for All.” 



The burial vault at Springfield 


Then at last to Springfield came the coffin that had traveled seventeen 
hundred miles, that had been seen by more than seven million people— and 
the rigid face on which more than one million five hundred thousand people 
had gazed a moment or longer. The estimated figures were given. They 
were curious, incidental, not important— though such a final pilgrimage had 
never before moved with such somber human outpourings on so vast a na- 
tional landscape. 

In the State capitol, in the hall of the lower house of which he had been 
a member and where he had spoken his prophet warnings of the House 




The assemblage at the Lincoln home, Springfield, on May 4, 65 

Photograph from the Barrett collection 





Three photographs by Gardner made about 
April io, ’65. Lincoln returned from City 
Point on the evening of April 9 and the 
sitting for Gardner is believed to have been 
one or two days thereafter. The plates regis- 
tered a man worn almost haggard by four 
years of storm— yet his face shining over the 
war’s end and his hope of reconciliation and 
“remolding society,” as he phrased it, in the 
years of peace to come. These pictures and 
the frontispiece of this volume represent the 
Lincoln seen by men in the last week of his 
life. 
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Divided, stood the casket. Now passed those who had known him long. 
They were part of the seventy-five thousand who passed. They were awed, 
subdued, shaken, stony, strange. They came from Salem, Petersburg, Clary’s 
Grove, Alton, Charleston, Mattoon, the old Eighth Circuit towns and vil- 
lages. There were clients for whom he had won or lost, lawyers who had 
tried cases with him and against, neighbors who had seen him milk a cow and 
curry his horse, friends who had heard his stories around a hot stove and 
listened to his surmises on politics and religion. “We,” wrote Bill Herndon, 
“who had known the illustrious dead in other days, and before the nation 
lay its claim upon him, moved sadly through and looked for the last time 
on the silent, upturned face of our departed friend.” 

All day long and through the night the unbroken line moved, the home 
town having its farewell. 

On May 4 of this year 1865 Anno Domini a procession moved with its 
hearse from the State capitol to Oak Ridge Cemetery. There on green banks 
and hillsides flowing away from a burial vault the crowded thousands of 
listeners and watchers heard prayers and hymns, heard Bishop Matthew 
Simpson in a rounded, moving oration, heard the second inaugural read 
aloud. 

Evergreen carpeted the stone floor of the vault. On the coffin set in a 
receptacle of black walnut they arranged flowers carefully and precisely, 
they poured flowers as symbols, they lavished heaps of fresh flowers as 
though there could never be enough to tell either their hearts or his. 

And the night came with great quiet. 

And there was rest. 

The prairie years, the war years, were over. 
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Austria, iv. 375; U. S. relations with, 1. 

365; iv. 176; Minister to, 1. 174 
Averell, Gen. William W., 11. 479, 551 
Ax, A. L. shows his strength with an, n« 
288; iv. 172 

Ayres, Gen. Romeyn B,, iv. 166 

Babcock, Gen. Orville E., rv. 24 
Babel, tower of, 11. 559 
Bachman, Rev. Dr. John, CSA , 1. 6 
Bacon, Francis (Baron Verulam, Viscount 
St. Albans), 11. 533, 556; m. 129, iv. 192. 
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Bacon, Rev. Leonard, A. L. on, hi. 232 
Badeau, Gen. Adam, 111. 617; iv. 142, 147- 
53 * 3 00 

Badger, George E., Sen., 1. 388 

Bailey, Frederick. See Douglass, Frederick. 

Bailey, Gen. Joseph, m. 14 

Bailey, Joshua F., 11. 642 

Bailor (Baylor), C. G., CSA, in. 462-63 

Baily, Joseph, MC, in. 172 

Baird, Isaac P., private, released, 111. 506-07 

Baker, Dr. Alfred, and son. Browning on, 
in. 277 

Baker, Map Charles F., CSA, iv. 350 
Baker, E. L., Browning on, in. 277 
Baker, Gen. Edward D. (“Ned”), 1. 28, 
31, 121, 122, 157-58, 221, 300; n. 32-33, 
48; death of, i. 324-25, (ref. to), 448, 
455-56 (verses), 613; m. 48, 334, 561-62, 
644; wife of, 11. 240; por., 1. 360 
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Baker, Maj. Edward D., Jr., A. L. on, n. 
48 

Baker, George E , in. 414 
Baker, Green Mountain Boy, m. 429 
Baker, Col. La Fayette C, 11. 227, 273-74; 
hi. 1 12, 428-32; iv. 133, 294-95, 337, por., 
hi. 339 

Baker, Capt. Remember, hi. 428-29 
Baker, William C , autograph for, in. 423 
Baldwin, labor delegate, 11. 189 
Baldwin, Augustus C., MC, in. 172; iv. 
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Baldwin, John B , and A. L., 1. 193-96 
Baldwin, John D., MC , hi. 172, 426 
Baldwin, Judge Joseph G., and A. L., 11. 
59 

Balloons, 1. 10, 257, 493-94; n. 515 
Ball’s Bluff, Va. (’61), 1. 324 
Baltimore, Md., 1. 274-75, 309, 506, plot to 
assassinate A. L. m, 66-84, police com- 
missioners of, arrested, 300, Union 
troops pass through, 213-14, 228-30, 
threatened, 11. 338, 340; in. 139; delega- 
tions from, 1. 94, 233-34, 51 1; 11. 42-43, 
491; hi. 224; iv. 132; Soldiers’ and Sailors’ 
Fair, 11. 475; A. L. in, hi. 41 
Baltimore American , 11. 26, in. 150, 423, 
425; iv. 104, 346; on A. L., 1. 79; iv. 135; 
on Mrs. A. L., 120 
Baltimore Catholic Mirror , n. 508 
Baltimore Clipper , m. 423 
Baltimore convention, ’64* preparations 
for, hi. 69-71, 75-78; held, 77-95, 101, 
222; effect of the, 609; iv. 6; A. L. on, 
in. 562 

Baltimore Exchange, 1. 320, 326; on A. L., 
i* 79. 137 

Baltimore Sun, 1. 603; in. 423, 425; on 
Wilkes Booth, rv. 313; on A. L., 1. 48, 
79-81, 137 

Bancroft, George, 1. 382-83, 415-16; n. 14, 
37, 246-47, 471, 475; in. 448; iv. 369, 399; 


EX 421 

wife of, 11. 246-47; on A. L., in. 310; on 
Seward, 1 . 143-44, por., hi. 178 
Bancroft, T. B., to A. L , 11. 224-27 
Bangor (Me ) Democrat . to A. L., 11. 
139, lllus. (front page on A. L.’s assas- 
sination), iv. 367 

Bank of the United States, n. 193 
Banks, Gen. Nathaniel P., 1. 154-55, 289, 
309, 329-30, 450, 490, 515, 527, 531, 627- 
29, 638, 644, 649, 11. 70-72, 75, 179, 180, 
2 53» 347* 349* 394-95, 55 h 622, 632, hi. 
9, 12-19, 48, 65, 135, 278, 333, 337, 656, 
iv. 24; in La., in. 16-18, 127, 130, 396-97; 
iv. 67-71, 75-76, 218, 221; word por. of, 
m. 9-10; relieved of command, 16, and 
the Presidency, n. 570-71, wife of, 259, 
(por) 20; A. L. on, in. 13, 348; por. 
11. 20 

Baptist Church, 1. 559; numbers of the, 
257; delegation, in. 224, 370 
Barber’s Station, Fla. (’64) , ra. 6 
Barbour, Alfred, CSA, 1. 223 
Baring Brothers, bankers, n. 518, 608-09 
Barker, Jacob, on Chase, 11. 632 
Barksdale, Gen. William, CSA , killed, 11. 
529 

Barlow, Samuel L. M., 1. 538; 11. 153; Mc- 
Clellan and, 1. 415, 471, 538; on Weed, 
hi. 210 

Barnard, Gen. John G., in. 328 
Barnes, Capt. John S., iv. 140-55, 176-78, 
194 

Barnes, Surg. Gen. Joseph K., at A. L.’s 
deathbed, iv. 288-89, 296-97 
Barnes, W. N., to A. L., 1. 135 

Barney, Hiram, 1. 177-79, 537“3 8 ; n - 55. 2 4$, 
641-42; in, 216; A. L. on, 11. 642; hi. in; 
por., 147 

Barnum, Phineas T., 1. 55, 61, 555-56, 11. 3- 
4, 213, 291-92, 608, 619; hi. 303; cartoon, 
1. 631 

Barr, Thomas J., MC, 1. 46 
Barret, James R., MC, 1. 14 
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Barrett, Benjamin F., 111 387 
Barringer, Daniel M , 1 86 
Barringer, Gen. Rufus, CSA , 1. 530-31 
Barron, Commodore Samuel, CSN, 1. 199- 
zoo 

Barrytown, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral tram at, 
iv. 401 

Bartlett, D. W., 11. 502; in. 426 
Bartlett, W. O., in. 248; iv. no 
Bartol, Rev. Cyrus A., on Wilkes Booth, 
iv. 361 

Bates, David Homer, n. 242-44, 339, 427, 
446; hi. 307, 333, 339-40, 369, 434, 488, 
iv. 47, 174, 262 

Bates, Edward, Atfy Gen., 1. 150-54, 16 1- 
62, 176-77, 189, 192, 202, 216, 231, 296, 
364, 366, 371, 401, 412-13, 425, 442, 456, 
538, 542, 591-92, 607-08, 643, 645, 656, 
659-60; 11. 31, 84, 127, 315, 421-22, 444, 
4 < 53 > 57 2 > 588, 597 . 599 - 603 , 614-17, 633, 
in. 43, 57, 137-38, 182-83, 238-39, 275, 459, 
562, 573, 588-89, iv 105; appt., 1. 141, 
suggests resigning, in. 138, 318; resigns, 
60 r -02, 657; and the Presidency, 1. 15 1, 
on A. L., 1. 384, 412; hi. 67, 208-09, 498; 
iv. 105, A. L. on, in. 498, 523; son of, 1. 
176; por., 145 
Bates, George, 11. 599 
Bates, Joshua, banker, 11. 608-09 
“Battle Hymn of the Republic, The,” 1. 
560 

Baxter, Mrs., CSA spy, 1. 326 
Baxter, Portus, MC, in. 172 
Bayard, Gen. George D., n. 82; killed, 529 
Bayne, Julia Taft. See Taft, Julia. 
Beaconsfield, earl of. See Disraeli, Ben- 
jamin. 

Beadle Dime Library, m. 387 
Beale, William E., 1. 79 
Beall, Capt. John Y., CSA, m. 291-92; ex- 
ecuted, iv. 131-32 
Beaman, Fernando C., MC, in. 172 


Beauregard, Gen. Pierre G. T., CSA, l 
201-02, 206-10, 230, 294, 301, 309, 318, 
327, 388, 471-72, 588; 11. 386, hi. 623, 626, 
iv. 84, 249, and A L , 1. 294, por., 11. 436 
Bebian, Louis de, CSA spy, 1. 331 
Becker, E. A. (“D. N. T. A”), 111. 338 
Beckwith, Corydon, lawyer, 1. 94 
Beckwith, Capt. Samuel H., iv. 146 
Bedell, Grace, 1. 51 

Beecher, Rev. Mr., expels pupil, iv. 348 
Beecher, Rev. Henry Ward, 1. 55, 65, 217, 
35 r , 385. 404. 604; 11. 10, 46, 62, 135, 532, 
577-78, 608; hi. 381, 423; iv. 134, 155, 257; 
m Europe, n. 515-17, 580; scandal con- 
cerning, 1. 556, 11. 515; wife of, 1. 556; 
and J. Howard, in. 55-56; on A. L., 1. 
555-56, 580; 11. 516-17, 578, 652-53; iv. 34, 
339, 364-66; por., 11. 373 
Beecher, Lt. Henry Ward, Jr., 11. 577-78 
Beethoven, Ludwig von, iv. 377 
Belger, Major, Mrs. A. L. on, n. 248 
Belgium, 1. 305; Minister to, 157 
Bell, John, 1. 97, 117, 382; 11. 453; m. 280 
Bell, Gen. Tyree H., CSA, in. 37 
Bellows, Rev. Henry W., 1. 385; 111. 434-35 
Belleville (Mo.) Volksblatt, plant de- 
stroyed, hi. 58 

Belmont, August, 1. 23, 28, 48, 183, 217- 
18, 284, 471, 510, 538, 11. 580-81, 594, 609; 
hi. 100, 221, 226, 250, 413, 563, 600; wife 
of, 1. 61, 65, 183; on A. L., 32; por., in. 
2 43 

Belmont family, n. 291 
Belmont, Mo. (’61), m. 466 
Bemis, George, Bigelow on, 1. 112 
Benbow, Col. Henry L., CSA, iv. 17 1 
Benedict, Judge Kirby, n. 63-64 
Benjamin, son of Jacob, in. 379 
Benjamin, Charles F., n. 78, 101, 103 
Benjamin, Judah P., CSA Sec . of State and 
of War, i. 240, 247, 379; n. 68, 105-06, 
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367, 506-08, in 164, 290-92, 438, 486, 610, 
iv. 28, 49, wife of, in. 438, por., 1. 225 
Benjamin, Park, 1 354 
Bennett, Capt George A, 1 459, in 417-18 
Bennett, James Gordon, 1. 12, 33, 48, 65, 
14°) *79> 2 33> 35 2 -56, 407, 471, 11. 247, 532, 
552-53, 584-85) 636, m. 161, 215, 221, 238, 
247-48, 303, 425, 589-90, iv 216, word 
por. of, 1. 353-55, offered French Lega- 
tion, hi. 248, iv. 109-10; wife of, 1. 354, 
in 248-49, on A. L, 216, A. L. on, 
11. 584, cartoon, 101; por., in. 83. See also 
New York Herald. 

Bennett, Lt James Gordon, Jr., USN, 1. 
352-53 

Bennett family, 11 291 
Benson, Henry E., private, 1. 304 
Bentham, Jeremy, 11. 330 
Benton, Thomas H., Sen, 1. 338 (and 
daughter Jessie); in. 25 
Beresford Hope, A. J. B, MP, on A. L., 

l. 588, hi. 393 
Bergner, George, in 90 
Berret, James G., 1. 93, 139, 331 
Berry, Gen. Hiram G., killed, 11. 529 
Bertinatti, Commander Joseph, 1. 183-84; 

11. 462 

Bertonneau, Capt. Arnold, CSA, in. 10 

Bethesda, 1. 41 1 

Bibb, George M., iv. 239 

Bibb, William C., iv. 238-40 

Bible, 1. no, 260, 529, 551; 11. 384, 619; m. 

100, no; iv. 304; stops a bullet, 1. 304; m. 
422, (picture of a), 11. 373, Americans and 
the, hi. 301-02, A. L. and the, 11. 217-19, 
259, 264, m. 317, 367, 377; iv. 92, 94, 114, 
244; presented to A. L., hi. 224, 401-03; 
ref. to by A. L., 1. 74, 185, 322, 490, 501, 
562, 570-71; 11. 12, 36-37, 39, 194* 223, 403; 

m. 74-75, 81, 232, 254, 506, 601, iv. 94, 
114, 162, 214, 346; ref. to by others, 1. 14, 

101, 103, 105, 115, 149, 165, 215, 247, 395- 
96, 399, 411, 440, 462, 560, 569, 57L 577> 
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583, 11. 4, 8, 50, 54, 56, 126, 135, 136-37, 
201, 240, 339, 392, 446, 480, 505, 530, 532, 
559 ) 595 ) 655, hi. 195, 254, 262, 379, 382, 
385-86, 391, 403, 492, 566, 586, 619; iv. 90, 
I0 7 ) 34 °) 346, 361, 363, 365, 377, 403, 409 
Bidpai (Pilpay), iv. 380 
Bidwell, Gen. Daniel D., 111. 140 
Big River Bridge, Mo. (’61), 1. 349 
Big Shanty, Ga. (’64), m. 152 
Bigelow, John, 1. 112, 436, 590, 609, 11. 515, 
591, in 607, 658, iv. 107, 374, on A. L, 
1. 288-89; IV - 381, letters to, 1. 101, 144-45; 
11 14, 74, 152, 631; iv no-n 
Bigler, William, Sen., 1. 16, in. 226 
Billings, Dr. John Shaw, m. 409 
Bingham, John A., MC, 11. 127 
Birch, Rev. E. P., on A. L, 11. 138-39 
Birchard, M , and others, A. L. to, 11. 169- 
70 

Bird, Francis W., 11. 200, on A. L., 11. 32, 
143-44 

Bimey, Gen. William, n. 505 
Bishop, Richard M., 1. 41 
Bismarck, Otto E. L. von Bismarck-Schon- 
hausen, Prince, 1. 574; iv. 375 
Bissell, Col. William H., 1. 246, 370 
Bixby, Lydia Parker (Mrs. Cromwell)* 
A. L.’s letter to, 111. 665-69; ref. to, iv. 49, 
248, 280, 298, 355; sons of, hi. 665, 667 
Black, Jeremiah S., 1. 396, 444, 501; 11. 616- 
17 

Black, Capt. Samuel, n. 613; in. 277 
Black Hawk Chief, iv. 250; War, A. L. in 
the, ref. to, 1. 203; 11. 495; 111. 253, 268; 
iv. 250 

Black boys, privates, killed, in. 521 
Blackslee, Rev. George H., in. 538 
Blackstone, Sir William, iv. 254 
Blackwood's Magazine, 1. 11; n. 305, 61 1 
Blaine, James G., MC, 11. 501; 111. 69, 171- 
72, 660; iv. 26, 185 
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Blair, Austin, Gov. of Michigan, 11. 184; 
hi. 86-87; por., 275 

Blair, Francis, Sr. (“Old Man”), 1. 90-92, 
151-52, 523, 601, 643, hi. 23, 139, 148, 221- 
22, 242, 491, 589; peace attempt of, iv. 
28-42, 46, 52, 62; and Lee, 1. 223-24, 519, 
and A. L., 189-91, on A. L., 152, A. L. 
on, hi. 242; por., 19 

Blair, Gen. Francis P., Jr., MC, 1. 33, 152- 
53 * i 7 2 » 332 , 336 - 37 * 387-88, 399 * 5 I 9 " 20 » 
555; n. 31, 73, 77, 400, 413, iii. 22-36, 
139, 172-73* 283* 569* 620; iv. 28, 215; 
word por. of, m. 23-24; accused of cor- 
ruption, 27-31; and Chase, 27-32, and 
Emancipation Proclamation, 1. 582-84; 
and Fremont, 337-48, 423-24; 11. 228-29; 
iii. 22; and Grant, 23-24, 35; and A. L., 
1. 333; A. L. on, hi. 24, 242; and Sher- 
man, 1. 172; por., in. 19 
Blair, Montgomery, Postmaster Gen., 1. 90, 
92, 151-53, 166-76, 189, 192-93, 202, 216, 
365* 399 * 438 , 535 - 36 , 539 * 544 * 59 I- 9 2 * 
601, 643, 645, 656-57; 11. 44, 55, 100, 348, 
356-57, 444, 460, 464, 466, 480-81, 488, 501, 
549* 57 2 * 576, 633, 654; iii. 22-26, 35, 43, 
57, 66, 81-82, 106, 109, 125-26, 136, 148- 
50, 162, 246, 275, 340, 428, 444, 573; iv. 
12, 28, 34, 70-71, 108, no, 132; app’t of, 
1. 141; removal urged, n. 399-400; iii. 
148-49, 206, leaves the Cabinet, 237- 
42, 245, 254, 657; and the chief- 

justiceship, 589-91, 596; and the Presi- 
dency, n. 450; and the Emancipation 
Proclamation, 1. 582-84; 11. 15; speech 
of, in Maryland, 411-12; and Fremont, 
1. 343-47; hi. 22, 238-39; and A. L., n. 
572; on A. L., iii. 238, iv. 32; Nasby on, 
iii. 355; A. Johnson to, 11. 54; m. 96; 
illus. (note), 240; por., 1. 145 
Blair family, n. 339, 399; iii. 242, 246, 491; 
and Fremont, 1. 341-48; 11. 402; iii. 35, 
238; and A. L., 1. 92-93, 140, 15 1, 399, 
425; n. 644, 651; in. 23-25, 1 14, 221-22, 
240, 589; iv. 216; A. L. on, in. 34, 242 
Blake. Col. James, 11. 37; iv. 408 


Blake, Col. John W., n. 37 
Blake, Marshal B., 11. 45 
Blake, William, poet, 11. 496 
Blake, Col. William H., n. 37 
Blasdel, Henry G., Gov. of Nevada, iii. 98 
Blatchford, Richard M., 1. 232, 452 
Bledsoe, Rev. Albert T., CSA, 1. 239; and 
wife, iv. 127 

Bleecker, Anthony J., officer-seeker, 11. 
56-57 

Blenheim, battle of (1704), in. 628 
Blenker, Gen. Louis, 1. 323, 473 
Blennerhassett, Harman, m. 345 
Bliss, Dr. D. Willard, iii. 410; at A. L.’s 
deathbed, iv. 288 
Bliss, George, MC, iii. 172 
Blockade by USA , 1. 227, 241, 258, 299, 
309, 313, 473, 482, 588, 592-93; ii- 35* 
514; iii. 257, 587, 655; iv. 18, 175, 214; 
A. L. on the, 1. 398, 655; n. 482 
Blondin (J. F. Gravelet), Lincoln’s story 
about, n. 175 

Blow, Henry T., MC, in. 172; on A. L., 
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Blumenberg, contractor, A. L. on, iv. 130 
Blunt, Gen. James G., 11. 401 
Blunt, Orison, 11. 158 
Boal, Dr. Robert, iii. 337 
Boccaccio, Giovanni, 11. 589 
Bohlen, Gen. Henry, killed, 1. 613 
Boker, George H., poet, n. 468, 643 
Bombproof, illus., iv. 143, 180 
Bonaparte, Napoleon Joseph (“Plon- 
plon”), prince, 1. 318; 11. 510 
Bond, Maj. Lewis H., iii, 487 
Bonham, Gen. Milledge L., CSA, Gov . of 
South Carolina, iii. 61 1 
Bonheur, Rosa, iv. 289 
Bonifant, Washington, 1. 280 
Bonita (privateer, CSA), 1. 285 
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Bonner, B. R., iii. 27-28 

Bonner, Robert, 111. 67 

Books, A L. and, 11 309-10 

Bookstaver, David S., detective, 1. 71, 76 

Boone, Dr. Levi D., on A. L,, 1. 357 

Booneville, Mo. (’6i), 1. 337 

Booth, Asia (Mrs. John S. Clarke), iv. 

304-19, 327, 331, 336; arrested, 344 
Booth, Edwin, 11. 319; iii. 610, iv. 307-11, 
315, 319, 328, 333, 336, 344, A. L. sees 
act, iii. 446; on A. L., iv. 213, 300, 356, 
Wyndham on, 315; por., 285 
Booth, John Wilkes, 1. 53; word por. of, 
iv. 307-17; descriptions of, 301, 308, 
314-15, (posters) 302-03, ref. to his sis- 
ter Rose, 333; A. L. sees act, in. 441; 
assassinates Lincoln, iv. 277-82, 300-01, 
317-37, (ref. to), 345, 359, 361, 366, 402- 
04; incitement to, 340-42, his hatred 
of A. L., 317-18, 342; reaction to his 
deed, 338-57; a fugitive, 344-47, 366, 391; 
the South repudiates, 342; death of, 402- 
04; his sister Asia on, 308-12, 315, 317-18, 
331; Edwin Booth on, 308-09, 312, 319; 
Julia Ward Howe on, 345-46; Wynd- 
ham on, 315-17; other comments on, 
313-14; illus. (wmdowpane), 325, (sig- 
nature), 331, (verse), 332; pors., 284, 
300 

Booth, Joseph, iv. 309 
Booth, Junius Brutus, Sr., 11. 315; iv. 301, 
316; word por. of, 304-07; por., 269 
Booth, Junius Brutus, Jr., iv. 318-19 
Booth, Maj. Lionel F., killed, m. 40 
Booth, Mary Anne Holmes (Mrs. Junius 
B., Sr.), iv. 301, 307-08, 310, 312, 330; 
Wilkes to, 333 
Booth, Mary Louise, 1. 409 
Booth, Richard, grandfather of J. Wilkes, 
iv. 301-02 

Borcke, Heros von, CSA , u. 531 
Border States, 1. 12, 48, iii, 562-63, 568, 
572, 581, 584, 588, 610-11, 622-23; n. 20, 
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517; iii. 95, 620; iv. 7-8, 18; delegations 
from the, 1. 94-98; A. L. on the, 196; 
11. 403. See also names of the States. 
Boreman, Arthur I., Gov . of West Vir- 
ginia, iii. 470 

Boston, Mass, committee from, 11. 200-01; 
draft riots in, 368 

Boston Advertiser , 11. 469; iii. 425, 666; on 
A. L., 1. 62 

Boston Commonwealth , iii. 254 
Boston Courier , n. 326; hi. 194 
Boston Gazette , on A. L., iii. 343-45 
Boston Herald , iv. 357; on A. L., 1. 384 
Boston Journal, 11. 113, 502; in. 223, 425- 
ad; iv. 126 

Boston Transcript, 1. 434, 658, 11. 153, 450; 
iii. 165, 425, 666, on Lee, 11. 148; on A. 
L., 1. 135; 11. 305 
Boston Traveler, 1. 108 
Boswell, James, 1. 105-06 
Boteler, Alexander R., MC, and A. L., 1. 
116-19 

Botts, John Minor, MC, 1. 195-96 
Bouligny, John E., MC, 11. 15 
Bounty men. See Substitutes. 

Boutwell, George S., MC, 11. 501, 540; iii. 

130, 132, 172, 599; on A. L., iii. 130 
Bowen, Henry C., 1. 421, 556, 11. 46-47, 
5 X 5» 577 

Bowen, Levi K., to Cobb, 1. 77 
Bowen, (Sayles J.?), m. 629 
Bower, G. C., Jr., iii. 426 
Bowers, Gen. Theodore S., iv. 146; por., 
52 

Bowles, Samuel, 1. 163; m. 124-25; iv. 79; 
on A. L., 1. 351; m. 221, 392-93, 591. See 
also Springfield (Mass.) Republican . 
Bowling Green, Ky. O62), 11. 244 
Boyce, William W., MC, 1. 5 
Boyd, Belle (“the Secesh Cleopatra”), 1 
504 
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Boyd, Sempronius H., MC, in. 172 
Boydton Plank Road, Va. (’65), iv. 1 65 
Bradford, Augustus W., Gov. of Mary- 
land , 1. 86; 11. 336, 451, 466; in. 139, 500 
Bradford, S. S., pass for, in. 491 
Bradley, John, 11. 178 
Bradley, Joseph, assassination threat, illus., 
iv. 322 

Brady, James T., 11. 367; in. 75, 405, iv. 
132 

Brady, John, policeman, iv. 347 
Brady, Matthew B., photographer, 1. 594; 
11. 521; hi. 367, 427-28, 491; iv. 117; por., 
in. 274 

Bragg, Gen. Braxton, CSA, 1. 172, 549-50, 
56 3, 598, 601; n. 5-6, 164, 199, 386, 420- 
26, 436, 441, 447, 477-79; m. 29, 37, 154, 
386, 514, 626; iv. 238; por., 11. 436 
Bramlette, Thomas E., Gov . of Kentucky , 
11. 20; hi. 22, iv. 408; por., hi. 275 
Brand, man with A. L., in. 306 
Brandegee, Augustus, MC , 11. 555; in. 172 
Brannon, Rev. Fr. John, 11. 367 
Brazil, Minister to, 11. 35 
Breck, Samuel, to Sumner, in. 485 
Breckinridge, loyalist, on A. L., m. 102 
Breckinridge, E. W., in. 539 
Breckinridge, Gen. John C., CSA, 1. 44-45, 
91, 188, 271-72, 328, 11. 199; in 138-39, 
142, 148, 495; expelled from U. S Senate, 
1. 386; on A. L., 300; por., n 436 
Breckinridge, Rev. Dr. Robert J., 1. 271- 
73; m. 78-81, 95, 493; sons of, 1. 272; on 
A. L., hi. 78 

Breeden, Fanny, Browning on, iv. 55 
Bribery. See Corruption. 

Brigadier generals, 1. 333-345 h. 37-38; 
A. L. on, iv. 102-03 

Bright, Jesse D., expelled from the U. S. 
Senate, 1. 386 

Bright, John, MP, 1. 99, 355, 358, 364, 365- 


66, 574, 588; 11. 68, 143, 183, 458-59» 512; 
hi. 259, 507, 580; iv. 372; on A. L., 11. 
588, Sumner to, 1. 566; 11. 609; iv. 70, 193; 
por., 11. 405 

Brisbane, Albert, 1. 404 
Bnsbm, Gen. James S., in. 326-28 
Britton, Peter, curses A. L., iv. 347 
Brockway, Addie, to A. L., hi. 421 
Bromwell, Henry P. H., MC, in. 334, 463; 
iv. 132-33 

Bronson, Greene C., 1. 85 
Brooks, Albert, A. L. on, 1. 374 
Brooks, Cyrus, steward, 1. 494 
Brooks, James, MC, 11. 141-42, 449, 501, 
556, 636, in. 172, 426, 577, 661-62, iv. 
66; on A. L., 63; wife of, 11. 501. See 
also Neve York Express. 

Brooks, Noah (“Castme”), 11. 43, 55, 62, 
79-97, 103-05, 202, 210, 227, 233, 250, 
268, 293-96, 305, 309, 314, 411-12, 456-58, 
484-85, 502, 526, 534, 555, 608, 619, 624- 
26, hi. 59, 78, 82-87, 109, 1 18, 169, 179, 
219, 226, 306, 323, 346, 354, 368-69, 400- 
13, 428, 441, 473, 562-68, 596, 603, 630-31, 
669-70; iv. 12-13, 57-65, 87-94, 102-07, 
1 13-17, 123, 134-36, 175, 207, 219-20, 
224, 237, 255-56, 271; to be A. L.’s secre- 
tary, 1 15, 255; and A. L.’s death, 299- 
300; on Grant, 11. 542-43; on A. L., 88, 
269-70, 289, 296, 317-19, hi. 340, 381-82, 
601; on Mrs. A. L., 11. 270; on Tad, 263- 
64; on newspapers, in. 423-27 
Brooks, Peter C., n. 453 

Brooks, Preston S., MC, 1. 106-07, in-12, 
389; iv. 192 

Broomall, John M., MC, n. 540; hi. 172 
Bross, Col. John A., killed, hi. 223 
Bross (“Deacon”), William, m. 223; rv. 
394; por., in. 18 

Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers, 11. 

620 

Brough, John, Gov. of Ohio, 11. 171, 450, 
466; in. 22, 33, 1 13, 177, 188; iv. 394 
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Brougham, John, playwright, n. 318 
Brown, Albert G., 1. 245 
Brown, Benjamin Gratz, Sen., 11. 399-400, 
403, 452, 485-87, 495 , 111 7 1 , 132, 134, 174 ; 
iv. 78, 338, por., in 82 
Brown, Fay (Fannie^), actress, iv. 331 
Brown, George T., Serg at Arms, USA 
Sen., iv. 91 

Brown, George W., 1. 77, 229-30 
Brown, James S, MC, in 172, iv. 11 
Brown, John (Osawatomie), 1. 20, 21, 
28, 86, 88, 108, 1 13, 153, 218, 248, 276, 
362, 409, 522, 530, 11. 136, 183-84, 186, 
329, 510, 556; in. 233; iv 237, 374, Wilkes 
Booth and, 312-13, 318, 320, A L. on, 
1. 33; iv. 210, 312, Thad Stevens on, 
1. 398; songs, 560, 587; 11. 464-65; m. 
262, 619; iv. 253 

Brown, John O., private, hi. 524 
Brown, John Young, MC, 1. 17, 48 
Brown, Joseph E., CSA, Gov. of Georgia, 
L 379, II. 106, 447, III. 613, 623-24, 626; 
and Sherman, 609-10; por., 11. 436 
Brown, Dr. Lloyd W., 11. 480, m. 485 
Brown, Thomas Theophilus, CSA, and 
wife, hi. 496-97 

Brown, William G., MC, in. 172 
Brown & Alexander, embalmers, 11. 187-88 
Browne, Albert G., Sr., and John Andrew, 
1. 226, 586; hi. 185 

Browne, Charles Farrar. See Ward, 
Artemus. 

Browne, Junius H., on Greeley, 1. 407 
Browne, Sir Thomas, in. 300 
Brownell, Capt. Francis E., 1. 264-66, 373; 
por., 264 

Browning, Ludwell Y., CSA, O. H. 

Browning on, hi. 277 
Browning, Orville H., Sen., 1 34-35, 40- 
41, 63, 124-25, 291, 314, 324, 347-48, 37°" 
71, 387, 417, 420, 425, 458, 472-73, 479, 
486, 498-99, 568, 572, 610, 623-26, 629- 
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30, 638-49, 656; 11. 13-14, 22, 26, 45, 176- 
77, 202-05, 253, 271, 310-12, 315, 479-80; 
hi. 276-79, 485, 588, iv. 52-55, 132, 239, 
241, lllus. (ticket), 1. 40; wife of, 458; 
n. 41, por, 1 33 

Browning, Robert L., O. H. Browning on, 
1 371 

Brownlow, Rev. William G. (“Parson”), 
1. 6, 222, 328, hi 78, 80, 95, 61 1, por., 275 
Brownson, Rev. Orestes A., on A. L., il 
143, 568-69 

Brownson 1 s Quarterly Review, 1. 272; oft 
A. L., n. 568-69; hi 390 
Brownsville, Tex. (’63), n. 394 
Bruce, Sir Frederick W. A., iv, 267 
Brutus, 1. 67, iv. 330, 341, 402, 403 
Bryan, Thomas B., and A. L., 11. 158 
Bryant, William Cullen, 1. 182, 351, 434- 
35, 610-11, 11. 230, 406, 468, 653; in. 221, 
448, 458-59, iv, 399; on A. L., 11. 494-95, 
568, hi. 102, 202, 216; A. L. on, 11. 495, 
584 

Buchanan, Adm. Franklin, CSN, 1. 232 
Buchanan, J. R , in. 226 
Buchanan, James, i$th Pres. USA, 1. 5, 12, 
15, 21-26, 30-36, 74, 90, hi, 115, 121-22, 
137-38, 143, 148-49, 164, 189-90, 200, 218, 
228, 248, 255, 352, 402, 441, 442, 522; 11. 
282, 394, 464, 590, hi. 258, 290, 351, 587, 
61 1 ; iv. 14, 394, Nasby on, hi. 355; car- 
toons, 1. 24, 186; por., 32 
Buckalew, Charles R, Sen., m. 174 
Buckingham, Gen. Cathannus P., 1 601 
Buckingham, John E, doorkeeper, Ford’s 
Theatre, iv. 278, 335 

Buckingham, William A., Gov . of Con- 
necticut, 1. 235; in. 425 
Buckland (Bucklin), McDonough, labor 
delegate, n. 189 

Buckner, Horace, CSA, 1. iji 
Buckner, Gen. Simon B., CSA, 1. 46, 333, 
462, 466-67; 11. 120, 358 
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Bucyrus, Ohio, riots in, 1. 506-07 
Bndd, Dr. Charles H, 111. 478 
Buddha (Gotama Siddhattha), iv. 377 
Buell, Gen. Don Carlos, 1. 289, 328-29, 412, 
417-18, 467, 477, 549-50, 598, n. 7, 426, 
551-52, hi. 244; removed from command, 
1 . 625, 637; hi. 513 

Buell, Madison, war telegraph office, 11. 
262-63 

Buffalo, N. Y.* A. L. speaks at (’61), 1. 

51-53; his funeral tram at, iv. 404 
Buffalo (N. Y.) Courier , on A. L., in 205 
Buffalo (N. Y ) Express , on Grant, in. 68 
Buford, Gen. John, killed, 11. 529 
Bull Run, Va., first (’61), 1. 300-04; blame 
for, 304-09, 327, 387-88, 442, 528; m. 23 
Bull Run, Va., second (’62), 1. 532-33; 
blame for, 1. 555, 625; n. 29, 98; cartoons 
on, 1. 546; 11. 81 

Bullitt, Mr. and Mrs., in. 489-90 
Bullitt, Cuthbert, Hay on, hi 77 
Bullock, Capt. James D., CSA , 11. 68 
Bullock, John M., and A. L., 111. 494-95 
Bullock, Lt. Waller R., CSA, in. 494-95 
Bulwer-Lytton. See Lytton. 

“Bummers,” Sherman’s, m. 623 
Bunch, Robert, British consul, 1. 285 
Bungay, George W., on A. L., 11. 329 
Bunyan, John, 1. 347; 11. 384; iv. 31 1 
Burbridge, Gen. Stephen G., in. 493 
Burchard (old man). Browning on, 1. 371 
Bureau County ( 111 .) Patriot , in. 271; on 
A. L., hi. 101, 339 (valentine) 

Burgdorf, Louis, chef, hi. 349 
Burke, Edmund, 1. 107; n. 10; in. 664 
Burleigh, Charles. C., on A. L., n. 414 
Burleigh, William H., on Mrs. A. L., n. 
249-50 

Burnett, Henry C., MC, expelled, 1. 386 
Bums, contractor, iv. 126 


Burns, Francis, coachman, iv. 274-75, 2 79 
Burns, John L., Gettysburg, 11. 342-43, 475; 
hi. 68 

Burns, Robert, A. L.’s toast for, (Burns 
Club), 11. 313 

Burnside, Gen. Ambrose E., 1. 492, 531, 
562, 604, 607, 623-36, 638, 11. 41, 75-77, 
79, 82-83, 86, 98, 101, 145-47* 160-64, 2 44“ 
45, 291, 300, 336, 424-27, 429-33, 446, 
448, 462, 479, 535, 548, 55I-5 2 * 597; m 
50* 55* 189* *99* 2 43> 33 2 » 3^9* 47 2 » iv. 
346, 355; word por, of, 1. 624; heads the 
Army of the Potomac, 544-45, 601-02, 
A L. visits, 627; 11. 290, resignation of 
high command refused, 75; relieved of 
duty, 77; General Order No. 38, 145-46, 
160-62, resignation offered, 163; at Fred- 
ericksburg, 1. 629-32; 11. 91, 241, 335; re- 
lieved of command, in 155-56, A. L. on, 
n. 75; McClellan and, 1. 624-25; pors., 
608 

Burr, Aaron, in. 272, 345 
Burr, C. Chauncey, 11. 135-37; on A. L., 
137, hi. 228 

Burrage, Maj. Henry S., iv. 123-24 
Burrough, lawyer, in. 272 
Burroughs, CSA, spy, in. 538 
Burroughs, John, 11. 207, 270-71, 629-30; 
on A. L., 387 

Buschbeck, Col. Adolphus, 11. 89 
Bushrod, Nancy and Tom, and A. L., iv. 
2 68 

Bushwhackers, 1. 328, 572; 111. 20-21, 220, 
624, 627; iv. 100, 136, 199 
Busk (Burk), Hans, The Rifle , 11. 310 
Butler, “Col.” Andrew J., n. 70; in. 9, 65 
Butler, Gen. Benjamin F., 1. 248, 275-79, 
289, 294, 637; 11. 97, 172, 369, 409, 448, 
493* 53 2 * 55h 575; hi. 45, 48, 51, 60-66, 
94, 96, 100, 150, 164, 218, 263, 562-63, 642; 
iv. 159-60, 236, 254, 256; removed from 
command, n. 70-71, 430, 432, 639-40; iv. 
23-25; reinstatement urged, n. 399, 402; 
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in New Orleans, i. 475-76, 607, 655; 11. 
69-70, 149; in. 9, 268, recalled from 
New Orleans, 65, at Fort Fisher, 655-56, 
iv 23, and the Presidency, 11 72, 152, 
568, 570-71, 57 < 5 - 77 > 5 8 7* m 64, 84, 87, 
100, 203-04, 208-09, iv 25, 58, refuses 
Vice-Presidency, in. 87, comments on, 
65, 208, iv. 339, and A. L., 1. 277-78, 309, 
332-33* 47 1 * «• 4° 8 * 526-27; 111 208-09, 
506, 512-13, 522, 572, 642; iv. 23-26, A L. 
on, 1 . 278; hi. 348 (story); Southerners 
on, 1. 588; 11. 150, in. 575-76; iv. 24, 
pors., 11. 404; hi. 51 
Butler, Pierce, CSA, arrested, 1. 331 
Butler, William, 1. 179; in. 15-16, 276, 278 
Butler, Camp, 111 ., 1. 616 
Butterfield, Gen. Daniel, n. 91-92, 97 
Butterfield, Justin, son of, A. L. and, 1. 

m 

Butterworth, Samuel, Almaden mine, n. 
613-14 

Button, Gen., CSA, captured, iv. 185 
Butz, Caspar, in. 71 
Buzzard’s Roost, Ga. (’64), in. 153 
Byington, A. Homer, on A. L , 1. 401 
Byron, George Gordon Byron, 6th baron, 
1- 39 2 ; IV - 242-43, 308 
Byrne, conspirator, hi. 438 

Cabinet, A. L.’s (’61), 1. 90-92; word pors. 
of, 140-62; changes in, urged or ru- 
mored, 636-60; ii. 247-48, 564; hi. 656- 
67 ( See also names.), protest on Mc- 
Clellan, 1. 538-40 (lllus., 540-41); dis- 
sension in, 365, 542, 11. 633-34; ni - 662; 
(’64), 657; A. L. on, 1. 649-50; hi. 105, 
119, 148-49, 601-02, 656-57; iv. 109; car- 
toons, 1. 306; 11. 81; hi. 252; picture of 
(signing of the Emanc. Procl.), 498 
Cabinet, Davis’s, 1. 239-40 
Cable, Atlantic, 11. 482; in. 646 
Cadwalader, Gen. George, 1. 279-80 
Cadwalader, Judge John, n. 445 
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Caesar, Julius, 1. 101, 213; 11. 532; in. 102, 
* 3 L 452, 524; rv 81, 377 
CafTrey, John, police capt., curses A. L., 
iv 347 

Cam, brand of, iv. 346, 403 
Caimes, John E., 1. 559 
Cairo (111.) War Eagle , iv. 350 
Caldwell, D. I, Browning on, 1. 371 
Caldwell, Judge Henry C., iv. 342 

Calhoun, James M., Mayor of Atlanta, in. 
256 

Calhoun, John C., 1. 201, 399, 517; 11. 34, 
138, 332, 492; hi. 113 

California, 1. 610; 11. 609, hi. 275, 280, 607, 
Legislature, on A. L., 11. 645 
Caligula, 1. 77, hi. 56 

Cambronne, Gen. Pierre J. E., comte de, 
hi. 349 

Cameron, Simon, Sec. of War, 1. 16, 31, 
92, 1 12, 141, 153, 154, 168-69, *7 6 * i 8 9* 
193, 205, 216-17, 221, 223, 274, 278, 288, 
294, 319-21, 329, 348, 362, 412, 424, 442, 
448, 5 1 3* 519-20, 539; n. 20, 37, 45, 65, 
198-99, 284, 290, 338, 351, 354, 459, 464, 
475 * 526, 542 , 577 - 7 8 * 644 - 45 * 6515 hi. 69, 
82-93, 103, 206, 212, 242, 254, 275, 282, 
286, 441; iv. 216; word por. of, 1. 147- 
50; apptd. 14 1 ; accused of corruption, 
305, 426-35, 439-40* 451-53* m - 582; cen- 
sured by Congress, 1. 453; resigns, 435-39, 
443, hi. 254, 318, 657; Minister to Rus- 
sia, 1 439-41; in. 448-49; on A. L., 1. 441; 
A. L. on, 427, 453; Thad Stevens on, 
399-400, 451, 453; illus. (letter), 1. 236; 
por., 145 

Campbell, Col. A. M., CSA, 1. 255 
Campbell, Ann E. Todd (Mrs. Thomas 
M., Mrs. L.’s cousin), 11. 267 
Campbell, Justice John A., CSA, 1. 102, 
202-03, 276; 11. 528; iv. 172-73, 216, 226- 
33; at the Hampton Roads conference, 
iv. 33-43 (illus. 41); at the Richmond 
conference, 180-83 
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Campbell, Lt. Qumtin, n. 267 
Campbell, Thompson, MC, in 83 
Canada, relations of USA with, 1 180; 11. 
520, hi. 607-08; iv. 175, cartoon, in. 
See also Thompson, Jacob; Vallandig- 
ham, Clement L. 

Canby, Gen. Edward R. S., m. 18; iv. 69- 
70, 127 

Candee, Col. George W, 11. 479-80 
Candidns, Pantaleon (pseud.?), 111. 71 
Canedy, Betsey, on A. L., in. 673 
Cannon, Joseph G., iv. 80 
Cannon, Col. Le Grand B , 1 488 
Cannon, overgrown, lllus , iv. 206 
Cantador, Col. Lorenz, 11. 89 
Capital and labor, 11. 189, A. L. on, 1. 380- 
Si; Marx on, 11. 5 
Capston, Lt. I. L., CSA, 11. 367 
Cardmgton, Ohio, A. L.’s funeral train 
at, iv. 406 

Carlile, John S., Sen., 11. 556-57; m. 13 1- 
3 2 , 174 

Carlyle, Thomas, n. 383, 568 
Carney, Thomas, Gov. of Kansas , and 
A. L., 11. 400-01 

Carpenter, Charles, private, in. 536 
Carpenter, Col. Cyrus C., iv. 170 

Carpenter, Francis B., 1. 427, 436, 582-83; 

11 461, 563, 636, 638, 641; hi 59, 124, 
136-37, 144, 306, 310, 329, 378-80, 400-01, 
405, 413-151 4 I 7 “ 20 » 4 2§ , 434 , 44 6 - 48 , 453, 
455, 469, 484, 498, 536-38, 629, iv 43, 45, 
86, 102, 237, painting of Emanc Prod, 
by, 11 594-99, 633-34, Ul - 105-06, 420, 
(reproduction), 498; on A. L, 11 237, 
595; in. 8, 47, 309-10, 424-25, 642; A. L. 
on, 420; por., 274 

Carpenter, Lt G. S., and A. L., iv. 80-81 
Carpenter, James W., paymaster, in. 453 
Carpet-Bag, in. 351 

Carr, Clark E., 11 454-55, 466; m. 271, 587 
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Carr, Gen. Eugene A, 1. 488 
Carr, Humphrey W., and A. L., 11. 289 
Carrie Martin (steamer), 11. 84, 103-04 
Carrington, Edward C., m 453 
Carroll, Anna Ella, 1. 410-11 
Carroll, Howard, 11. 198 
Carroll, Thomas King, 1. 410 
Carroll Prison, 11. 62, 111. 289 

Carter, Charles, R. E. Lee’s grandfather, 

l. 517 

Carter, Robert, Gurowski on, 11. 213 
Carter, T. J., illus, A. L. note on, 11. 229 
Carthage, ancient, 1. 127; m. 263 
Carthage ( 111 ) Republican , 11. 412-13 
Cartter, Judge David K., 11. 64, and A. L.’s 
death, iv. 292, 296 
Cartwright, Rev. Peter, 1. 335 
Casey, Thomas L., cotton-trader, 111. 15-16 
Cass, Gen. Lewis, 1. 26, 218, 389; A. L. on, 

m. 253, 333 

Cassville, Ga. (’64), in. 153 
“Castme.” See Brooks, Noah. 

Catholic Telegraph, Cincinnati, 11. 423, 505- 
06 

Catiline, 1. 12 

Catron, Justice John, 11. 614; in. 587 
Catskill, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train at, 
iv. 401 

Cattanco, Capt. Antonio, 1. 340 
Cedar Creek, Va. (’64), 111. 296-97 
Centerville, Va. C61), 1. 301 
Central America, 1. 180, 575, 656; 11. 652; 

hi. 256, 391, 608, 651 
Chamberlin, Col. Thomas, hi. 480 
Chambersburg, Pa. (’62), 1. 599; (’63), 11. 
338 - 39 ; (’64), in. 149-50 

Chambersburg (Pa.) Repository, m. 89, 
150 

Chambrun, Charles A. Pineton, marquis 
de, on A. L., iv. 183-90, 194-95; father 
of, 184 
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Champion’s Hill, Miss (’63), in. 23 
Chancellorsville, Va. (’63), n 94-97; blame 
for, 98-99, A L. on, 111. 517 
Chandler, Albert B., war telegraph office, 
11. 240-41, 350, 366, hi. 639-40, 656; IV. 
227, 231 

Chandler, Henry and wife, and A. L., 11 
218 

Chandler, L. H., E. Bates and, m. 67 
Chandler, Peleg W., 1. 587 
Chandler, Zachariah, Sen., 1. 4, 142, 265-66, 
302, 313, 386, 388, 419-20, 440, 491, 498, 
510, 625; 11. 98, 343, 480, 545, 559, hi 
125, 132, 174, 237-38, 241, 242, 341, 598; 
iv 66, 78, 215, 227, 257; word por. of, 
1. 389-90; on A. L., 11. 385; iv. 218-19; 
por., in. 146 

Chaney, Rev. George L., on Wilkes 
Booth, iv. 361 

Chanler, John W., MC, in. 172; on A. L., 
171 

Channing, Rev. William Ellery, and A. L., 

l. 571 

Channing, Rev. William Henry, resolu- 
tion on the, hi. 368-69 
Chantilly, Va. (’62), 1. 534 
Chaplains, for hospitals, ir. 44; A. L. on, 

m. 326 

Charles I, king of England, 11. 128; iv. 40; 

A. L. on, 11. 42; iv. 41 
Charles XII, kmg of Sweden, 1. 527 
Charles XV, king of Sweden and Norway, 
1. 184 

Charleston, 111 . (’64), 1. 616 
Charleston, S. C., 1. 201, 11. 93, 269, 295, 
443; in ’64, m. 61 1 ; (’65), surrenders, iv. 
84-85; Negroes in, 1. 383. See also 
Sumter, Fort. 

Charleston (S. C.) Courier, 1. 353; 11. 150 
Charleston (S. C.) Mercury , 1. 5, 137, 203, 
251; 11. 124-25, 209, 379, 421, 448-49; in. 
573-74, 61 1, 623; iv. 19-23, 50; on J. 
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Davis, n. 529; 111. 346, 391-92; iv. 21-22; 
on A. L., 1. 232, 287, 410, 11. 490-92; iv. 
21-23 

Chase, Katherme Gamiss (Kate) . See 
Sprague, Katherine G. Chase. 

Chase, Salmon P., Sec. of the Treas., later 
Chief Justice, 1. 86, 87, 91-92, 98, 148-54, 
*59* 168, 172, 189, 192, 202, 231-34, 310, 
326, 347 * 372 - 77 * 4 0I > 417 - 52 , 486-88, 507, 
510, 533-62, 589-605, 636-59; 11. 22, 46- 
80, 100-03, 118, 140, 182, 191-94, 213, 
277, 292, 322, 346-57, 406, 426-61, 481, 
5 * 6 , 532 , 534 * 548 , 578, 581-83* 59<5-<5o8, 
623, hi. 11, 22-33, 42, 59, 76, 106, 158, 
182, 216, 246, 254, 278, 282, 335-39, 347- 
49* 395* 439* 456, 565, 582, 647; iv. 12, 
88, 90, 94-95, 97, 109, word por. of, 1. 
145-47, 653-54, apptd Sec., 141, and the 
Presidency, 146-47; 11. 78, 153, 256, 503, 
568-87, 623, 628-55; hi. 24, 30, 34, 69-70, 
77, 87, 109, 1 13, 203, 452, 590-99, (A. L. 
on) 11. 638-41; hi. 115; on the Emanc. 
Prod., 1. 582-84, 11. 14-16; hi. 375; iv. 
221; threatens to resign, 1. 592; 11. 627, 
642; m. 32-36; resigns, 1. 648-49, 11. 63, 
633; hi. 109-14, 254, 598, 657; resignation 
refused, 1. 649; accepted, in. 112; re- 
moval of, urged, 318; considered as Chief 
Justice, 275, 588-96; apptd, 596-600; sworn 
m, 602-03, and A. L.’s death, iv. 291, 
295, 297; wives of, 1. 146; to daughters 
Janet and Nettie, 486, 488; hi. 33; 
brother of, 1. 177, Gen. Blair and, m. 
27-36; and Fessenden, 117-23; and A. L., 
11. 460-61, 590, 624-28, 639-51; m. 1 14, 
237 - 40 * 395 - 97 * 433 ; IV - 231-3 2 ; on A. L., 
1. 147, 487-88, 545-47* 636-37; 11. 601, 
628, 631-33; hi. 109, 1 12, 591; A. L. on, 
1. 424-25, 547-48* n. 635, 644; hi. 109, 
356, 591-603; Mrs. A. L. on, 1. 547-48; 
Nasby on, in. 355; and Whitman, 11. 
630; illus. (signature), 1. 541; cartoon, 
in. 1 14; pors., 1. 145; m. 604 

Chatham, 1st earl of. See Pitt, Willian^. 

Chattahoochee River, Ga., (’64), m. 152 
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Chattanooga, Tenn., (’63), 11. 477-79 
Chatterton, Charles W., office-seeker, 1. 
369 

Cheever, Rev. George B., n. 563-64, 111 71, 
195; on A. L., 195 
Cheraw, S. C., (’65), iv. 83 
Cherbourg Harbor, (’63), in. 191 
Chesnut, Gen. James, Jr., CSA, 1. 49, 107, 
208-09, 292; 11. 27-28; iv. 84 
Chesnut, Mary Boykin Miller (Mrs. 
James, Jr.), CSA , 1. 49, 102, 165-66, 209- 

10, 225, 256, 292-93, 325, 569, 11. 27-28, 
305-06, 329, 531-32, 535, 537, 592, m. 
611-12, 644-45, iv. 83-85, 136-37, 139, 236, 
342; on J. Davis, 1 251-53; in. 611-12; 
Mrs. Davis to, iv. 250; on Grant, 11. 535, 
537, 544-45; on Lee, 535; on A. L., 537 

Chester, Samuel K., actor, iv. 326-30 
Chester ( 111 .) Picket Guard, plant de- 
stroyed, hi. 58 

Chew, Robert S., 1. 205; iv. 46-47 
Chicago, 111 ., 1. 570; 11. 164, committee 
from, hi. 187-88; A. L. on, 188; his 
funeral at, iv. 408-12, (pictures) 404b- 
405b 

Chicago convention, ’64, in. 166; held, 226- 
29, A. L. on, 279 

Chicago Journal, 1. 325-26, 11. 423, 554, 575; 
hi. 387, 393, 425, 441, on Andrew John- 
son, 97; on A. L., 342; on Robert Lin- 
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inaugurated, 7, 53, 250-51, 478-79; threat 
of assassination, m. 439; impeachment 
suggested, 613, 625; iv. 42, 50; leaves 
Richmond, 172-73, 178, 180; a fugitive, 
225-26, 236, 248-49, 301, 344, 366; 1st wife 
of, 1. 242-43; 2nd wife of, see Davis, 
Varina Howell; children of, 1. 249; death 
of son of, hi. 611-12; Northerners on, 
1. 34, 224, 247, 253, 301, 329, 409-10; n. 
35, 130, 136, 364, 403, 510, 560; in. 80, 
194, 201, 216, 257, 267, 271-73, 439, 577, 
626; iv. 63, 235-37, 254, 339-40; South- 
erners on, 1. 245, 247, 251-53, 260, 504; 
n. 27-28, 147, 150, 473, 489, 531; hi. 488, 
609, 611-13; iv. 20-22, 28, 33; and Old Man 
Blair, 28-34; A. L. and, 1. 241-42, 286-87, 
379; 11. 131; m. (story), 319-20; iv. 33, 191, 
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193; on A. L., 1. 144, 240-41; iv. 32, 3445 
A. L. on, 11. 389, 399, 526, in. 158, 162, 
211, 215, 331, 552, 648-49; iv. 158, 160-61, 
195, 237-38, 250, 260; Mrs. A. L. on, 195; 
and Pius IX, 11. 506-07; Quakeresses on, 
hi. 367; and Seward, 1. 102, 142-44, 202, 
249; Spectator on, 11. 174-75; cartoons, 

l. 252, 254, 262, 589, 633; 11. 67; hi. 99, 
181, 236, 575, 654; pors., 1. 224, 328; iv. 
21. See also Lee , Gen. Robert E., and 
Davis. 

Davis, Gen. Jefferson C., in. 620 
Davis, Joseph, CSA , 1. 242-46, 249; 11. 121 
Davis, Lt. Samuel R., CSA spy executed, 
hi. 486-87 

Davis, Thomas T., MC , m. 172 
Davis, Varina Howell (Mrs. Jefferson), 1, 
1 1 3, 142, 202, 244-53, 478-79, 569; 11. 260, 
hi. 612, 644; iv. 28, 136, 147, 172, 178, 250; 
on her husband, 1. 244, 247, 249-50; pors., 
209, 328, iv. 21 

Davis, William M., MC , 1. 423 
Dawes, Anna Laurens, m. 94-95; iv. 76, 79- 
80, 338 

Dawes, Henry L., MC , 1. 423, 428-34, 439- 
40; in. 172, 463-64; iv. 66, 71, 79, 295, 
338; on A. L., 11. 286; m. 382; por., 275 
Dawson, Elodie Todd (Mrs. H. N. R.), 
Mrs. A. L.’s half-sister, 1. 270 
Dawson, John L., MC , 111. 157, 172 
Daylight (steamer), A. L. on the, n. 296 
Dayton, William L., 1. 65, 156-57, 656; 11. 

68; death of, m. 658; por., 179 
Dayton (Ohio) Empire , on Mrs. A. L., n 
256; plant destroyed, m. 58 
Dayton (Ohio) Journal , u . 162 

Dazey, Michael and William T., A. L. on, 

m. 485 

Dean, Rev. Sidney, on Wilkes Booth, iv. 

561 

Death, A. L. and: his presentiment of, H. 
201; m. 223; iv. 134, 242-45, 279, 338-39, 
354* 37% his suicide feared, n. 97; his 



INDEX 


assassination, threats of, i. 66-84, *39» 
503; ix. 206, 209, 212-13, 597; m. 438-41; 
iv. 102, 135, 241; (lllus. of), 322, 324; 
he speaks of possible assassination, 1. 73, 
1 14, 226, 607; n. 78, 94, 205-06, 212-13; 
hi. 559; iv. 240-42, 245, 269, 280; news- 
paper hoax on his assassination, 1. 329, 
assassinated, iv. 280-81 
Deborah, prophetess, 1. 571 
Debray, Gen. Xavier B., captured, CSA, 
iv. 185 

Declaration of Independence, 1. 298; 11. 
138, i43> 3 47^> 59 < 5 ; hl 259, 302; iv. 
250, 252, 320; A. L. on the, 1. 73, 129; 
11. 347 

Declaration of Paris, 1. 285 
Dedlow, George, private, in. 475-76 
Deery, John, billiard-player, and Wilkes 
Booth, iv. 332-33 
Defoe, Daniel, ref. to, 1. 338 
Defrees, John D., 11. 62, 216; in. 426 
Delahay, Judge Mark W., 1. 236; A. L. 

and, 371; in. 450-51 
Delane, William F. A., iv. 112, 159 
Delaware, 1. 227, 261, 586, 610; 11. 156, 452, 
483; hi. 275, 280, 568, slavery in, 1. 382 

Delaware, Fort, Del., 1. 616; in. 430, 508 
Demers, George W., 1. 266 
Deming, Henry C., MC, m. 172, 517 
Democratic National Convention, ’64. See 
Chicago Convention. 

Democrats p war service, 1. 332, 334, 387? 
441-42, 612-13, 641; 11. 52, 71, 109-10, 581; 
in. 1 13; A. L. on, n. 52 
Demorest, Mme. Ellen, dressmaker, n. 
291 

Demosthenes, 1. 113; iv. 50 
Denison, Charles, m. 129, 172, 517 
Denison, George S., n. 70, 71-72, 632 
Denmark, 1. 592; Minister to, n. 68 
Dennis, Gen. Elias S., n. 124 
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Dennison, William, Gov . of Ohio , later 
Postmaster Gen., 1. 48, 326, 612; n. 466, 
610, 634; hi. 80, 88, 97-98, 287, 562, 590. 
598; iv. i2, 47, 55, 61, 90, 99, 263-66; 
apptd Postmaster Gen., m. 242, 254; 
por., 19 

Denton, young man arrested, iv. 348 
Depew, Chauncey M., n. 537; in. 249, 284- 
85, 521; iv. 395; por., n. 597 

Derby, Edward G. S. Stanley, 14th earl 
of, 1. 286 

Derickson, Capt. David V, 11. 21 1; iv. 406 
Deserters, Confederate, n. 92, 149, 447, 492; 
m. 220, 512, 514, 624, 627; iv. 27-28, 100, 
* 33 “ 3 < 5 , 143-44 

Deserters, Union, 1. 554, 631; n. 44, 62, 83, 
84, 156-57, 346, 423; hi. 120, 178, 190, 231, 
410-n, 483, 499, 511-36, 547-48, 550-51; 
iv. 27, 128-29; encouraged, n. 171-72; 
possible, 1. 568; A. L. on, n. 168; m. 519- 
20; iv. 133 

Deshler, William G., banker, 1. 48 
Detector, for bank clerks, n. 19 1 
Detroit Advertiser and Tribune, on the 
Gettysburg Address, n. 474 
Detroit Free Press, n. 128, 502, 564, 573, 
591, 638-39; m. 271, 280; on Bennett, 303; 
on A. L., 11. 449, 487, 492-93, 578; hi. 101, 
196, 398, 408, 441; iv. 340; on Thad 
Stevens, 11. 556; on the Senate, 561 
Devastation. See Pillage. 

Deven, Gen. Charles W., iv. 166 [664 

De Vere, Aubrey T., C. E. Norton to, 111. 
Dey, Peter A., surveyor, n. 461 
Dicey, Edward, on A. L., n. 280-85 
Dick, Franklin A., 11. 407-08 
Dick, Gen. George F., n. 407 
Dickens, Charles, ref. to, 1. 231, 414; n. 
318; hi. 96, 220 

Dickinson, Anna E., 1. 471; n. 184, 573-75; 
iv. 117; on A. L., n. 574-75; iv. 366; por., 
ra. 274 
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Dickinson, Daniel S., 1. 220-21; 111. 84-85, 
92-93, 203 

Dickson (A. L. to, for Tad), m. 417 
Dickson, Judge William M., Chase to, 11. 
631 

Dickson (Dixon) & Zane, contractors, 
Browning on, 111. 277 
Dictatorship suggested, 1. 119, 230-31, 300, 
388; 11. 14, 26, 75-76, 78, 195, 537* 6 37; 
hi. 169; iv. 159 

Dinwiddle Court House, Va. (’65), iv. 
165 

Diogenes, 11. 177, 589 
Diplomacy. See Foreign Affairs. 

Disguise, false story of A. L.’s, 1. 81, 115; n. 
127; hi. 53, 55-56; cartoons of, 1. 78, 80, 

83 

Dispatch , London, n. 68 
Disraeli, Benjamin, earl of Beaconsfield, 
on A. L., iv. 372 

District of Columbia, 1. 261; abolishment 
of slavery in, 13, 27-28, 95, 577-78; 11. 
64, 143, (act for) 1. 579, hi. 263, 302; iv. 
5; (A. L. on) 1. 564; 11. 143 
Dix, Dorothea, 1. 456 
Dix, Gen. John A., 1. 45, 232, 289, 329-30, 
442, 452, 501, 593, 644; 11. 154, 178, 259; 
in. 54-57, 65, 280, 291, 519; iv. 132, 135, 
347* 399; por-> n. 372 
Dixie (privateer), 1. 285 
“Dixie” (song), A. L. on, 1. 76-77; iv. 194, 
208 

Dixon, James, Sen., 1. 638-39; n. 20, 62-63, 
625-26; hi. 174 

Dixon, Nathan F., MC, m. 172 
Dixon (Dickson) & Zane, contractors. 
Browning on, m. 277 
Doane, Normain, private, in. 99 
Documents of A. L.: his signing, 11. 221; 
m. 414; on the draft, m. 169, 414; on the 
war, 1. 450. See also Lincoln, Abraham, 
illus. of his handwriting. 


Dodge, Rev. G. W., chaplain, 1 264 
Dodge, Gen. Grenville M, 1. 93; 11. 390; 
and A. L, 1. 122-23, *59-6o; n. 461, iv. 
99-101 

Dodge, Mary Abigail (Gail Hamilton), 
on A. L., 1. 161 

Dodge, William E., merchant, 1. 87, 89-90 
Dole, George W., in. 187, 454 
Donelson, Fort, Tenn., taken (’62), 1. 460- 
62 

Doniphan, Col. Alexander W., 1. 88, 94-96 
Donnelly, Ignatius, MC , 11. 556; m. 128-29, 
172; on A. L., 129 

Donohue, Edward J., ballot inspector, in. 
288-89 

Doolittle, James R., Sen., 1. 291, 639; 11. 98, 
556; hi. 134-35, 174; iv. 77; on A. L., 
56-57; por., m. 147 

Dorman, Orloff M., and wife, 11. 271 
Doster, Gen. William E., in. 404-05, 463 
Doubleday, Gen. Abner, 1. 189; 11. 466, 
528-29, por., 1. 296, wife of, 189; 11. 293 
Double-image, A. L., in. 434, iv. 243 
Dougherty, Betsy Ann, A. L. on, in. 324- 
2 5 

Douglas, Adele Coutts (Mrs. Stephen A.), 
1. 213, 268-69; iv. 1 17; por., 1. 209 
Douglas, Stephen A., 1. 15, 28, 34, 37, 64, 
90, 97, 103-04, 122, 139, 144, 161, 188, 
213-14, 217, 245-48, 291, 317, 351, 371,373, 
389, 399, 4°4> 4 I 5; n. 169, 285, 464; hi. 
53, 276, 345, 486, 563; iv. 191; ref. to de- 
bates with A. L., 1. 247-48, 297, 317, 464, 
568; 11. 454, 498; m. 335, 399; iv. 410; and 
the Presidency, 1. 271, 404, 11. 15, 580, 637; 
iv. 259; death of, 1. 268-69; on the Blairs, 
92-93; on A. L., 49, 137; por., 32 
Douglas, Camp, 111., 1. 477; ra. 184-86, 277, 
290, 485, 641; revolt at, 61 1 
Douglass, Frederick (Bailey), 11. 164, 414- 
15; hi. 246, 255, 262-63; iv. 97, 253; word 
por. of, n. 181-86; wife of, 183; on A. L^ 
185, 416-17; ra. 395; A. L. on, 121 
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Dowling, Judge Joseph, iv. 347 
Downing, Maj. Jack (pseud, of Seba 
Smith), hi. 364-65 

Doxology, 1. 5 8 7 ; IV * 20 7 > 2I <>» 4 ° 7-°8 
Doyle, Pete, streetcar driver, iv. 384 
Doyle, Thomas A., Sprague on, 1. 374 
Doylestown (Pa.) De?nocrat, 1. 148 
Draft, CSA, 1. 474 " 75 > 598; 11. 106 
Draft, USA , 1. 504 - 07 ; IL I 55 - 59 ; constitu- 
tionality of, questioned, 369-77, Grant 
on, hi, 220; illus. (A. L.’s order), 1. 505; 
(drawing names), 506; (R. R. tickets 
for), 11. 369; cartoon, 378. See also Con- 
scription Act; Troops, calls for. 

Draft riots: in N. Y. City, 11. 360-69, 379- 
80, 418, 515; m. 57, 253, 263, 284, 672; 
(A. L. on) 11. 368, 370-77, 654, (car- 
toons) 367, 371, (blame for) 515; in. 
172; elsewhere, 11. 368, 379-80 
Drake, Col. Alexander E., A. L. on, n. 49 
Drake, Charles D., and A. L., 11. 403-06, 

485 

Draper, Simeon, merchant, 11. 643; ill. 217 
Drayton, Capt. Percival, USN, 111. 192 
Dreams, A. L.’s, iv. 182, 242-43, 338, 378, 
that of April ’65, 243-45, 265-66 
Dred Scott decision, 1. 115, 153; in. 587, 
604; iv. 65 

Drew, Daniel, banker, 11. 190; m. 124 
Driggs, John F., MC , in. 172 
Dry Tortugas Islands, Fla., 1. 332; in. 473, 
522; iv. 66 

Dubois, Jesse K., and A. L., 1. 35, 41, 166; 

11. 431; hi. 349; iv. 394 
Dubuque (Iowa) Herald, 1. 506 
Du Chaillu, Paul B., 1. 442 
Dudley, Rev. Thomas P., to A. L., n. 13 
Dufiie, Gen. Alfred N., n. 346 
DufEeld, Rev. George, on A. L., iv. 359 
Dumollard, J. V., guillotined, n. 209 
Dumont, Ebenezer, MC, in. 172 


Dun, R. G., & Co., 1. 262 
Dunn, Alfonso, guard, m. 437; iv. 273 
Dunning, Col. James, and A. L., 1. 139 
Du Pont, Adm. Samuel F., 1. 452; 11. 93, 
437* 443; A.. L. on, 93 
Durant, T. C., A. L. to, m. 386 
Durell, Judge Edward H., in. 17 
Dutch Gap, Va., (’64), iv. 150-51 
Duty, R. E. Lee on, 1. 518 

Eads, James B., and A. L., 1. 459 
Eames, Mrs. Charles, n. 247 
Early, Gen. Jubal A., CSA, 111. 138-52, 222, 
233-35, 296-98, 391, 466, 639, 672; iv. 29, 
136; on Thad Stevens, m. 150 
East, the, Phillips on, 11. 126 
Eaton, Rev. John, Jr., chaplain, 11. 297-98, 
534~35* 613; hi. 217-19, 347, 519; iv. 134, 
on A. L., hi. 395-96 
Eber’s book on children, 1. 146 
Eckert, Gen. Thomas T., 11. 242-43, 245, 
427; ni. 97, 275, 312, 333, 515, 563-64; 
iv. 35-38, 46-47, 62, 80-81, 262, 278, 292, 
328; por., 11. 53 

Eckley, Ephraim R., MC, 111. 172 
Economist, London, on A. L., n. 138; in. 

583 

Eden, John R., MC, m. 172 
Edgerton, Joseph K., MC, ni. 172; iv. 66-67 
Edison, Thomas A., n. 530 
Edisto River, S. C., (’65), iv. 81 
Edmonds, Judge John W., 11. 368 
Edmunds, Judge George F., 11. 654 
Edvall, Capt. Olof S., killed, m. 5x7 
Edward I (“Longshanks”), King of Eng- 
land, iv. 192 

Edward VII, King of England (Prince of 
Wales), 1. 56, 57, 58, 64; 11. 250; m. 302, 
35 1 * 42 i 

Edwards, Arthur, private, m. 38 
Edwards, Elizabeth Todd (Mrs. N. W.), 
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Mrs. L.’s sister, 11. 240; in. 379; daughters 
of, n. 240 

Edwards, Capt. Ninian W., 1. 371; iv. 394 
Edwards case, E. Bates on, 11. 463 
Eggleston, Lt. John R., CSN, 1. 482 
Eisenmeyer, G. C., on A. L., n. 588 
Eldridge, Charles A., MC, in. 172 
Elections* Nov., ’60, 1. 213; Nov., ’62, 610- 
14, 641; 11. 73, 412; Oct., ’63, 450-52, 482; 
Oct., ’64, hi. 273-75 

Elections, Nov., ’64: anticipation of the, 
hi. 8, 153, 162, 193, 562-73; A. L.’s memo 
on possible defeat, 213-14, 573; prepara- 
tion for the campaign, 193-223; cam- 
paign, 226-73, 408, hlus., (circulars) 264, 
286, (card) 273, (soldier’s ballots) 285, 
295, (handbill) 281; cartoon, 245; A. 
L.’s estimate of his vote, 275; effect of 
the, 604, 609, 616, 624, 659-61, 672; iv. 
5-6, 59, 71, (A. L. on the) in. 650 
Electoral College, A. L. on the, hi. 63 
Elephants, the King of Siam offers the 
USA , 11. 302-03 

Eliot, Thomas D., MC, in. 172 
Elkhom Tavern, Ark., (’62) , 1. 475 
Elliot, William, Phila., illus. (circular) , in. 
286 

Ellsworth, candidate for collector, n. 53 
Ellsworth, Col. Elmer E., 1. 35-39, 46, 50, 
168-71, 262-63; death of, 264-68, (ref. to), 
272, 324, 373, 11. 241; iv. 354, A. L.’s letter 
to father and mother, 1. 266-68, (illus.), 
267; illus. (letter), 38, pors., 33, 264 
Ely, Alfred, MC , captured, 1. 303; n. 43 
Ely, Alfred B., to Sumner, 1. 435 
Ely, Smith, Jr., 11. 158 
Emancipation, passim throughout; in. 
Grant on, 219; A. L. on, 1. 312-13, 562, 
567-70, 581-82, 619, 622; n. 398-400, 412, 
482; in. 405; iv. 39, 45, 239; Schurz on, 
m. 359; cartoon, n. 367 
Emancipation, compensated; A. L. and, 1. 


382, 562-63, 571, 578, 582, 619-22; 11. 20- 
21, 234-35, 380-81, 484; in. 26, 165, iv. 
(proposed proclamation on), 48-49, 239 
Emancipation Proclamation, the prelimi- 
nary (Sept. 24, ’62), 1. 585-89, n. 66 
Emancipation Proclamation, the final (Jan. 

I, ’63), 11. 1-28; text of, 17-18, illus. of 
text, 19; iv. 4, 20 (engrossed); A. L. 
signs, 11. 16-17, (pen used, 10, 16-17; illus. 
17); picture of the signing. See Carpen- 
ter, Francis B.; proposal to revoke, 11. 
141; Andrew on, 567; Beecher on, 516-17, 

J. Davis on, 20; A. L. on the, 1. 582-83; 11. 
16, 21, 24, 82-84, 177, 185-86, 200-01, 223- 
24, 380-81, 405, 484, 503, 596, 598; hi. 403, 
443i 599> 603, (illus.) 651; iv. 11, 14- 
16, 61; Nasby on, in. 355; Seward on, 
1. 582-85; 11. 14-18, 21-22, 598; the South 
on, 148, 419-20; Sumner on, m. 132; gen- 
eral comment on, 11. 20-28; ref. to, 
passim; cartoons, 24, 27 

Embalmers, urged for the army, 11. 187-88 
Emerson, Rev. Ralph, and A. L., in. 383 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, 1. 105, 201; 11. 25, 
309, 628; hi. 68, 300, 448, 576, iv. 251; 
and Whitman, n. 630; on A. L., 1. 381-82; 
n. 32, 325; hi. 533; iv. 212, 378-81; por., 
in. 274 

Emmet, Robert, in. 486 
Emmett, Daniel D., 1. 112; iv. 194 

England, 1. 114, 180, 344, 482, 525, 592; 11. 3, 
69, 106, 128-29, 154, 174, 203-04, 489; hi. 
607-08; navy of, 1. 287, 358, 362; 11. 5, 66, 
173; names of ships, 1. no; and slavery, 
344; in. 399-400, divided opinion on the 
war in, 1. 358, 588; 11. 22-23, 283-84, 51a; ni. 
191-92, 259, 605-07; iv. 372; and the CSA, 
1. 473, 580; 11. 66, 68, 508, 524; hi. 91-92, 
607; iv. 19-20, (cartoon) 19; and Mexico, 
1. 655; USA relations with, 1. 281-86, 298, 
654-60; 11. 190, 480, 519-25; iv. 112, 175, 
214, 386, (cartoon) n. 525 (see also 
Trent Affair); antagonism to England 
or hope of war with, 1. 283, 353, 363, 
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657-59; 11. 4 > I 4 I » 34 1 * 5 2 3 > nL 4 ^ 7 , w. 
138; treaties with, 1. 579, 654-55; 11. 480; 
Ministers to, 1. 92, 282, 11. 453 (see also 
Adams, Charles Francis, Sr.), on A. L., 
cartoons, 513, hi. 245; A. L. on, 332; iv. 
i45 

English, James E., MC, in. 4, 172; iv. 12 
Englishmen: in the USA , 1. 51 1; 11. 608; hi. 

614, m the war, 1. 216, 11. 89 
Era, London, 11. 515 

Ericsson, John, 1. 483-84; iv. 375; wife of, 

I. 483; pors., 488-89 

Essex Statesman, N. J., on A. L., in. 197-98 
Etheridge, Emerson, MC, 11. 501-02; iv. 123 
Etowah River, Ga., (’64), in. 153 
Euclid, A. L. on, in. 408 
Eugenie, empress of France, iv. 374 
Europe: and the CSA, 1 580, 588; and 
emigration, 43; and cotton, 12; and the 
war, 47, 581 

Evans, William, Forbes to, 11. 459 
Evarts, William M., Sen., 1. 218, 232, 452; 
hi. 588, 590 

Everett, Edward, 1. 28, 117, 362, 431; n. 
453-55, 465-75; m. 28 °; IV. wo, 212, 369, 
wife of, 11. 453; death of, iv. 115; on 
A. L., 1. 48; 11. 453-54; m - 664-65; A. L. 
on, 11. 454; iv. 1 15; por., n. 468 
Everett, Maj. Nicholls, 1. 521 
Ewell, Gen. Richard S., CSA, 1. 530, 555; 

II. 342, 439; captured, iv. 185 

Ewing, Thomas, Sr., 1. 644, 649, n. 115, 598; 
in. 156, 602 

Ewing, Gen. Thomas, Jr., n. 401 

Fahnestock, Harris C. (“Fahny”)» m. 122 
Fair Oaks, Va. See Seven Pines. 

Fairfax, Adm. Donald MacNeill, 1. 359-60 
Fairfax Court-House, Va., (’61), 1. 301 
Fairfield (la.) Constitution and Union, 
plant destroyed, in. 57 
Fairs. See Sanitary Commission. 
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Family of men, A. L. speaks of the, 1. 43 
Fanning, William, curses A. L., iv. 347-48 
Farlin, J W., contractor, in. 276 
Famam, Henry, 1. 159-60; wife of, 159 
Farnsworth, Gen. Addison, 11. 40-41 
Farnsworth, Gen. John F., 1. 32, 11. 41; 111. 
172, 305, 660 

Farquhar, John H., MC, iv. 408 
Farragut, Adm. David G., 1. 511; n. 71, 
108, 436, 437, 526; hi. 12, 65-66, 203, 237, 
iv. 29, 87, 96, 389; takes New Orleans, 
1. 475, 655, takes Mobile, hi. 192 (with 
illus.), 229, por, 1. 361 
Farwell, Leonard J., iv. 293 
Father Abraham, Reading, Pa., 111. 393 
Fayetteville, N. C., (’65), iv. 138 
Federalist, The, m 13 1 
Feeks, J. F., publisher, in. 267-68 
Fellows, J. Q. A., in. 11 
Felton, Samuel M., 1. 66, 67 
Fenton, Reuben E., MC, later Governor 
of New York, 1. 413-14, hi. 17 2 , 217, 249, 
569, 629; iv. 133-34, 395 i P or -» I!I * l 9 
Ferguson, William J., actor, iv. 281-82; on 
Wilkes Booth, 313-14 

Ferrandim (Fernandma), C., conspirator, 
1. 66-67, 7 1 

Ferrer de Couto, Jose, n. 511-12 
Ferry, Jedediah B (>), ballot inspector, 
hi. 288 

Fessenden, Gen. Francis, in. 116, 12 1 
Fessenden, Gen. James D, hi. 116, 121 
Fessenden, Lt. Samuel, killed, in. 116, 121 
Fessenden, William Pitt, Sen., later Sec. 
of the Treas., 1. 173, 3 * 3 - I 4 > 3 & 7 > 434 > 44 °» 
637-51; 11. 41, 3489 54°> 556 ; hi. 92-94, 11 5 * 
132-33, 174, 214-16, 275-76, 369-70, 562, 
567, 573? 5 82 > 5 88 > 646-47, 656-57; iv. 12, 
47, 61; apptd Sec. of the Treas., in. 115- 
23, 254; resigns, iv. 107; and Chase, in 
595-96; and A. L., 1. 387; on A. L., x» 
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164, 434, 650; n. 8, 246; m. 120; iv. 339; 
A. L. on, in. 118, Seward on, 567 
Fiala, Lt. Col. John T., 1. 340 
Field, Judge A. P., attacks W. D. Kelley, 
iv. 79 

Field, David Dudley, 1. 179-80, 218, 651; 
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365-67 

Foster, Stephen Symonds, on A. L., 11. 142, 
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Franzelin, Johann Baptist, cardinal, 11. 569 
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241; A. L. on, 1. 309, 421; in. 35; pors., 1. 
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Garfield, Gen. James A., MC, later 20th 
Pres . USA., 11. 22, 426, 501, 540, 548, 558, 
hi. 163-64, 172; iv. 66 

Garibaldi, Giuseppe, 11. 384; hi. 71, 579; to 
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16; on Seward, 1. 143; por., n. 117 
Garrison’s Landing, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral 
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3 

Gorchakov, Alexander Mikhailovich, 
prince, 11. 68, 521; in. 449 
Gordon, Gen. John B., CSA, 1. 551; n. 
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635-38, A. L. and, 1. 598, 610, 11. 120-21, 
394, 406, 417, 455, 537-44, 54 <>~ 54 > 576, 
in. 60-66, 144-52, 209, 275, 504-05, 610, 
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Greece, ref. to ancient, 1. 6, 257; n. 127, 
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1 13, 146-47, 205, 212, 215, 245, 259, 425, 
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Hungary, n. 204 

Hunt, Daniel, and wife, CSA, ni. 497 
Hunter, Gen. David, 1. 35-36, 52, 169, 226, 
289, 303, 345 - 47 ? 35 °i 424? 492 , 642; 11 
121, 179, 346, 354, 400, 432, ni. 14, 84, 
143-52; iv. 216, 394; emancipation by, 1 
561; 11. 20, 335, 526, 601, 639, in. 385; 
iv. 59, wife of, in. 441; por., 11. 404 

Hunter, Robert M. T., CSA Sen. and 
Sec. of State , 1. 16; iv. 30, 49, 132, 184 
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230, 232; at the Hampton Roads con- 
ference, 33-44; por., 1. 1 13 
Huntington, William S., bank cashier, m. 
121-22 

Hunton, Gen. Eppa, CSA, iv. 168 
Hurlbut, Gen. Stephen A., 1. 192; n. 49, 
129-30; hi. 489-90, iv. 69-70 
Husband, J. J., architect, punished, iv. 349 
Huselton, Dr., m. 478 
Hutchins, Wells A, MC , in. 172, iv. 13 
Hutchinson family, singers, 1 56 1 
Hyer, Tom, prize fighter, 1. 58 

“I have very little influence with this 
administration,” n. 59; iv. 354 
Ibsen, Henrik, on A. L., iv. 375 
Idaho Territory, 1. 32; in. 648 
lie La Vache, W. I., 1. 564; 11. 298 
Illinois, 1. 14, 328, 335, 568, 610, 611-12, 
615-16; n. 157, 590; hi. 22, 85, 93, 212, 
275, 290-91, 569; committee from, 11 158; 
Legislature, 11. 157; ratifies 13th Amend- 
ment, iv. 13-14; J. Q. Adams on, 45 
Illinois State Journal , 1. 61 1; 111. 272-73, iv. 

409, on A. L., 11. 329-30, 384, 441 
Imboden, Gen. John D., CSA, 1. 223 
Immigration, 11. 190, (’63) 608, in. 82, 265, 
(’64) 614; A. L. on, 1. 43; 11. 482 
Impeachment of A. L. suggested, 1. 347, 
387; 11. 128, 152, 198-99, 566; iv. 58 
“In God We Trust,” 11. 194 
Inaugural, A. L.’s first, 1. 122; text, 124-35, 
(illus. 126-27, 130); comments on, 136- 
37; quoted later, 11. 580; in. 157, 643 
Inaugural, A. L.’s second, iv. 85-86; text, 
92-94, (illus.) 93, (ref. to) 1 1 3, 159, 355, 
382, 386-87, 399; A. L. on, 86 
Inaugural ball, ’65, iv. 118-20, 134; menu 
for, 120; illus. (A. L. to Sumner), 119 
Independence, Mo., (’61), 11. 396 
Independence Hall, A. L. speaks at (’61), 
1. 71-73; iv. 280; A. L.’s body lies in, 


iv. 394“95; illus. (flag raising), 1. 72, 
(illus.) 1 12 

Indepe?ident, N. Y. City, 1. 421, 555-56; 11. 
4 < 5 , 273i 5*5, 577? 641, m. 101, 210, 425, 
673, on A. L., 1. 580, n. 440-41, 578, hi. 
105, 673 

Independent Telegraph Company, seized, 
m. 54 

Indiana, 1. 28, 328, 506, 610; 11. 31, 141, 156, 
159, 420, 590, 645; hi. 22, 168, 212-13, 
275, 280, 290-91; delegation from, 11. 31, 
54, 422, elections m (’64), in. 282-83, 286, 
293; Legislature, n. 422 
Indianapolis, Ind., A. L. speaks at (’61), 1. 

39-40; his funeral at, iv. 408 
Indianapolis Daily Journal, 1. 108 
Indianapolis Independent, on Chase, hi. 
ri 3 

Indianapolis Sentinel, 1. 34 

Indians, American, 1. 4, 10, 20, 224, 226, 
297; iv. 27, m the war, 1. 475; delegation 
of, 11. 227-28; secede, 1. 335-36, revolt 
by, 614-15; hi. 452; plan to use CSA 
prisoners to fight, 501-05; A. L. on, n. 
481-82; Ward on, hi. 425 

Inflation, currency, n. 189-90 
Ingalls, Gen. Rufus, 1. 600 

Ingersoll, Ebon C., MC, 11. 556; m. 172; 
iv. 13 

Ingersoll, Col. Robert G., 1. 622; 11. 556; 
in. 271-72, iv. 13 

International law, A. L. on, 1. 398-99 
International Working Men’s Association, 

l. 380, 588; 11. 4, to A. L., in. 579-80 
Invasion, A. L. on, 1. 40 

Inventions, 1. n, 257, 407, 618; 11. 5, 7, 
*34* *94> 320; in. 347; A. L. on, n. 319; 

m. 434 

Investments, A. L. and, 1. 512-13; 11. 296- 
97; in. 290; iv. 122 

Iowa, 1. 10, 159, 506, 610, 618-19; n. 141, 
645; hi. 275, 280 
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Irish* in the U. S., i. u, 42, 55, 5115 11. 
156, 196, 362, 366-67, 506, 515, 608; hi. 
180, 614, (A. L. on), 405; in the war, 1. 
216, 220, 506, 629; 11. 89, 130; m. 405, 
and Negroes, 263. See also Draft riots. 
Irving, Henrietta, actress, iv. 314 
Irving, Washington, 1. 26, iv. 369, ref. 
to, 56 

Irvington, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train at, 
iv. 401 

Irwin, Lt. Col. Richard B., 1. 533 
Isaac, in. 379; rv. 162 
Isaacs, Rev. Samuel M., iv. 399 
Isaiah, 1. 560; iv. 95, 144 
Ishmael, 1. 399; iv. 162 
Israel, 1. 115 
Israelite , on A. L., 1. 39 
Island No. 10, Mississippi River (’62), 1. 
475 

Italians: in the USA, 1, 55; in the war, 216 
Ives, Dr. Malcolm, arrested as CSA spy, 
1. 471; on McClellan, 414-15 

Jackson, Miss., (’63), 11. in 
Jackson, Andrew, 7 tb Pres . USA, 1. 20, 
23, 30, 34, 57, 90, 91, 1 15, 148, 150-54, 
189, 234, 299, 392, 399, 516, 561; 11. 72-73, 
109, 138, 168-69, 193, 198, 216, 225, 240, 
327, 332, 394, 570, 590, 633; hi. 10, 23, 
264, 306, 481, 512, 567, 600; iv. 28, 31, 
189, 386, 397; wife of, 1. 139; A. L. refers 
to, 234; m. 667; ref. to por. of, 1. 139; 
statue of, 11. 208, 597; in. 12, 167, (photo- 
graph of) 11. 212 

Jackson, Claiborne F., Governor of Mis- 
souri, 1. 32-33, 227; 11. 397; m. 22; and 
A. L., 1. 336-37; on A. L., 32 
Jackson, J. C., 1. 334 
Jackson, James W., CSA, killed Ellsworth, 
1. 264-65, 272; mother of, 326 
Jackson, Thomas J., arrested, iv. 347 
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Jackson, Gen. Thomas Jonathan (“Stone- 
wall”), CSA, 1. 223, 261, 490-91, 504, 
516, 525-28, 533, 549-52, 624, 630; 11. 107, 
340, 508; in. 36, iv. 21; word por. of, 1. 
528-31; nickname of, 528, 1st wife of, 
529; 2d wife of, 529-30; killed, 11. 95, 
(ref. to) 104, 464, 529; hi. 44, 473; iv. 
168; Ewell on, r. 530; D. H. Hill on, 
528-29; por., 521 
Jackson, Miss., (’62), in. 24 
Jackson’s River, Va., (’63), n. 479 
Jacob, patriarch, 111. 379 
James I, king of England, n. 317 
James, Gen. Charles T., 1. 310 
James, Frank and Jesse, 1. 340; 11. 400; 
iv. 100 

James, Col. George S., CSA, 1. 209 
James, Thomas L., A. L. to, h. 304 
James River, Va., pictures of, iv. 180-81 
Janesville (Wis.) Gazette, on the US 
Congress, 11. 555 

Janvier, Francis de Haes, hi. 528, 532 
Japan, in. 646; iv. 375; minister to, 1. 376 
Jaquess, Rev. James F., peace mission of, 
m. 163-67, 222, iv. 29; A. L. on, hi, 164 
Jay, Allen (Quaker), in. 483 
Jay, John, on A. L., 11. 10, 399; ill. 204 
Jayne, Julia M. See Trumbull, Julia Jayne. 
Jayne, William, 1. 174 
“Jeff Davis neckties,” in. 622 and ilius. 
Jefferson Davis (privateer), 1. 285-87 
Jefferson, Joseph, iv. 300, 310 
Jefferson, Thomas, $d Pres . USA, 1. 12, 20, 
34, 260, 298, 571; 11. 126, 138, 216, 309, 
476, 590; hi. 264, 567, 600; iv. 31, 386; 
A. L. ref. to, 1. 41-42; statue of, 11. 209; 
hi. 41 1, 572; in photograph, 11. frontis- 
piece 

Jefferson Territory (Colorado), 1. 32 
Jeffersonian, Albany, N. Y., 1. 403 
Jenckes, Thomas A., MC, m. 172 
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“Jenkins,” the peeper, 1. 354; 11. 254 
Jersey City, N. J.: A. L. speaks at, (’61), 

1. 65, (’62), 501-02; his funeral train at, 
iv. 395 

Jerusalem, in. 282 

Jesus Christ, 1. 165, 247, 529, 561; 11. 135, 
392; in. 379, 391, 551; iv. 340, 361, 377 
Jewett, William Cornell (“Colorado”), n. 
230; hi. 157-61, 163 

Jews, 1. 39; in the USA , 257, in the war, 
n. 89; Grant’s order about, 37, 176 
Joan of Arc, 11 573 
Job, 1. 322 

Joel, prophet, quoted, n. 201 
John, St., 11. 199 

Johnson, assassination story, iv. 135 
Johnson, Maj. Albert E. H., 1. 493; ra. 

375; iv. 230; A. L. mimics, in. 333-34 
Johnson, Andrew, Gov. of T ennessee, later 
Vice-Pres . and 17th Pres. USA, 1. 8, 
227, 245, 248-49, 328, 61 1 ; 11. 72-73, 429, 
540, 552; hi. 195, 261-62, 398; iv. 189, 
234; word por. of, 1. 391-92; in 96-97; 
wife and daughter of, 1. 391; nominated 
for Vice-Pres., 111. 80, 84-97, 5^ 2 > elected, 
565; inaugurated, iv. 88-91; threatened 
with assassination, 102; plot, 334-35; 
becomes Pres., 295; congratulations to 
and comments on, 338-40, 362-64; pro- 
claims emancipation, in. 262; F. Blair, 
Sr., on, iv. 91; Colfax on, 409; J. Davis 
on, 344; and A. L., 267; A. L. on, m. 
86, 97, 261; iv. 91, 169, 267; on A. L., 1. 
391; m. 96, Wigfall on, rv. 345; Gen. 
Wise on, hi. 262; illus. (writing), 1. 391; 
por., hi. 242 

Johnson, Caroline, ex-slave, ra. 402 
Johnson, Charles, suicide, iv. 336-37 
Johnson, Ellen, actress, iv. 306 
Johnson, Herschel V., CSA Sen., n. 447-48 
Johnson, Philip, MC, ra. 172; iv. 10 
Johnson, Reverdy, Sen., 1. 88, 276, 644; 
11. 616; 111. 174, 602-04; iv. 6, 67, 76-78, 


3 11 ; on A. L., 11. 29; to R. E. Lee, 1, 223* 
24 

Johnson, Richard M., in. 264 
Johnson, Dr. Samuel, 1. 105 
Johnson, Capt. W. W., CSA, 1. 270 
Johnson, Waldo P., expelled from U. S, 
Sen., 1. 386 

Johnson, William, MC, ra. 172 
Johnson, William, White House servant, 
11. 445-46; illus. (A. L. letter), ra. 404 
Johnson’s Island, Ohio, ra. 278, 292, 494; 
iv. 46, 51, 132 

Johnston, Gen. Albert Sidney, CSA, 1. 
476-78; n. 435 

Johnston, Gen. Joseph E., CSA, 1. 289-90, 
303-04, 308-09, 388, 415, 468-69, 474-77, 
490, 524, 569, 11. 121, 386, 408, 421, 547, 
551; ra. 43, 45, 153, 618; iv. 20-21, 61, 
81, 137-38, 141-44, 157-61, 169, 196, 216, 
249, 343; por., 21 

Johnston, Joseph H., private, hi. 477-78 
Johnston, William, n. 54-55 

JoinviUe, Francois F. P. L. M., prince de, 
1. 323, 363; 11. 304; sons of the, 1. 323 
Joliet, 111 ., A. L.’s funeral train at, iv. 
412 

Joliffe, John, on A. L., n. 414-15 
Jonas, Abraham (Abram), in. 485 
Jonas, Charles H., CSA, and wife, hi. 278 
Jones, J. Russell, n. 537-38, 587 
Jones, Rev. Jenkin L., private, iv. 342 
Jones, John, app’t’d by A. L., 1. 1 66 
Jones, John B., CSA , 1. 237-38, 260; n. 363, 
489, 530; hi. 613, 651; iv. 20, 28, 50, 95, 
136, * 7 2 ~ 73 > 347 

Jones, Dr. Joseph, CSA, ra. 641 
Jones, Laura, Browning on, ra. 670-71 
Jones, Gen. Patrick Henry, n. 89 
Jones, Thomas D., sculptor, n. 596; on 
A. L*, 278 
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Jonesboro, Tenn., (’63), n. 425 
Joseph, son of Jacob, m 379 
Joshua, 1. 462; hi. 254 
Jouett, Adm. James E., in. 192 
Journal des debats , Pans, m 578-79 
Juarez, Benito, Pres . of Mexico , 11. 51 1; 
iv. 31 

Judas Iscariot, 1. 149, 396, 440, 583; n. 4, 
136, 530, m. 195, 391, 619, iv. 107, 361, 
409 

Judd, Norman B., 1. 35-36, 66, 67-68, 73- 
76, 81, 158, 159; n. 253 
Juggernaut of war, the, cartoon, hi. 655 
Julian, George W., MC, 1. 174, 401, 451, 
11. 54, 147, 177, 195, 450, 540, 564; hi. 
102, 172, 207-08, 659; iv. 9, 68, 215, 253- 
54, 394; on Johnson, 338; on A. L., 111. 
304; iv. 57-61; por., m. 82 
Juvenal. 1. 112; 11. 589 

Kalbfleisch, Martin, MC, m. 172; rv. 11-12; 
por., 11. 1 16 

Kane, George P., chief of police, 1. 67, 
71, 280 

Kansas: Territory, 1. 32; State, 14, 371, 
610, 619; 11. 179, 400-01, 487; m. 85, 273; 
iv. 72; delegates from, 11. 402-06; iv. 217; 
Legislature, 11. 645 
Kant, Immanuel, iv. 377 
Kasson, John A., 1. 159, 371; 11. 556, 588; 
m. 172; por., 275 

Keady, M. P., labor delegate, 11. 189-90 
Kearny, Gen. Philip, 1. 334, 494, 495, 526, 
561; 11, 90; death of, 1. 534, 613; iv. 354; 
por., 1. 608 

Kearsarge (warship), and the Alabama, 
hi. 191, 664 

Keckley, Mrs. Elizabeth, 1. 457-58, 547- 
48; n. 212, 259-60; m. 345-46; iv. 120-21 
Keene, Laura, 1. 262, iv. 261, 275-76, 279, 
282, 285, 344; por., 285 
Keifer, Gen* J. Warren, iv. 270 
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Keitt, Col. Lawrence M., CSA, 1. 191-92, 
255; Med, m. 611; por., 1. 113 
Kelley, William D., MC, 1. 387, 552, 605-06, 
625; 11. 265-66, 326, 411, 540, 556; hi. 76, 
* 7 2 > 445-4 6 » IV - 79; A. L. on, hi. 207; 
por., 403 

Kellogg, (Charles*), consul, 11. 253 
Kellogg, Francis W., MC, in. 172 
Kellogg, Margaret Todd (Mrs. Charles 
B.), Mrs. L.’s sister, 1. 270 
Kellogg, Orlando, MC, 1. 636; m. 172, 51 1- 
12 

Kellogg, William, MC, 1. 60, 175; 11. 48, 
605; m. 15, 477; A. L. and, 1. 387; on 
A. L., hi. 125; illus. (note), 1. 175; por., 
hi. 1 15 

Kellogg, William, Jr., n. 48 
Kelly, Moses, 1. 374 
Kelso, Jack, in. 447 

Kemble, Frances Anne (Mrs. Pierce But- 
ler), hi. 67 

Kenesaw Mountain, Ga., C64), m. 153 
Kennedy, John A., 1. 71, 76, n. 361; iv. 294 
Kenner, Duncan F., CSA, in. 613 
Kenney, H. E., R.R. sup’t, 1. 76 
Kentucky, 1. 10, 60, 188, 227, 261, 271-73, 
296, 328, 347-48, 378, 424, 428, 462, 557, 

563* 573-74. 57 8 * 5 8 <>, 59 8 ; n. 63, H 1 * 
154, 436, 452, 483, 486; hi. 138, 220, 229, 
275-76, 326-27, 421, 568, 647; iv. 9, dele- 
gation from, 11. 264; reconstruction in, 
hi. 648; Legislature, 1. 272-73, 347-48, 
549. 574 

Kentucky Daily Democrat, Louisville, 11. 
74 

Kentucky Observer, A. L. on, 1. 598 
Kentucky Statesman, 1. 272; on A. L., 270, 
563-64 

Kepler, James J., Pharis D., and Solomon 
D., privates, n. 211 
Keman, Francis, MC, m. 172 
Kerr, Orpheus C. (“Office Seeker”; Robert 
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H. Newell), 1. 165, 514-15; 11. 241, 549; 
hi. 323, 350, 356-64; on A. L., 1 515; 11. 
49-50, 139; m. 359-63; iv. 383; A. L. on, 
11. 50; hi. 356; on McClellan, 1. 607; on 
Welles, hi. 338; por., 370 
Kershaw, Gen. Joseph B., CSA , captured, 
iv. 185 

Ketchum, Morris, m. 123-24, 241 
Key, Maj. John J., dismissed, 1. 593-94; 
11. 202; hi. 244 

Key, Judge Thomas F., Chase to, 11. 631 
Key, Col. Thomas M., 1. 497 
Keyes, Gen. Erasmus D., 1. 490 
Keys Sc Munson, Herndon to, illus., 1. 370 
Kidd, T. W. S., A. L. to, 11. 376 
Kidder, Edward, n, 392-93 
Kidnapping possible for A. L , 11. 85, 209, 
255, 297; hi. 139, 436, 438-40; Booth 
plans, iv. 323-30 

Kilgore, Damon Y., 1. 650, 11. 159-60 
Kilmer, George L., private, iv. 143 
Kilpatrick, Gen. Judson, in. 623, 627; iv. 

82-83; P un on, 11. 366 
King, Dr. Albert F. A., at A. L.’s death- 
bed, iv. 284-87 

King, Anna I., and husband (deserter), 
A. L. on, m. 498-99 

King, Austin A., MC , m. 172; iv. 8; on 
A. L., 11. 398 

King, Preston, Sen., 1. 177, 179, 288, 313, 
373> 387. 639-43; 11. 56; hi. 80; iv. 392 
King, Rev. Thomas Starr, on Ned Baker, 
m. 561 

Kingman, Eliah, in. 426 
Kinman, Seth, hunter, in. 421 
Kirk, Rev. Edward N., on A. L.’s assas- 
sination, iv. 336 

Kirke, Edmund. See Gilmore, James R. 
Kirkland, Caroline M. (Mrs. Samuel Stans- 
bury), on A. L., n. 285 
Kirksville, Mo., (*6 1), 11. 396 


Kirkwood, Samuel J., Governor of Iowa , 

I. 60, 159, 221, 591; wife of, 159; por., 
hi. 275 

Kittaning (Pa.) Mentor, on A. L., 11. 176 
Knabe Sc Co., iv. 396 
Knapp, Anthony L., MC, in. 172 
Knight, Capt. Henry W., 11. 288; m. 436, 
47 6 

Knights of the Golden Circle, 1. 328, 472; 

II. 156, 159-60; hi. 22, 108 
Knowles, James Sheridan, iv. 312 
Knox, Gen. Henry, 1st Sec. of War, m. 

344-45 

Knox, Samuel, MC, in. 172 
Knox, Thomas W., arrested, 11. 1 13-14 
Knox, William, poet, 11. 313 
Koemer, Col. Gustave P., 1. 122, 158, 341- 
42, 350; in. 322; on A. L., 11. 286; m. 382, 
663; A. L. on, 1. 418 
Kohnstamm, Solomon, n. 613 
Kopperl, Map Charles, CSA, 1. 331 
Koran, 1. 105, iv. 304 
Kossuth, Ferencz L. A., 1. 57, 106 
Kxetchmar and Kretchpar, Hay on, 11. 317 
Krzyzanowski, Gen. Wladimir, 11. 89 
Kubrisli Pasha, A. L. to, 111. 422 

Labor, n. 619-21; A. L. on, 1. 42, 380-81; 
n. 653-54; in. 399; iv. 374; wages of, 
n. 620-21; unions, 189-90, 620-21, 653-54. 
See also Negroes, freed; Strikes. 
Laboulaye, Edouard R. L., 11. 510; in. 259; 
on A. L., 11. 532 

Lady Davis (privateer, CSA), 1. 285 
La Fayette, M. J. P. Y. R. G. du Motier, 
marquis de, 1. 57, 150; in. 344 
Lafayette, Ind., A. L. speaks at (’6i), I. 

39; his funeral train at, iv. 408 
Lafayette, Fort, N. Y., 1. 330-32, 448-50; 
n. 3, 108, 154; m. 54-55, 70, 158, 162, 
271, 429, 460; iv. 130-31 
Lamar, Gazaway B., CSA, 1. 55, 239-40 
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Lamb, Charles (“Elia”), 11. 310 
“Lame duck” term, A. L , m. 454 
Lamon, Ward Hill, 1. 35, 41, 46, 63, 68-69, 
74-77, 81, 1 16, 191-92, 202-05, 411-12, 552, 
652-53, 11. 39, 65, 78, 175, 205-07, 212-13, 
231, * 39 * 2 55 * 2 § 9 * 3 °L 455 * 464-68, 47 2 » 
499, 608, 610; in. 77, 246, 324-25, 330, 386, 
397, 404-05, 452, 535, 586; iv. 42-44, 133, 
237, 240-45, 278-79, 391, 394; at Antietam 
battlefield, 1. 596-97; n - 459? 5 02 ; m * J oo, 
197-200, 367, 514, on A. L., 1. 84, 92, 152, 
11. i 75 - 7 6 > 2 37 " 3 8 ; m * 87-91, 3 ° 5 * 5 2 °- 2I > 
iv. 242; A. L. on, 11. 48, (illus, state- 
ment), 205; warns A. L., 78, 205-07, in. 
441; iv. 240-42; por., hi. 18 
Lamon, Robert, 11. 212 
Lancaster, Pa., A. L. at, 1. 74 
Lancaster (Ohio) Eagle , plant destroyed, 
m. 58 

Lancaster (Pa.) Intelligencer and Journal , 
11. 464 

Lane, George W., Hi. 66 
Lane, Harriet (later Mrs. Johnson), 1. 24- 
25, 138, 441; por., 32 

Lane, Henry S., Sen., 1. 314; n. 40, 540; 
hi. 168, 174, 207, 489-90; iv. 408; wife of, 
hi. 489, (por.) 1. 208; on A. L., iv. 66; 
por. of H. S., 1. 208 

Lane, Gen. James H., Sen., 1. 225-26, 440; 
11. 32, 179, 400-03, 409, 487, 556, 644, 651, 
652, 654; in. 76, 78, 81, 174, 451; iv. 216; 
on A. L., 1. 387; illus. (letter), 236 
Lane, Gen. Joseph, Sen., 1. 16, 324 
Lane, Serg. Robert, pardoned, m. 534 
Langenschwartz, Col. Max, h. 581 
Langston, John M., hi. 262 
Lanier, Sidney, on A. L., 1. 116 
Lansing (Mich.) State Republican, n. 209; 

hi. 578; on A. L., h. 590-92 
Laporte (Ind.) Democrat, plant of, de- 
stroyed, in. 58 
Lamer, Noble D., in. *16 


Laury, Mrs, spiritualist, 11. 253 
Law, George, engineer, 1. 230-31; 11. 637 
Law, John, MC, hi. 172 
Lawrence, Amos A., n. 187 
Lawrence, Charles B, Browning on, 111. 
2 77 

Lawrence, Kan., (’63), 11. 401 
Lawton, Mrs. Carrie, detective, 1. 502 
Lazarus, 1. 14; 11. 480 
Lazear, Jesse, MC, in. 172 
Lea, M. Carey, on A. L., 1. 390-91 
Leacock, Rev. William T., CSA, arrested, 
11. 3 

Leale, Dr. Charles A., at A. L.’s death- 
bed, iv. 283-88, 293-98 
Leathers, John W., in. 226 
Leavitt, Judge Humphrey H., 11. 162-63 
Leavitt, Rev. Joshua, Chase to, n. 631 
Le Blond, Francis C., MC, 111. 172 
Lee, Browning writes for, 1. 371 
Lee, Col., and Taney, 1. 279 
Lee, Ann Hill Carter (Mrs. Henry), 
mother of R. E., 1. 517 
Lee, Gen. Fitzhugh, CSA, 1. 569; 11. 435; 
iv. 165 

Lee, Gen. George W. Custis, CSA, 11. 27; 

iv. 17-18, 185; por., 1. 520 
Lee, Gen. Henry (“Black Horse Harry”), 
CSA, brother of R. E., 1. 516 
Lee, Gen. Henry (“Light-Horse Harry”), 
father of R. E., 1. 516-17, 526 
Lee, John, fugitive slave, illus., 1. 576 
Lee, Gen. Robert E., CSA, 1. 102, 230, 474, 
490-91, 494, 531, 534* 549 - 53 * 5 6 9 * 5 8 6, 
598-99, 601, 606, 609, 629-32; 11. 7, 66, 76, 
80, 82, 84, 86, 94-104, 121, 124, 199, 241, 

2 43 * 337 - 5 8 * 4 2 3 * 4 2 7 * 435 - 43 * 447 * 476* 
478, 527; hi. 138-39, 157, 321, 394, 413, 
419, 512, 613-14, 621, 624, 634, 672; iv. 
17-18, 20, 50, 52, 137-38, 161, 180-81, 185, 
197, 215-16, 219, 231, 233, 241, 248-50, 
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322, 334, 345, 366; word por. of, 1. 5x6- 
19; on self-denial, in. 643, religion of, 1. 
522-24; offered U. S. generalship, 519-20; 
resigns from USA command and joins 
CSA, 223-24, 520-22; given chief com- 
mand, iv. 20; army of, 1. 607, 11. 92, 338, 
364; m. 640; iv. 197, 203; Grant and, 11. 
547-51; hi. 43-51, 63, 67, 90, 145-47, 165, 
229, 612-17, 629, 640, 644; iv. 27, 37, 85, 
100, 136, 139-40, 155, 157-58, 161-62, 164- 
69, 182, 185, 196-99, 215, 235, 239, 260, 
(surrenders to, at Appomattox) 199-207, 
251, 2 56, 266, 345, (illus ; signature) 202; 
farewell to his army (illus.), 204; to 
daughters Annie and Agnes, 1. 518; sons 
of, 524; to sister Ann, 520, 531; to 
brother Smith, 520; and Davis, 516, 523- 
24; 11. 338, 350, 355-56, 386; m. 49, 617, 
640-43; iv. 144, 172-73, 203, Northerners 
on, 11. 148; Southerners on, 27-28, 443, 
535; iv. 20-21, 84, on the CSA Congress, 
17-18; Grant on, in. 644; Stonewall Jack- 
son on, 1. 53 r; A. L. and, iv. 190-91; on 
A. L., 345; A. L. on, m. 517, 556; iv. 258; 
pors., 1. 520; picture of the house of, 
520 

Lee, Mary Anne Randolph Custis (Mrs, 
R. E.), 1. 511-12, 517-18, 520, 531 
Lee, Richard Henry, R. E. Lee’s uncle, 
1. 522 

Lee, Adm. S. Phillips, 1. 152, 533; in. 62, 
66 

Lee, Gen. Stephen D., CSA , 1. 208-09 
Leeds, William R., Phila., illus. (circular) , 
in. 286 

Lee’s Mill, Va., (’62), in. 529 
Leesville, Mo., (’6 2), 1. 475 
“Leg cases,” ra. 523-24 
Legal tender. See Greenbacks. 

Leibnitz, Gottfried Wilhelm, 1. 101 
Lellyet, John, and A. L., ni. 261 
Lenoir, Etienne, inventor, 1. 10 
Lenon, Walter, private, in. 453 


Leonardo da Vinci, 1. 149 
Leslie’s Weekly {Frank Leslie’s Illustrated 
Newspaper ), 1. 65, 176, 427, 429-30, 472, 
504, 614; 11. 38, 187-88, 450, 559, 609-10, 
613, 618-20; hi. 10, 68, 167, 190, 273, 367, 
392, 415, 428, 507, 518, 563, 586, 614, 656, 
667; iv. 3; on J. Davis, in. 577; on Grant, 
11. 539; on A. L., 1. 441, 594, 61 1, 625; 11. 
158-59, 292, 315, 527; hi. 49, 163, 300, 339- 
41, 367-68, 390, 535, on Mrs. A. L., 11. 
256, illus. 251; hi. 141, cartoons, 1. 18-19, 
633; 11. 81, 133, 371; hi. 575, 654; iv. 19, 
122 

Lessovsky, Admiral, 11, 521-22, 526 
Lester, Charles Edwards, on A. L., 1. 312- 
356 “ 57 » 578-79 

Letcher, John, Gov. of Virginia, 1. 227, 
260; 11. 184; hi. 150; iv. 230 
Letters of marque, CSA, 1. 227, 258 
Letters, the number of, rec’d and written 
by A. L., hi. 414; iv. 1 17 
Leutze, Emanuel, Hawthorne on, 11. 321 
Levees. See White House, the. 

Lewis, Sir George Comewall, 1. 106 
Lewis, Pryce, detective, 1. 502-03 
Lewis, Robert, A. L. on, 11. 187 
Lewis, (William D.?), Chase on, 1. 438 
Lexington, Ky., (’62), 1. 549, 622, (’64), 
ra. 78 

Lexington (Ky.) Observer and Reporter, 
1. 573; n. 178, A. L. on the, 1. 270; iv. 
*4 

Lexington, Mo., (’61), 1. 349 
Libby (Libey) Prison, 1. 303, 534; ra. 67, 
150, 471, 513, 569, 642; iv. 123, 178-79, 
i95 

Liberator, in. 221, 263-65; iv. 16; on A. L., 
1, 586 

Liberia, 1. 578; n. 332; ni. 263; A. L. on, 
1. 381, 578; 11. 143; in. 645-46 
Liberty, A. L. defines, ra. 41 
Lieber, Francis (Franz), 1. 140; ra. 203, 
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223; Tyler to, 1. 137; Sumner to, 347; 

75; hi. 595, iv. 70, 225 

Lieutenant General (rank): revival of, 
urged, 1. 638, revived, 11. 539-40; Grant 
apptd, 540-41 

Lighthouses, lightships, seized, 1. 7 

Limburg, Roest van, Dutch Minister, 11. 
69 

Lincoln, Abraham, 26th Pres, USA , chro- 
nology of these volumes: 

VOL. 1 

The American scene in ’61, 3-34; South 
Carolina secedes, 5; Lincoln journeys to 
Washington, speaking en route, 35-84; 
his election certified, 44-45; against his 
wishes, he avoids Baltimore and an assas- 
sination plot, 66-84; the false story of his 
disguise, 81-84; the ’6i Peace Convention 
meets, 85-90; forming his Cabinet, 91- 
92; conferences with friend and foe, 92- 
120; an analysis of Charles Sumner, 99- 
1 14, Lincoln takes the oath as President, 
120-40; the first inaugural, 125-35; the 
President names his Cabinet, 140-62; he 
deals with office-seekers, 162-79; he faces 
the problem of reinforcing Fort Sumter, 
185-206; Sumter falls, 207-10; the first 
call for troops, an; Lincoln and Stephen 
Douglas confer as colleagues, 213-14; the 
Uprising of the North and determina- 
tion in the South, 215-35; Robert E. Lee 
resigns from the U. S. Army to take 
command of the Virginian forces, 223, 
the blockade and letters of marque, 227; 
the Confederacy organized, with Jeffer- 
son Davis as President, 237-40; Ellsworth 
killed, 264-67, Stephen Douglas dies, 268- 
69; Butler a cause of trouble, 278, a mes- 
sage on habeas corpus, 281; the July 
message to Congress, 295-99; First Bull 
Run, 300-04; Lincoln’s plan after the 
battle, 309; McClellan heads the Army 
of the Potomac, 315; but he delays, 315- 
25; Ball’s Bluff, 324; Edward Dickinson 
Baker killed, 324-25; Lincoln visits Gen- 
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eral Banks, 329-30; Missouri trouble, Fre- 
mont, 333-51; James Gordon Bennett 
and the Herald, 352-56; the Trent Af- 
fair, 359-69; “One war at a time,” 365; 
more office-seekers, 369-76; the Decem- 
ber, ’61, message, 377-82; the death war- 
rant for a slave-trader, 384-86; the Com- 
mittee on the Conduct of the War is 
appointed, 388, Thaddeus Stevens, 392- 
400; Greeley and his Tribune, 401-08; 
McClellan still delays, 413-22; Lincoln 
sums up the situation in October, ’62, 
424-25; Cameron and contracts, 426-35; 
Cameron resigns, and Stanton becomes 
Secretary of War, 437-38; Lincoln’s mes- 
sage on the Cameron contracts, 452-53; 
Willie Lincoln dies, 456; Donelson, “un- 
conditional and immediate surrender,” 
Ulysses S. Grant, 462-68; McClellan 
contmues to delay, 468-75; Butler goes 
to New Orleans, 471; New Orleans 
taken, 475-76; Shiloh and Pittsburg 
Landing, 476-78; the Monitor and the 
Merrimac, 481-83; Lincoln goes to Fort- 
ress Monroe, 486-89; McClellan still 
fails to act, 489-503; the Seven Days’ 
battles, 492-95; Lincoln visits Harrison’s 
Landing and McClellan gives him a let- 
ter, 495-97; Halleck General in Chief, 
498; the second call for troops, the draft, 
505; “We are coming, Father Abraham,” 
507; the President signs the Homestead 
Bill, 510; the Army of Virginia formed 
(Pope in command), 515; Robert E. Lee, 
516-24; Malvern Hill, 525-26; Second 
Bull Run, 532-33; Phil Kearny killed, 
534; Pope relieved of command, 536; 
McClellan is still delaying, 537-44; Lin- 
coln suggests his resigning, 543-44, An- 
tietam, 550-54; the involved slavery ques- 
tion, 555-57, Hunter’s emancipation proc- 
lamation, 561; Lincoln writes Greeley on 
slavery and the Union, 567; a com- 
mittee of Negroes calls on him, 574-76; 
he signs the Confiscation Act, 579; again 
he suggests resigning, 580-81; the prelim- 
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Lincoln, Abraham, Vol. 1 (Cont.) 
inary Emancipation Proclamation, 585; 
he ponders God’s purpose m the war, 
590; he visits McClellan again, 594-97; 
on the battlefield he asks Lamon to sing 
him “one of your little sad songs,” 596- 
97; McClellan still delays, 598-601; Lin- 
coln relieves him of command, and 
makes Burnside head of the Army of 
the Potomac, 601; Stedman writes Lin- 
coln a poem, 608-09; election losses m 
’62, 610; the December, ’62, message, 
618-23; Lincoln asks for the Thirteenth 
Amendment, 619; “We cannot escape 
history,” 622; Fredericksburg, 629-32; 
the President is urged to dismiss Seward, 
637-43; again he suggests resigning, 640- 
41; Seward and Chase present resigna- 
tions and Lincoln refuses to accept 
them, 640-50; greenbacks, 651; West 
Virginia becomes a State, 656; the prob- 
lem of the Teterhoff captured mails, 
658-60 

VOL. II 

Murfreesboro, 5-6; “Old Stars” dies m 
war service, 6-7; Secretary Smith has 
resigned and Usher takes his place, 15; 
the final Emancipation Proclamation is- 
sued, 16-18; warm praise and hot disap- 
proval, 18-28; office-seekers again, 30-66; 
“I have very little influence with this 
administration,” 59; Butler recalled from 
New Orleans, 70; the question of Negro 
troops, 72-73; Burnside is relieved of 
duty, and Hooker heads the Army of 
the Potomac, 77; Lincoln visits Hooker, 
84-92; the failure to retake Fort Sum- 
ter, 93, Chancellorsville, 94-97; Lincoln 
despairs over the Army of the Potomac, 
97-98; Hooker asks to be relieved and 
Meade heads the Army of the Potomac, 
102; Vicksburg besieged, 1 10-13; Lin- 
coln asks about Grant, 118-20; Lee in- 
vades Pennsylvania, 121; Milliken’s 
Bend, 124; Vallandigham fulminates m 
Congress, 125-29; J. Wesley Greene 


makes a peace effort, 130-32; the Presi- 
dent hears further criticism, and some 
praise, 128-50, the Lincoln Catechism is 
published, 136; Seymour and Weed for 
McClellan as President, 151-53; habeas 
corpus discussed, and the bill passed, 153- 
55; Lincoln speaks of the churches, 156; 
secret societies, 159-60, Burnside issues 
the famous Order No. 38, 160-62, Vallan- 
digham arrested and sent to the CSA , 
163-64; Lincoln writes to “Erastus Cor- 
ning and Others,” 165-69; and to “M. 
Birchard and Others,” 169-71; Wendell 
Phillips excoriates the President, 172-75; 
Lincoln once more suggests resignmg, 
17 5; Negro troops again in question, 
177-80; Frederick Douglass meets the 
President, 181-86; speculation, the age 
of shoddy, the cost of living— labor 
unions confer, 186-90; the National 
Bank Act passed, 191-93; Greeley op- 
poses Lincoln’s nomination in ’64, 195- 
97; the President defends his wife, 
charged with treason, 200; he reads Stille 
on war to Browning, 202-05, his life m 
the White House and varying impres- 
sions of him, 207-333; he is warned 
that his assassination is possible, 209-13; 
he visits the Gassendi , French warship, 
214-15; his daily routine, 219-21; he 
visits the war telegraph office, 240-41; 
he defends Eckert, 242; many opinions 
about Mrs. Lincoln, 247-72; “Chevalier” 
Wikoff steals parts of one of the Presi- 
dent’s messages and the New York 
Herald publishes them, 250-52, Lincoln’s 
fondness for children— Tad being his 
nearest and dearest, 262-66; Washington 
in ’63— Hawthorne and Whitman com- 
ment on it, and on Lincoln, 272-77; 
others comment on the President, 277- 
310; the newly married General and 
Mrs. Tom Thumb call on him, 290-92; 
he reads Thomas Hood to Browning, 
310-12; Lincoln goes to the theatre, and 
discusses the acting of Shakespeare, 315- 
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19; “The thoughts of the man are too 
big for his mouth,” 331; Meade heads 
the Army of the Potomac, 336, another 
call for troops, 336; the Gettysburg bat- 
tle, 340-45; Meade delays, 349-55; Aleck 
Stephens tries m vain to see Lincoln in 
an effort for peace, 356-58; the President 
issues a Thanksgiving proclamation, 358- 
59; draft riots, 359-70; Lincoln talks of 
the draft, 370-77; Vallandigham again, 
378-79; the Conlding letter, 380-82; vari- 
ous peace efforts, 391-95, (Gilmore’s, 
391-93); Maximilian in Mexico, 394-96; 
more trouble in Missouri, 396-411; the 
Missouri-Kansas delegations, 401-09; the 
Anti-Slavery Society considers Lincoln, 
413-17; Rosecrans delays, 420-22; Chicka- 
mauga, 423-25; McClemand publishes a 
letter, 431-32; Grant put in command 
west of the Alleghenies, 434; Meade still 
delays, 436-40; Sumter retaken, 443; a 
proclamation on the habeas corpus, 445; 
and a Thanksgiving proclamation, 446, 
another call for troops, 448; State elec- 
tions, October, ’63, 450-52; Lincoln 
speaks at Gettysburg, 452-77; Lookout 
Mountain, 478; Chattanooga, 477-79; the 
December, ’63, message, 480-85; the 
Proclamation of Amnesty and Recon- 
struction, 483; Schofield transferred 
from Missouri, 487; more comment on 
the President, 487-501; James Russell 
Lowell writes on Lincoln, 499-500; 
Wendell Phillips again attacks Lincoln, 
503-04; the CSA hopes of European 
recognition fade, 505-21; Walker and 
Beecher in Europe, 512-17; USA relations 
with Russia, 521-26; the Rev. Henry 
Fowler appraises Lincoln, 532-33; the 
President again considers Grant, 537-39; 
and confers on him the rank of Lieu- 
tenant General, 540-41; and the Con- 
gressional Medal, 545-46; the letter to 
A. G. Hodges, 552-53; the ’64 nomina- 
tion of the President in doubt, 555-655; 
Phillips and Beecher oppose it, 575-78; 
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Lincoln speaks of it, 586-87; Harriet 
Beecher Stowe writes of him, 592-93; 
the death of Owen Lovejoy, 599-600; 
Jay Cooke sells U. S. bonds, 600-09; the 
New Almaden mine, 613-17; Chase longs 
to be President, 624-55; the Pomeroy 
Secret Circular, 646-47 

VOL. in 

Nevada, Florida, Louisiana, and Arkansas, 
3-20; the Red River expedition, 12-16; 
Banks relieved of command, 16; Frank 
Blair accused of corruption, and his feud 
with Chase, 27-36; the Fort Pillow mas- 
sacre, 37-42; the Wilderness, 43-49; Cold 
Harbor, 50; Howard’s forged proclama- 
tion, 53-56; the Arguelles case, 58-59; 
Lincoln visits Grant, 60-64, Petersburg, 

63- 64; What shall be done with Butler 15 

64- 66; the Cleveland convention forms a 
third party and nominates Fremont, 71- 
75; the Baltimore convention nominates 
Lmcoln with Andrew Johnson as his 
running mate, 77-85; Did Lmcoln want 
Johnson 15 85-96; Vallandigham returns 
from Canada, 107-09; Chase resigns, 109- 
14; Tod refuses and Fessenden accepts 
Chase’s place, 113-16; for the last time 
Lmcoln suggests resigning, 115; Fes- 
senden deals with Jay Cooke, 121-23; 
Congress opposes Lincoln on recon- 
struction, 125-38; his proclamation on 
“restoration” m Arkansas and Louisiana 
—the pocket veto, 134; the Wade-Davis 
Manifesto, 135-38; Early threatens Wash- 
ington, 138-43; Lmcoln at the Fort 
Stevens battle, 140-42; Halleck General 
in Chief, 144-47; Sheridan sees the Pres- 
ident, 150-52; battles in Georgia, to 
Kenesaw Mountain, 153; battle of the 
Crater, 155; Burnside relieved of com- 
mand, 155-56; more peace efforts, 157- 
67 (Niagara, 157-63; Jaquess-Gilmore, 
163-66); the draft, ’64, 168-91; one roll 
call of Congress, 172-74; differences 
with John A. Andrew on recruiting 



INDEX 


466 

Lincoln, Abraham, Vol. Ill (Cont.) 

Negro troops, 180-86; the Rear surge 
sinks the Alabama and Farragut takes 
Mobile, 1 9 1-92; the fierce presidential 
campaign of ’64, 192-296; Lincoln dic- 
tates and withholds a statement about 
the Antietam battlefield story, 196-201; 
he states his course of action in case he 
is defeated in the election, 213-14, he 
draws closer to the churches, 224-25; 
the Chicago convention nominates the 
McClellan-Pendleton ticket, 226-29; 
Sherman takes Atlanta, 229, fighting in 
the Shenandoah Valley, 235-37; Lincoln 
asks Montgomery Blair to leave the 
Cabinet, and appoints Dennison Post- 
master General, 237-42; McClellan’s 
Harrison’s Landing letter to the Presi- 
dent is published, 244; Carl Schurz cam- 
paigns for Lincoln, 257-59; the National 
Convention of Colored Men meets, 262- 
66; The Copperhead Catechism appears, 
268-69; Roger Brooke Taney dies, 275; 
the question of the soldier vote, 280-89, 
a CSA plot made in Canada fails, 290-93; 
Sheridan’s famous ride, 296-99; Lincoln’s 
humor, 300-65; and his religion, 367-82; 
support of and opposition to Lincoln in 
the campaign, 383-410; “keep close to 
the people— they are always right and 
will mislead no one,” 384; strikes in the 
navy yards, 398-99; again Lincoln’s the- 
atregoing, and his devotion to Shake- 
speare, 441-47; biographies of Lincoln, 
448; office-seekers again, 450-54; the 
Smith brothers case, 460-62; Lincoln 
pardons, reprieves, discharges, 463-539; 
the President pays a substitute, 516; he 
pardons the ‘'sleeping sentinel,” 528-33; 
Mrs. Harvey asks for hospitals, 540-46; 
a woman watches a day of interviews, 
546-59; Lincoln re-elected, 562-73; Mc- 
Clellan resigns as a major general, 573; 
estimates of Lincoln at this time, 574-86; 
the President considers the chief -justice- 
ship, 587-96; he appoints Chase, 596; At- 


torney General Bates resigns and Lin- 
coln appoints James Speed m his place, 
601; Chief Justice Chase is sworn in, 602- 
03; Goldwin Smith appraises Lincoln, 
605-07; the CSA losing ground, 607-14, 
Sherman’s march to the sea, “the lost 
army,” 619-35; pillage, wrecking, the 
“bummers,” 620-34; Sherman makes Lin- 
coln a Christmas present of Savannah, 
634; “Old Tom” fights at Nashville, 637- 
38; Andersonville, 641, the December, 
’64, message, 645-53; Lincoln sees no 
hope of a negotiated peace, and will 
not modify the Emancipation Proclama- 
tion, 649-51; Buder’s fiasco at Fort 
Fisher, 655-56; Did the November elec- 
tion give a mandate to the President, or 
to Congress? 660-61; the letter to Mrs. 
Bixby, 665-66; “The President’s last, 
shortest, and best speech,” 670-71 

VOL. IV 

“Forever free”— the Thirteenth Amend- 
ment is discussed by Congress, and 
adopted, 6-13; Southern morale crack- 
ing, 17-23; Lee in chief command of the 
Confederate forces, 20; Fort Fisher falls, 
23; Buder relieved of command, 23; 
Old Man Blair’s peace effort, “one com- 
mon country,” and “two countries,” 28- 
34; the Hampton Roads conference, 34- 
47; some Senators seek to discredit the 
President’s action at the conference, 55- 
62; his report of it to the Senate silences 
them, 62-65; Congress and reconstruc- 
tion, 67-78; Sumner defeats Lincoln’s 
Louisiana reconstruction plan by the 
threat of a filibuster, 78; Sherman m 
South Carolina, 81-85; Lincoln’s second 
inauguration, 85-94; Missouri once more, 
100-02; Nicolay appointed consul in 
Paris, 107; Fessenden resigns and Lin- 
coln offers Edwin Dennison Morgan the 
post, 107-08; on his refusal, the Presi- 
dent appoints Hugh McCulloch, 108; 
Usher resigns and Lincoln names James 
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Harlan Secretary of the Interior, 108-09; 
Noah Brooks to take Nicolay’s place, 
11 5; the inaugural ball, 118-20; Robert 
Lincoln enters army service, 120-22; the 
Smith brothers case again, 124-27; the 
CSA decides to arm slaves, 136; Sher- 
man in North Carolina, 139; Lincoln 
visits Grant at City Point, 139-72; Mrs. 
Lincoln in a rage at Mrs. Griffin, 142; 
and Mrs. Ord, 148-49; Petersburg, 143- 
45; Sherman and the President, 156-61; 
the President studies a map of the 
disposition of the Union armies, 164- 
65; Sheridan rages in battle, 165-66; 
Richmond is surrendered, 173-74; Lin- 
coln goes to Richmond, 176-82; Seward 
is injured in an accident, 182; the Mar- 
quis de Chambrun studies Lincoln, 184- 
94; Lincoln calls on the injured Seward, 
195-96; Grant closes m on Lee, 196-99; 
and Lee surrenders to him at Appomat- 
tox, 199-207; Lee’s farewell to his army, 
204; joy over Appomattox, 207-14; Lin- 
coln considers reconstruction, and speaks 
on it, 215-25; the question of the Vir- 
ginia (seceded) Legislature, 226-34; Lin- 
coln hopes Jefferson Davis will escape, 
237; his friends warn Lincoln that he is in 
danger of assassination, 240-42; his own 
presentiments, 242-45; Jefferson Davis 
accepts the decision of Johnston and 
Beauregard that further fighting is use- 
less, 248-49; Lincoln’s mind is still on 
reconstruction, 251-57; the President has 
a busy day on Good Friday of ’65, 257- 
71, flagraising at Fort Sumter, 257-58; 
the President reluctantly plans for an eve- 
ning at the theatre, 261-62; he discusses 
reconstruction with the Cabinet, 262-67; 
he leaves the White House for Ford’s 
Theatre, 271; at Ford’s, 275-85; the Out- 
sider plans, and an irresponsible guard 
disappears, 277-80; the Outsider enters 
the President’s box and shoots him, 280- 
81; the unconscious and dying President 
is carried to the Peterson house near 
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by, 285-87; an attempt to assassinate the 
injured Seward fails, 289-92; the news 
of Lincoln’s assassination spreads and his 
friends gather about him, 291-96; Abra- 
ham Lincoln draws his last breath, 296- 
97; his body is borne back to the White 
House, 300; the life story of the assassin, 
his plans, his associates in the plot, 301- 
37; the recreant guard, 337-38; the in- 
citement of Booth to assassination, 340- 
42; the reaction to his deed, North and 
South, 342-50; a stricken people, 350-57; 
estimates of Abraham Lincoln imme- 
diately after his death, 357-87; the vast 
pageant of his funeral, 387-413, (illus 
389, 398, 404-405^ 410, 412); the assassin 
is killed, 402; the tomb at Springfield, 
413 (illus. 412) 

For criticism and praise of Lincoln see 

names of persons, groups , and publica- 
tions. 

Lincoln, Abraham: appearance and dress 
of, 1. 49, 52, 57, 60-61, 64, 88, 91, 96, 122- 
23, 139, 156-57, 160, 183-84, 301, 320, 332- 

33, 377, 44 2 » 49^, 499, 554~55, 5<>3, n - 58, 
90, 209, 225, 240, 268, 275-99, 322-23, 466, 
104, 212, 304, 308, 335, 339, 348, 363, 393- 

94, 4t>7, 4i3, 433, 455, 54°, 545, <5^4*, 80, 

96, 119, 134-35, 144, *46, 148, 159-60, 163, 
187-88, 192, 212, 240; (dying), 292-93, 
(dead), 297, 392-93, 404-05; biographies 
of, m. 387-89 

Lincoln, Abraham: education of, 1. 139; 11. 
553, 566, 579, 587, 595, 5 2 ~53, 60, 61, 

579; m. 393, 407, 661, (A. L. on his) 408, 
health of, 1. 499; n. 261, 268-69, 277, 477, 
534; in. 77, iv. 113-14, 135, 213, 257, 
309; strength of, iv. 187. See also Ax. 

Lincoln, Abraham, characteristics of, com- 
mented on* dignity, 1 64, 84, 123; n. 281- 
83, 287, 293, 297, 3 2 3- 2 4, 330-32, 492, 500, 
566, 57i, 579, 595; 111 395, 407, 498, 652; 
iv. 212; honesty, 1. 13-14, 48, 78, 108, 182, 
305, 364, 37 5, 377, 384, 4U, 5I4-U, <$31, 
643; 11. 10, 42, 143, 172-73, 264, 269-70, 
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280-81, 323, 326, 377, 382-83, 385-88, 415- 
17, 496, 517, 519, 528-29, 537, 562, 564-69, 
585, 588, 593, 648, 653; in. 52, 71-72, 88, 

96, 103-05, 129, 163, 212, 273, 303, 347, 
359-63, 385, 391, 439, 583; iv. 368; kindli- 
ness, tenderness, 1. 49, 377; n. 185, 239, 
269, 279, 292, 323, 327, 331-32, 499, 567, 
588; III. IO3, I06, 120, 212, 247, 292, 336, 
363, 392, 498, 514, 544-45, 566, 664-65; IV. 
59-60, 146, 159, 206, 212-13, 218, 225, 360- 
82, 400 {see also Pardons) ; malice, lack 
of, 1. 573; iv. 94, 159; patience of, n. 332, 
377; m. 103, 214, 394, 508; iv. 370, 382, 
400; sadness, 1. 174, 310-11, 456-58, 499, 
555* 597* n. 83-84, 200, 269, 275, 278, 283- 
87, 292, 462, 499, 589; m. 47, 106, 287, 
309, 322, 325, 335, 367, 382, 384, 443, 448, 
521, 539, 543, 546, 548, 565, 663; iv. 45-46, 
99, 1 16, 140, 147, 152, 188, 192, 218, 243, 
246, 252, 269, 370, 377, 382, 404 

Lincoln, Abraham, humor of* comments 
on (including storytelling) , 1. 49, 92, 214, 
322, 415; 11. 4, 38, 114, 261, 283, 285, 294, 
315-18, 324, 598, 638; hi. 32, 106, 120, 

212, 215-16, 300-65, 663; iv. 1 17, 188, 192, 

213, 243, 379; criticism of, 1. 61-62, 78-79, 

97, 310, 442, 591, 625, 631, 636; 11. 22, 
145, 148, 186, 195, 305, 324-25, 329, 412, 
537, 566-79, 588-94, 646; m. 52, 53, 100, 
109, 193, 198-99, 271, 303-09, 338, 342, 
389-90, 450, 574; iv. 22; English reports 
of, hi. 349-50; A. L. on his own, 342, 
559; puns, n. 146, 244; m. 339; cartoon, 

I. 63. See also Stories. 

Lincoln, Abraham, religion of, in. 367-82, 
568, 670; his statements on, (for Mrs. 
Gurney) 225; (to Presbyterians) 370; 
(to Lutherans) 370-71; (on God’s will 
in the war) 1. 590; 111. 378, (so-called 
creed of) 373-74; he mentions Christian- 
ity, 1. 39, 135, 11. 482; in. 374, 484; iv. 
10 1 ; he mentions God, 1. 42, 46-47, 49, 
54* 94* x 33* 298, 377* 569-70* 584-85* 59o; 

II. 6, 12, 14-15, 33, 146, 236, 238, 308, 347, 
358“59* 382, 446, 469, 480, 544, 582-83; in. 


41, 42, 46, 47, 51, 52, 59, 117-18, 206, 224- 
25, 235, 280, 306, 346, 370-82, 402-03, 524, 
55 1 * 558-59* 565* 568, 572, 631, 634; iv. 
92-94 

Lincoln, Abraham: use of words by, 1. 135, 
299, 381, 11. 216, 243, 303-08, 330-31, 347, 
382, 386, 446, 490-91, 494, 496, 5 33, 578, 
59 1 * 593* 638; m. 103, 215, 336-37, 406, 
652-53, 661, 667-68, iv. 190-91; state 
papers of, comments on, n. 330-31, 446, 
593, 638; hi. 195-96, 215, 394, 406-07, 
651-5 3; iv. 192, (A. L. on) 11. 308, 593, 
(his use of “I” and “my” in) 1. 281, 379; 
11. 500 

Lincoln, Abraham, illus. in New York, 
i* 56, 59; at Independence Hall, 72; 
Emancipation Proclamation, 11. 24; pic- 
ture on greenbacks, hi. 387; his seal and 
bronze mold of his right hand, 402; his 
slippers, 434; his watch and two watch 
chains, 435, his barouche, iv. 117, apothe- 
osis, 404a; his hat and umbrella, 413; 
his handwriting: (letters and notes) 1. 
175, 269, 282, 346, 565, 11. 205, 229, 230, 

235, 262, 264, 266, 439; m. 159, 372, 401, 

404, 437, 453, 497, 518, 526, 658; iv. 103, 

104, 105, 1 19, 128, 129, 168, 208, 228-29, 

233, 238; (documents) 1. 126-27, 130, 134; 
11. 307, 470-71; hi. 509, 632, 651, 671; iv. 
93; (signatures) 1. 236; 11. 19; in. 489, 
520; iv. 4 

Lincoln, Abraham, cartoons of, 1. 18-19, 
24, 63, 78, 80, 82-83, *36, 138, 178, 186- 
87, 204, 252, 254, 262, 306, 361, 367, 546, 
589, 628, 631, 633; n. 9, 67, 81, 1 12, 123, 
X2 9» x 33* x 4°» 203, 367, 371, 5 13, 523-25; 
in. 73-74, 99, 1 14, 181, 202, 230, 236, 250, 
252, 320, 365, 571, 575, 581, 654; iv. 15. 
64, hi, 299, (dead) 372; comment on, 
hi. 304 

Lincoln, Abraham, portraits and photo- 
graphs of: noted, 1. 38; 11. 209, 286; in. 
3 X0 * 367* 427-28; iv. 251, 257, 376; given 
a Circassian, 376; A. L. on his, 11. 264, 
286-87, 2 96; ni. 105-06, 428; reproduced. 
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i. frontispiece, 112, 129, 592-93, 609; n. 
21, 52, 212, 308, 404, 437, 468-69; m. 
frontispiece, 146-47, 242, 349, 371, 403, 
434, 498; iv. frontispiece, 53, 84, 116-17, 
140, 141, 268, 413 

Lincoln, Abraham and Bathsheba, A. L.’s 
grandparents, in. 237 
Lincoln, Edward Baker, A. L.’s son, 1. 
324; 11. 219 

Lincoln, Frederick W., Jr., n. 462 
Lincoln, Levi, 1. 100 

Lincoln, Mary Todd (Mrs. Abraham), 1. 
43-44, 51, 65, 79, 91, i39-4o» r 44> *60- 
61, 168, 224, 266, 270-71, 371, 420, 434, 
456-58; 11. 47, 49, 84-94, 104, 137, 174, 210, 
212, 219, 240, 246-61, 267, 289-92, 314, 318, 
456, 462, 465, 522, 543, 547, 595, 599, 608, 
622, 634; hi. 268, 310, 343-49* 368, 379, 
402, 412, 415, 421, 441-44, 495, 532* 559* 
564; iv. 87-88, 95, 97, 1 17-21, 165, 182-85, 
195, 243-45, 257, 261-62, 269-77; family 
of, 1. 61, 270; 11 199, 210, 212, 255-58; IV. 
52; dress of, described, 1. 61, 140, 160; 11. 
90, 240, 249-50, 256, 260, 276, 293, 533-34; 
in. 415, iv. 98, 119-20, (illus.), 11. 251, 257; 
influence of, 1. 158, 170, 173, 375, 547"49; 
11. 41, 184, 250-55, 260; hi. 276, 530, 537; 
iv. 70, 106, (illus., letter), 11. 248; under 
suspicion, 199-200; and spiritualism, n. 
261; hi. 345-46, goes to City Pt., iv. 140- 
57; and Mrs. Grant, 11. 550; rv. 142, 147- 
53, 261, and Mrs. Griffin, 142; and Mrs. 
Ord, 148-49, 151-53; and Mrs. Stanton, 
153; and Stanton, in. 144; and Mrs. 
Trumbull, 1. 390-91; and A. L.’s death, 
iv. 282-97, 389, 394; Napoleon III and 
Eugenie to, 374; Queen Victoria to, 
372-73; Paris liberals and students to, 
374; M. Halstead on, 11. 49; A. L. ref. to, 
11. 94, 234; m. 97; A. L. to, 11. 428, 443; 
hi. 66; iv. 167; Meade on, 11. 335-36; pors. 
of, 308; m. 416, 434; iv. 140, 268 

Lincoln, Nancy Hanks (Mrs. Thomas), 
A. L.’s mother, 1. 41; iv. 297 
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Lincoln, Nels H. (formerly Peterson), 
private, in. 517 

Lincoln, Capt. Robert Todd, A. L.’s son, 
i* 35* 43* 54* 68, 74-77, 89, 91, 166, 168, 
173, 268, 11. 58, 219, 256, 266-67, 294, 329, 
354, 650, hi. 268, 449, 501, 668; iv. 87, 
120-22, 141, 169, 186, 258, 389-90, 394; 
A. L. and, 11. 259, 346, 364; in. 347; 
accused of profiting by gov’t contracts, 
11. 132-34, iv. 122; at his father’s death- 
bed, 288-89, 296, on his father, in. 310, 
415-17; illus. (telegram), 11. 266; pors., 
308; iv. 140 

Lincoln, Sally Bush (Mrs. Thomas), A. 

L.’s stepmother, 1. 616; iv. 300 
Lincoln, Thomas, A. L.’s father, iv. 297 
Lincoln, Thomas Todd (“Tad”), A. L.’s 
son, 1. 43, 52, 61, 91, 138, 168, 263, 454- 
59; 11. 84, 86-87, 9°* *94* 21 J * 2 4 2 » 261-65, 
276, 292, 296, 462, 465, 552, 602, hi. 60, 66, 
349* 378, 4 I 7” I 9» 44i“43* 527» 562, 570, 
668; iv. 140-41, 152, 154, 167, 176-77, 182, 
207-08, 219-20, 232, 241, 243, 288, 295, 
358, 390, 394; on his father, 1. 454-55; 
illus. (letter), in. 417, pors., n. 276-77; 
iv. 140 

Lincoln, William Wallace (“Willie”), A. 
L.’s son, 1. 43, 52, 61, 91, 138, 168, 174, 
449, 454-59; death of, 457, (ref. to), 11. 
207, 219, 253, 283, 314, 321, 462, 534; hi. 
378-80; iv. 120; por., 11. 276 
Lincoln Catechism , The, 11. 136; in. 268 
“Lincoln gimlets,” in. 622 and illus. 
Linder, Usher F., 11. 64, (and son Dan). 

527 

Lindsay, William S., MP, 1. 588 
Lippincott, Sara J. Clarke (Mrs. L. K.),« 
See Greenwood, Grace. 

Lisboa, Miguel Maria, 1. 363 

LittelPs Living Age , on A. L., 11. 330; in 

583 

Little Crow (Sioux), 1. 615 
Little Rock, Ark., (’63), m. 18 
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Littlefield, John H., on A. L., n. 287 
Littlejohn, De Witt C., MC, in. 172 
Livermore, George, asks for and receives 
the pen with which A. L. signed the 
Emancipation Proclamation, 11. 10, 17 
Livermore, Mary A. Rice (Mrs. Daniel 
PO, *• 553“55; IL 202 > 388, iv. 1 18 
Living Age , Boston, on A. L., 11. 330; 111. 

583 

Living costs. North, 11. 188-89, 619-20; m * 
124, 194-95, 399; South, 78, 612-13; iv. 
84, 136 
Livy, 11. 51 1 

Llorente, Juan Antonio, 11. 511-12 
Lloyd, H. H., & Co., publishers, 11. 41 1 
Loan, Benjamin F., MC, in. 172 
Locke, David R. See Nasby, Petroleum V. 
Locomotive, picture of a dismantled, iv. 
180 

Log Cabin, N. Y. City, 1. 403 
Logan, Gen. John A. (“Black Jack”), 1. 
93* 334-35, 461, 610, 612; 11 117, 179, 530, 
532, 547; m. 275, 280, 283, 634, 636-38; 
iv. 18, 215, 344; on A. L., 1. 14-15; por., 
11. 20 

Logan, Mary S. Cunningham (Mrs. John 
A.), 1. 335, 37 2 ; 2 7 2 * 588; and her 

brother, in. 283 

Logan, Stephen T., and A. L., 1. 87, 94 
Logan (Ohio) Gazette, on A. L., n. 139-40 
Lombardy, n. 204 

London, Eng., workingmen of, A. L, to, 
11. 23-24 

Long, Alexander, MC, in. 156, 172, 228; 
motion to expel, from Congress, n. 558- 
59; wife of, 315 
Long, Serg. Thomas, n. 159 
Long Branch, N. J., Mrs. A. L. at, n. 249 
Longfellow, 2d Lt. Charles A., in, 68 
Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth, 1. 100, 
m-13, 260-61, 386; n. 180, 309, 313, 468, 
496; in. 68, 576; iv. 192, 308; on the 


EX 

Emancipation Proclamation, n. 28; death 
of wife of, 1 307; por., m. 178 
Longshanks (Edward I), iv. 192 
Longstreet, Gen. James, CSA, 1. 550, 551- 
52, 629; 11. 340-41, 344, 423-25, 439, 479; 
hi. 512; iv. 199, 216; por., 11. 436 
Longyear, John W., MC, m. 172 
Lookout Mountain, Tenn., (’63), 11. 478 
Loomis, Capt. Cyrus O., m. 534 
Loomis, Dwight, MC, 11. 63, 625 
Lossmg, Benson J., 1. 81, 362; n. 17 
Lothrop, Rev. Samuel K., on A. L., iv. 
360-61 

Louis XIV, King of France, 11. 137 
Louis XVI, King of France, m. 113 
Louisiana, 1. 510; n. 73, 514; in. 81, 84, 
644; secedes, 1. 21 1; in the Emancipation 
Proclamation, 11. 15, 18; reconstruction 
in, hi. 9-18, 126-27, I 3°» I 3 I > 1 34-36» 175, 
266, 396-97* 648; iv. 56, 67-79, 191, 215, 
217-18, 232, 264; A. L. on, 69-70, 220-23, 
2 55-56; emancipation in, 68 
Louisiana (Mo.) Union, plant destroyed, 
hi. 58 

Louisville (Ky.) Courier, on A. L., 1. 84, 

115 

Louisville (Ky.) Democrat, on A. L., 1. 
586 

Louisville (Ky.) Journal, on A. L., 11. 146, 
150 

“Lounger, The” See George William 
Curtis. 

Love joy, Rev. Elijah P., killed, 1. 340; n. 
600 

Lovejoy, Owen, MC, 1. 14, 93, 115, 340, 
368-69, 387, 451, 453, 562; n. 62, 136, 285, 
477* 502, 544, 555, 595, 599-6 oo, death of, 
563; on A. L., 1. 14; 11. 144, 599; A. L. on, 
563, (to Monument Ass’n), in. 447-48; 
por., 371 

Low, Frederick F., MC, n. 615, 625 
Low, George, war telegraph office, n. 242 
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Lowe, Col. Alden, killed, 1. 349 
Lowe, Mrs. Elena, CSA spy, 1. 326 
Lowe, Thaddeus S. C., balloonist, 1. 493 
Lowe, Wilhelm, Prussian Landstag, on 
A. L., iv. 375 

Lowell, Lt. James J., killed, 1. 324 
Lowell, James Russell, 1. 112, 351; 11. 468, 
592; iv. 1 17, 210; on A. L„ 11. 496-500; hi. 
202; por., n. 405 
Lowell (Mass.) Courier , iv. 348 
Lowrie, Judge Walter H., Welles on, n. 
444 

Loyal: League, 11. 510; ra. 53; Legion, 11. 
160 

Lucas, Maj. John, 1. 99-100 
Luce, A. L. on, 1. 166 
Lucifer, 1. 396 

Luckett, Rev. Henry M., A. L. on, in. 
489-90 

Lunt, George, on A. L., 11. 326 
Lusk, Capt. William T.* to his mother, 
1* 307, 59 *, ^31-32; Farnsworth to, 11. 40 
Luther, Martin, 1. 105, 561; n. 172-73 
Lutheran Church: numbers of, 1. 257; dele- 
gation from the, in. 370-71; supports 
A. L., 376 

Lyell, Sir Charles, in. 605 
Lyman, Col. Theodore, in. 64, 156; iv. 
148, 168-69, 203, Bigelow on, 1. 112; 
on Grant, 11. 554; on A. L., iv. 148; on 
Sherman, 156 

Lyon, Caleb, on Chase, m. 595 
Lyon, Gen. Nathaniel, 1. 33, 336-37; 11 * 396; 
hi. 22; killed, 1. 337-38; death ref. to, 340- 
41, 613; and Fremont, 340; por., 360 
Lyons, Richard B. P. Lyons, first earl, 1. 
161, 358-59* 364* 368, 659-60; n. 23, 39, 
154, 216, 250; hi. 421, 422 
Lytle, Gen. William H., killed, 11. 529 
Lytton, Edward R. Bulwer-, 1st earl, iv. 
308 


McAllister, Archibald, MC, m. 172; iv. 
10, 12-13 

McAllister, Fort, Ga., (’64), in. 633-34 
McArthur, Gen. John, n. 179 
Macartney, J. R., m. 426 
McBride, John R., MC, m. 172 
McBride, N., on A, L., m. 204 
McBride, Capt. Robert W., guard, in. 419, 
436, 438 

McCandless, Judge Wilson, 11. 445 
McCarthy, James, private, ni. 519 
McCausland, Gen. John, CSA , in. 149-50 
McClellan, Gen. George B., 1. 327, 330, 
339, 362, 387, 411, 413-22, 439, 441-42, 
444, 448, 458, 467-75, 489-503* 511-12, 
524-28, 531-55, 557-58, 560-61, 582, 586, 
591-606, 624-27, 632, 642, 643; n. 4, 29, 
78, 80, 97-98, 107, 121, 210, 241, 243, 260, 
284, 299, 336, 382, 386, 421-22, 437-38, 
451, 478, 535; hi. 10, 48, 50, 63, 65, 104, 
146, 196-201, 248, 268, 304-05, 328, 380, 
390, 427, 472, 530-33* 621, 635, 638, 664, 
672; iv. 59, 159-60, 353, 355; word por. 
of, 1. 315-22, 604-05; Gen. m Chief, 321; 
believes his army outnumbered, 319, 321- 
22, 327, 415, 473 “ 75 » 49 °- 9 2 » 55 *; n - 549 ; 
foreign officers of, 1. 323; removal urged, 
388, illus. (letter) 540-41, 585-86, 591, 
601; H. 54, 602; in. 221; Cabinet protest 
agamst, 1. 538-44; Harrison’s Landing 
letter of, 1. 496-97* 602; 11. 581-82; m. 
244; removed, 1. 499, 536, 601-02, 607, 
637; 11. 54, 432, 602; in. 244, 303, 341, 
672, (illus., order) 1. 602; restoration 
urged, 538; 11. 103-04; and the Presi- 
dency, 1. 497, 603-09; 11. 77, 107, 152-53, 
492, 536, 566, 579-82; hi. 147, 210-n, 219, 
221, 242-44, 493, 574, iv. 13; cartoons, in. 
234, 245, 250; nominated, 228-33, (A. L. 
on) 231, 261; campaign, 250-71, 277-96, 
299, 389-92* 423-24* 472 , 563* 572 - 73 * 585- 
86, 591 ; defeated in election, 568-69, 577- 
87; resigns as general, 573; wife of, 1. 31 6, 
339, (letters to, included under head- 



INDEX 


472 


ings), (illus.; dress) n. 257, (por.),i. 3 2 9J 
Hawthorne on, 469; Kerr on, in. 356- 
57* 359* 363* and A. L., 1. 309, 322-23, 
329, 413-21, 468-75* 491 - 503 * 5 *o, 5 * 6 , 5 2 7 * 
531-32, 594-96, 601-04; n. 75-77; A. L. on, 
1. 311, 413-20, 438-39* 47 2 "73* 49°* 500, 
523-24, 532-34, 537, 544, 549, 552-54* 59 1 * 
599, 601, 604, 612, 626; n. 52-53, 93, 99- 
104, 351; hi. 517; on A. L., 1. 470-71, 474, 
510, 552, 594, 603; A. L. visits, 486-89, 

576 - 77 * 594 - 97 ; Mrs. A - L * on » 54 8 * 
Nasby on, iv. 270; Seward on, m. 573; 
soldiers on, 11. 54; Stanton on, 1. 446, 501; 
illus. (address), 316; cartoons, 11. 81; 
pors., 1. frontispiece, 329, 609; ra. 342 
McClemand, Gen. John A., 1. 334, 461, 
596; 11. 52, 109-10, 1 14, 116-17, 121 ; IV - 
394; relieved of command, 11. 431-32; 
por., 1. 592-93 

McClintick, William T., R.R. pres., ra. 
486 

McCloskey, Abp. John: on A. L., iv. 364; 
at his funeral, 399 

McClure, Alexander K., 1. 75, 81, 91, 149, 
319-20, 412, 437-38, 478, 548-49; 11. 103, 
239, 634-36; hi. 88-93, Il8 » x 5o> 2I 9* 286- 
88, 307, 331, 464-65, 629; on A. L., 11. 
636; m. 91-92, 322 

McClurg, Joseph W., MC , ra. 27-29, 172 
McConnellsburg, Pa. (’63), n. 338 
McCook, Gen. Alexander McD., 11. 426 
McCook, Gen. Robert L., killed, n. 6 
McCormack, George, on A. L., ra. 381 
McCormick, Cyrus H., 1. 28, 471; ra. 
250 

McCormick-Hussey case, 1. 88, 276, 442, 

McCullagh, J. B., n. 502; ra. 426 
McCulloch, Hugh, Sec. of the Treas ra. 
115* 594; iv. 90-91, 263-67, 297; apptd, 
108; on A. L., hi. 308; por., iv. 125 
McCullough, Fanny, A. L. letter to, 1. 
6 17; and sister Nanny, 618 


McCullough, John, actor, 11. 318; iv. 300- 
01; por., n. 245 

McCullough, Col. William, killed, 1. 617-18 
McCunn, Judge John H., n. 363 
McDonald, Sen. Joseph Ewing, 11. 159 
McDonough, John, actor, in. 442; A. L. 
and, 445 

McDougall, James A., Sen., 1. 34, 302, 314, 
325, 459; 111. 174, 404; iv. 77; por., ra. 275 
McDowell, Gen. Irvin, 1. 289, 293, 301-05, 
327, 418-19, 438, 473 - 75 * 490 * 5 i 5 * 5 2 7 ~ 28 * 
534; n. 234; hi. 303; court of inquiry for, 

I. 545, illus. (note), 11. 235 
McDowell, James F., MC, ra. 172 
McFarland, Serg. John H., 11. 159 
McGuflfey readers, 1. 102 

McHenry, Fort, Md., 1. 279-80, 300, 327; 

II. 61, 128; ra. 453 
Machiavelli, Niccollo, ra. 129, 242 
Machinery, increase of, 1. 11 
Mcflvaine, Bp. Charles P., iv. 127, 406 
Mclndoe, Walter D., MC, 111. 172 
McIntosh, candidate for collector, n. 53 
McKaye, Col. James, to A. L., ra. 400 
Mackenzie, Dr. Robert Shelton, 11. 35 
McKibben, Jere, ra. 464-65 
McKinley, Rectma, 1. 444 

McKinney, John F., MC, ra. 172 
McKinstry, Gen. Justus, 1. 424 
Mackintosh, Sir James, 11. 204-05 

McLean, Justice John, death of, 11. 65, (ref. 
to), 528 

McLean, Washington, iv. 130-32 
McLean house, Appomattox, (Maj. Wil- 
mer, CSA ), iv. 199-202; illus., 200, 202 
McManus, Edward, doorman, 11. 217-18 
Macmillan's Magazine, London, 11. 280 
McMullen, Rev. J. W. T., on J. Davis, h 
34 

Macon, Ga., (’64), ra. 626-27 
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Macon (Ga.) Chronicle , i. 165 
Macon (Ga.) Confederate , m. 627 

(Ga.) Telegraph, on Gen. Sher- 
man, hi. 619 

McPheeters, Rev. Dr. Samuel B., m 156, 
304; A. L. on, 410 

McPherson, Edward, MC, 1. 397, 606; n. 
502; in. 426 

McPherson, Gen. James B., 11. 117, 391, 
431, 487, 54 1 ? 547; killed, in - x 4 6 » 

Thad Stevens to, 11. 562; por., m. 499 

McPike, Henry G., Andrew to, n. 567 
McRae, Colin, CSA, 1. 255 
MacVeagh, Wayne, 11. 463-65, 475; Chase 
to, 631 

MacWaters, George S., policeman, iv. 347 
Madison, Dorothy (“Dolly”) Payne Todd 
(Mrs. James), 11. 208 

Madison, James, 4th Pres. USA, 1. 90; in. 

131; A. L. ref. to, 1. 41-42 
Magoffin, Beriah, Gov. of Kentucky , 1. 

227; on A. L., 32, 347 
Magrath, Rev. F. M., A. L. to, n. 44 
Magruder, Gen. John B., CSA, 1. 232, 
525; n. 418 

Mahan, Alfred T., on A. L. and J. Davis, 
11. 386-87 

Mahoning Sentinel, Youngstown, Ohio, 11. 

618; plant destroyed, 111. 57-58 
Mahony, Rev. Francis S. (“Father 
Prout”), 11. 313 

Mail: captured on blockade-runners, 1. 
656-60, service suspended, 233, 261; in. 
140 [280 

Maine, 11. 348; 111. 69, 83-85, 93, 171, 245, 
Major, Minor, CSA, m. 610 
Malet, Edward B., on A. L., n. 227-28 
Mallory, Robert, MC, 111. 172-73? 493 “ 94 *> 
iv. 12 

Mallory, Stephen R., Conf. Sec . of the 
Navy, 1. 240; por., 297 


Maltby, Col. Charles, n. 268 
Malvern (steamer), A. L. on the, iv. 176- 
82 

Malvern Hill, Va., C62), 1. 525-26; A. L. 
on, hi. 517 

Manassas, Va., A. L. on, 1. 309. For battle 
of, see Bull Run. 

Manchester, Eng., workingmen of, A. L. 
to, 11. 23-24; hi 259 

Manchester (Eng.) Guardian, on A. L., 1. 
212 

Manly, Rev. Dr. Basil, CSA, prayer of, 1. 7 
Mann, A. Dudley, CSA, and Pius IX, 11. 
506-07 

Mann, Horace, hi. 75; A. L. to the widow 
of, 405 

Mann, Mary, Mrs. Hawthorne on, m. 385 
Manning, Rev. Jacob M., on A. L., iv. 363 
Mansfield, Gen. Joseph K. F., 1. 488; killed, 
550, (ref. to), 613; iv. 354 
Marble, Manton M., 11. 581; on A. L., in. 
55 

Marcy, Daniel, MC, hi. 172 

Marcy, Gen. Randolph B., 1. 320, 492, 498; 

por., frontispiece 
Maretzek, Max, 11. 318, 620 
Margrave (real name Rhett?), Col., CSA 
conspirator, 111. 438-39 
Marietta, Ga., (’64), in. 152 
Markland, Col. Absalom H., 11. 549; in. 
631, 634, iv. 161 

Marks, Rev. (Edward S.?), chaplain, 1. 
495 

Marlborough, John Churchill, duke of, n. 
89; hi. 628 

Marshall, Col. Charles, CSA, iv. 201 
Marshall, Lt. Col. Louis H., 1. 531 
Marshall, Samuel S., n. 157 
Marryat, Frederick, rv. 308 
Marshall House, Alexandria, Va., picture 
of the, 1. 264 
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Martin, George, R.R. engineer, rv. 405 
Martin, Henri, 11. 510 
Martin, Jose Maria, sentenced to death, 11. 
64 

Martin, Rev. William, CSA } iv. 84 
Marvin, James M., MC, in. 172 
Marx, Karl, 1. 380, 11. 4-5; to A. L., hi. 

579-80; on A. L., 11. 5 
Maryland, 1. 70-71, 227, 231, 259, 261, 279, 
296, 348, 378, 506, 549, 584, 586; 11. 99, 
102, 336, 346, 412, 414, 451, 482-83; m. 35- 
36, 92, 220, 275, 430; emancipation m, 
126, 400, 456, 563, 572; iv. 14; delegation 
from, hi. 572; Legislature, 1. 273-76, 330; 
11. 645; in. 255, 594 

Mason, James M., CSA, 1. 359-69; m. 290, 
396; por., 1. 330 
Mason, Jeremiah, 1. 1 14; iv. 76 
Massachusetts, 1. 28, in, m. 84, 92-94, 180- 
81, 563; delegations from, 1. 185; 6th reg- 
iment, 228-29, 235, 275; Legislature, 624; 
11. 566-67; Sumner on, iv. 78; A. L. on, 
hi. 449 

Massanutton Mountain, Va., (’64), in 296 
Massey, Rev. Mr., dismissed from his 
church, iv. 357 

Matthews, John, actor, iv. 327, 334 
Matthews, W. T., painter, por. of A. L., 
n. 21 

Maury, Com. Matthew F., CSA , n. 141 
Maximilian, emperor of Mexico, 1. 655; n. 
395-96; hi. 13; iv. 30-31, no. See also 
France and Mexico. 

Maxwell, Robert A., crank, 11. 425-26 
May, Rev. Samuel J., Jr., 1. 3; m. 75; on 
A. L., 11. 414-15 

Maynard, Horace, MC, 1. 13-14, 20; n. 178, 
429; hi. 79-80, 84, 95; por., 275 
Mays, William J., private, in. 39-40 
Mazzini, Giuseppe, 11. 384 
Mazzoleni, Francesco, n. 318 
Meade, Gen. George A., n. 91, 94-95, 98, 


102-03, 121, 339-58, 380, 427, 436-43, 446, 
455, 460, 462, 472, 5I4 -i 5 , 521, 545, 55I) 
553; hi. 47, 50, 52-64, 155-56, 219, 287, 
293 - 94 , 47 ^ 478 , 498 , 518-19; iv. 36, 46, 
123, 142-45, 148, 203-05, 215, word por. 
of, 1. 334; heads the Army of the Po- 
tomac, n. 102-03, 336*» removal urged, 
545; wife of, m. 210; iv. 143, (letters to, 
included m other headings) ; C. A. Dana 
on, m. 63, on Grant, 11. 545, m. 220; on 
A. L., 210, 335-36; A. L. on, 11. 334, 354- 
55; hi. 517; pors., 1. frontispiece; 11. 372 
Meade, Lt. Robert L., USN, 11. 30 
Meade, Robert W., n. 30 
Meagher, Gen. Thomas F., 1. 629; 11. 515; 
m. 75 

Meconkey, Mrs. Sarah B., A. L. to, 111. 46 
Medary, Sam, n. 3, 134, 165; m. 583; on 
A. L., 11. 527; hi. 390-91. See also Crisis . 
Medill, Joseph, 1. 60, 149, 351, 571, 637, 
651; 11. 31, 190-91, 520, 532; hi. 187-88; 
on Grant, 11. 536; on A. L., 536, 571-72; 
iv. 218. See also Chicago Tribune . 
Medill, Maj. William H., killed, n. 290 
Meek, Rev. J. B., n. 223 
Meigs, Capt., 1. 197-99 
Meigs, Quartermaster Gen. Montgomery 
C., 1. 425, 430, 438, 480, 533-34; n. 55; in. 
276, 356, 364; and A. L.’s death, iv. 292 
Meissonier, Jean L. E., 1. 183; n. 609 
“Melton,” (Melton Prior), in. 343-45 
Melville, Herman, 1. 375; m. 299; on A. L., 
1. 375; iv. 345 

Memmmger, Christopher Gustavus, Sec. 

of Treas., CSA , 1. 201, 239-40; por., 297 
Memphis, Tenn., A* L. on, 1. 309 
Memphis (Tenn.) Appeal, on A. L., 1. 329 
Memphis (Tenn.) Avalanche, 1. 568 
Memphis (Tenn.) Bulletin, 11. 18 1 
Menken, Adah Isaacs, (Dolores Adios 
Fuertes; Mrs. A. I., Mrs. J. C. Heenan, 
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and Mrs. R. H. Newell), in. 364; por., 
370 

Menken, Alexander Isaacs, m 364 
Mercer, Capt. Samuel, USN, 1. 197-98 
Mercier, Henri, French Minister, 11. 66, 
208, 214, 462; in. 349, 664 
Mercury, Edinburgh, on A. L., n. 331-32 
Meredith, George, ref. to, 1. 293 
Meriden, Ct., A. L.’s ’60 speech at, 1. 4-5 
Meridian, Miss., C64), n. 541 
Meridian (Miss.) Clarion , on A. L.’s assas- 
sination, iv. 342 
Merlin, 1. 170 

Merriam, William H., iv. 180-81 
Mernmac (frigate), CSA, 1. 479-80; m. 187; 
and the Monitor, 1. 481-83, 487-88; 11. 
241; illus., 1. 482 (fight); cane made from 
the, 11. 388 

Merry-man, Lt. John, 1. 279; A. L. on, n. 
47-48 

Mesopotamia, in. 130 
Messages of Lincoln: on habeas corpus, 1. 
281; July, ’6 1, 290-91, 295-98; December, 
’6 1, 377-82; on the Cameron contracts, 
452-53; December, ’62, 618-23; n. 192-93, 
(comment) 330-33; December, ’63, 480- 
85; on the draft, hi. 169-70; December, 
’64, 630-31, (illus.) 632, 651; on the 
Hampton Roads conference, iv. 62-65 
Methodist Church, 1. 220, 310, 559; hi. 163; 
numbers of the, 1. 257; delegations from 
the, in. 224, 370-71; A. L. on the, 224, 
371, (illus.; letter) 372 
Methusaleh, m. 506 

Metropolitan Record, N. Y. City, 1. 568; 
11. 138, 494, 508; in. 251; on A. L., 11. 138, 
490; hi. 303 

Mexican War (1842), A. L. and the, 1. 15, 
(speech) 291; 11. 560; in. 193 
Mexican War speech, A. L.’s, (1848), 1. 15, 
291; 11. 146; m. 193 

Mexico: relations of the USA with, 1. 159, 
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180; hi. 82, 608, 660; iv. 40; J. Davis and, 
30-33, 39-42, 46, Minister to, 1. 159. See 
also France and Mexico 
Meyerbeer, Giacomo, n. 4 
Miami (steamer), 1. 487, 11. 278, 288, 312 
Michael, Archangel, 11. 594 
Michelangelo, 1. 57; 11. 277, 496 
Michigan, 1. 610; hi. 275, 280; Legislature, 

l. 425; 11. 645 

Michigan City, Ind., A. L.’s funeral train 
at, iv. 408 

Middle Division, Union Army, hi. 235 
Middle West, 1. 618-19; 11. 590; iv. 18 
Middleton, D. W., clerk, por., in. 604 
Middleton, George, MC, hi. 172 
Middletown, Va., (’64), m. 297 
Midshipmen, cartoon, in. 320 
Miles, William P., MC, CSA, on A. L., iv. 
488 

Mill Springs, Ky., (’63), n. 435 
Milledgeville, Ga., (’64) , m. 626-27 
Miller, Dr., at Douglas’s, 1. 268; Seward’s 
physician, 179 

Miller, Rev. Benjamin R., chaplain, in. 445 
Miller, Joaquin (Cincinnatus Heine), in. 
364 

Miller, Joe (Joseph or Josias), n. 578, 589; 

m. 194, 302, 31 1 

Miller, Samuel A., MC, CSA, on A. L., 11. 
488-89 

Miller, Samuel F., MC, hi. 172, 534 
Miller, Justice Samuel Freeman, in. 587; 
por., 604 

Miller, William H., MC, in. 172; iv. 10-11 
Milliken’s Bend, (’63), n. 124 
Milroy, Gen. Robert H., 11. 346; hi. 455-56 
Mills, Clark, sculptor. See Jackson, An- 
drew, statue of; U. S. Capitol, Liberty, 
statue of. 

Mills, Judge Joseph T., in. 211-12; on 
A. L., 212 
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MiHson, John S., MC, i. 19 
Miltiades, 11. 492 

Milton, John, 1. 101, 253; n. 383-84, 579; 
iv. 308, 381 

Mimicry, A. L.’s, m. 333-35 
Miner, Rev. Alonzo A., on Wilkes Booth, 
iv. 361 

Minnegerode, Rev. Charles F. E., CSA, n. 
531; iv. 172 

Minnesota, 1. 610, 614-15; n. 645; m. 275, 
280 

Minnesota (warship), 1. 479, 481, 487 
Minott, George, iv. 251 
Missionary Ridge, Tenn., (’63), 11. 478 
Mississippi, 11. 75, 156-57, 486, 514; se- 
cedes, 1. 21 1, in the Emancipation Proc- 
lamation, 11. 18, bonds repudiated, 

11. 512-14; opposes CSA congress, in. 
625 

Mississippi Delta , on A. L., 1. 77-78 
Mississippi River, i. 11, 21, 47, 460, 475, 492, 
511; 11. 71-73, 93, 106, no-11, 174, 436; 

m. 10, 12, 608; iv. 18; occupied by the 
USA , n. 348, 379, 446; hi. 229; iv. 23, 
410; A. L. on the, n. 73, 381, 482; in. 
257; Sherman on the, n. 116, 541 

Mississippi Valley, 1. 271; A. L. on the, n. 
306 

Missouri, 1. 227, 261, 296, 309, 336-51, 378, 
424, 568, 586; 11. 63, 72, 396-411, 414, 
452, 482-83, 485-88, hi. 20, 22, 35, 81, 
83-84, 220, 266, 275, 280, 291, 647, iv. 
100-01; conscription in, 1. 423-24, eman- 
cipation in, 11. 402; iv. 8, delegations 
from, n. 399, 401-09, 640; iv. 217; recon- 
struction in, in. 648 

Missouri Compromise (1820), 1. 247, 362; 

n. 284 

Missouri Democrat , St. Louis, 1. 464, n. 54, 
397, 404; hi. 23; McClemand’s letter in 
the, 11. 431; on A. L., 487 
Missouri Republican, St. Louis, 11. 524; on 
Banks, in. 13-14 


EX 

Mitchel, Gen. Ormsby M., (“Old Stars”), 
ir. 6-7, death of, 7, por., 20 
Mitchell, slave-dealer, 1. 383 
Mitchell, Maggie, (Margaret Julia), ac- 
tress, 1. 53; por., 209 
Mitchell, Mary B., nurse, 1. 551 
Mobile, Ala., (’64), hi. 192; illus., 192 
Mobile (Ala.) Advertiser , 1. 260, on A. L., 
22 5 

Mobile (Ala.) Register, on R. E. Lee, m. 
614 

Mohammedans. See Koran. 

Moir, Capt. James, (Eng.) , 1. 359-60 
Molly Maguires, 11. 156 
Monarchy. Old Man Blair on, iv. 31; A. L, 
on, 1. 380, Southerners on, 379-80 
Monday’s Hollow, Mo. (’6i), 1. 349 
Monitor (ironclad), 1. 480, 483-85; and the 
Merrimac, 481-83, (ref. to) 1. 487-88; 
11. 241; iv. 375; A. L. on the, 485; cane 
made from, 11. 388, illus., 1. 482; picture 
of the crew of, 489 
Monitor, for bank clerks, n. 191 
Monocacy, Md., (’64), m. 139 
Monroe, Fortress, Va., A. L. visits, 1. 486- 
89; m. 308 

Monroe Doctrine, n. 395, 652; ra. 82, 585, 
608, iv. 30-31, no, 1 14 
Montana (Montano) Territory, m. 648 
Montgomery, Ala., CSA, capital, 1. 53 
Montgomery (Ala.) Advertiser, on A. L., 
1. 135 

Moody, Col. (Rev.) Granville, 11. 552 
Moody, S. B., and wife, A. L. to, 11. 47 
Moore, Andrew B., CSA, Gov . of Ala- 
bama, 1. 61 

Moore, Eben, Browning on, m. 276 
Moore, Mrs. M. B., CSA, 11. 146-47 
Moore, Thomas, poet, A. L. and, m. 16 
Moorhead, James K., MC, h. 542; m. 172; 
and A. L., 1. 606-07; So 
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Moravian Church supports A. L., m. 376 
Morehead, Charles S., 1. 94-97, 196, 331-32; 
arrested, 11. 154 

Morgan, Edwin D., Governor of New 
York , later Sen ., 1. 53-54, 232, 426-27, 
452; 11. 369, 480, 645; hi. 76, 78, 105, 
no-n, 174, 5°7“°9; IV » 5 2 > I0 7; por«, 84 
Morgan, George D., and A. L., 1. 452 
Morgan, Gen. George W., 1. 333 
Morgan, Gen. John H., CSA , 1. 574, 111. 78, 
495, 497; killed, 231, (ref. to) 61 1, A. L. 
on, 231; por. (with his wife), 11. 436 
Morgan, John Pierpont, banker, 1. 428; n. 

377, 608; in. 123-24 
Morgan, Matt, cartoon by, n. 129 
Morning Chronicle, London, on A. L., 1. 
362 

Morrill, Justin S., MC, 1. 23; ra. 172; tariff 
of, 1. 284; 11. 580 

Mornll, Lot M., Sen., 11. 238; m. 85, 92-93, 
174; iv. 57, 254 

Morris, Clara, actress, on Wilkes Booth, 
iv. 314-15 

Morris, Daniel, and James R., MC, m. 172 
Morris, Robert, 11. 601 
Morris Island, S. C. (’63), n. 93 
Morrissey, John, A. L.’s story on, in. 332 
Morrison, Col. William Ralls, MC, 1. 612; 
ni. 172, 489 

Morse, Lt. Charles F. (?), and A. L., 11. 231 
Morse, Freeman H., consul, n. 519 
Morse, Samuel F. B., n. 134; on A. L., 141 
Morton, Oliver P. (H. P. T.), Governor 
of Indiana, 1. 40-41, 590, 625; 11. 31, 157- 
58, 301, 466; in. 22, 177, 213, 274, 281-83, 
483, 524, 589; iv. 394, 407; por., hi. 403 
Morton, L. P., Bums & Co., n. 518 
Morton, Camp, Ind., in. 484 
Mosby, Gen. John S., CSA, m. 235, 527; 
por., 11. 436 

Moscow, Napoleon and, ni. 618 
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Moses, 1. 144, 577; in. 232, 250, 262, 379; w. 
3 < 53 > 3 < 55 . 377 

Motley, John Lothrop, 1. 174, 314, 574; 11. 
491; hi. 576, 604-05; on A. L., n. 279, 327; 
on Mrs. A. L., 253; por., hi. 179 
Mount Sterling, Ky., (’64), hi. 78 
Mount Vernon (Ohio) Democratic Ban- 
ner, 11. 1 61 

Mountain Dep’t, 1. 421, 501 
Mower, Gen. Joseph A., iv. 82 
Mozart, Wolfgang Amadeus, iv. 1 17 
Mud, cartoon on, 1. 633 
Mudge, William, private, in. 68 
Muggins, Pete, assassination threat, iv. 323; 

lllus. (letter), 324 
Muldraugh’s Hill, Ky., (’62), 11. 244 
Mulligan, Col. James A., 1. 349, 617 
Mumford, William B., CSA, n. 69-70 
Munitions, 1. 276, 475; A. L.’s interest in, 
11. 293 

Munson & Keys, Herndon to, illus., 1. 370 
Murat, Marshal Joachim, 11. 87 
Murdoch, James E., public reader, n. 315; 
hi. 298, 532 

Murdock, Victor, in. 304 
Murfreesboro, Tenn., (’62), n. 5-6; A. L. 

on, 381; (’63), 420 
Murphy, Maj. Frank, m. 19 
Murphy, Isaac, in. 18-20 
Murphy, Patrick, customhouse, n. 55 
Murray, Robert, indicted, hi. 58 
Music, instrumental, 1. 139, 335; n. 88, 272; 

in. 84; iv. 194, 208-09, 41 1 
Myers, Amos and Leonard, MC, 111. 172 
Myers, G. A., lawyer, iv. 180 

Nabuco de Araujo, Joaquin, on A. L., iv. 

383 

Nadal, Ehrman S., hi. 406-07; on A. L., 
407 

Napoleon I, emperor of the French, 1. 101, 
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140, 294, 315-19, 325, 445, 463, 466, 
509, 527, 529, 656; 11. 79, 87, 89, 172, 204, 
279, 327, 386, 458-59, 492, 535, 590, 606, 
hi. 10, 131, 344, 533, 618, 628; iv. 242, 318, 
369, 376-77, 407 

Napoleon III, emperor of the French, 1. 
314, 600; n. 35, 66-68, 71, 394, 480, 508, 
509; hi. 607, 661; iv. 20, 30-31, 175, 374; 
A. L. on, 11. 395-96; cartoon, 525, iv. 19. 
See also France and Mexico. 

Napoleon, Prince (“Plon-plon”), 1. 318; n. 
510 

Nasby, Petroleum V. (D. R. Locke), 11. 
52-53, 241; m. 188-89, 2 74» 35°, 353“56, 
364; iv. 55, 61, 270; A. L. and, 111. 364-65, 
482-83; on A. L., 355-56; iv. 404-05; A. L. 
on, hi. 356; iv. 124; on Sherman, 61; 
por., hi. 370 

Nashville, Tenn. (’63), in. 229; (’64), 
637-38 

Nashville (Tenn.) Times , on A. L., 11. 583 
Nashville (Tenn.) Union , 1. 61 1 
Nassau, W. I., 1. 654 

Nast, Thomas, ra. 671-72; cartoons by, 1. 
136, 164; iv. 15 

Nat Turner rebellion, 1. 522, 588; n. 14, 505 
Natchez, Miss. (’62), 1. 511 
Natchitoches, La. (’64), 111. 13 
National Bank Act (’63), 11. 191-93, 296; 

m. 600; A. L. on the, 647 
National Equal Rights League, hi. 263 
National Union Party National Conven- 
tion, ’64. See Baltimore convention. 
Naturalization, A. L. on, n. 481 
Nebraska: Territory, 1. 32; State, in. 3 
Necker, Jacques, m. 113 
Negley, Gen. James S., 11. 430 
Negro troops, 1. 220; 11. 179-80, 399, 417-20, 
5°5> 55 h 577; m * 61, i2i, i79“86, 189, 257, 
263; IV. 86; urged, 1. 172, 291, 313, 435“3 6 , 
443-44, 561, 579; n. 172; in action, 124, 
180-82, 443, 482; killed at Fort Pillow. 


in. 38-40, Grant on, n. 417; A. L. on, 1 
435, 57 2 , 581, n. 20, 71-73, 177-80, 185, 
222, 410, 482, 505, 526, hi. 20, 42, 49, 61, 
210-12, iv. 1 13, Southerners on North- 
ern, 11 179; hi. 488; cartoons, 181, 654, 
photograph, iv 180 

Negro troops, the CSA and. urged to 
adopt, 11. 417, m. 293, considers, n. 27- 
28; 111. 613; iv. 18; adopts, 136; the CSA 
gives orders about Union, 11. 179-80, 
4i7 

Negroes, slave labor of, 1. 11-12; hatred 
of, 356, n. 418, in 40, 263, 269, iv. 217-18; 
killed in N. Y. draft riots, n. 360-61; on 
and to A. L., or A. L. on, 1. 574-77, 
620-21; 11. 21, 27, 87, 127, 298, 419-20, 
561, hi. 10, 61, 224, 266, 400-05, 549, 625, 
673; iv. 176-79, 268, 353, 37 5, 379, 391, 
395; Seward on, 1. 415; Gen. Sherman 
and, hi. 178-79, 625; cartoons, 1. 15; 11. 
367; pictures of, 1. 16, (cabins) n. 11 
Negroes, freed, n. 419-20; future of the, ir. 
184, 504-05; iv. 67; colonization of, pro- 
posed, 1. 153, 564, 574-76, 578, 591-92, 
620-21, 11. 184, 298, 517, 652; m. 96; iv. 
26; as laborers, 1. 620; 11. 127, 413, civil 
rights for, 1. 384, 579; 11. 180, 416, 559, 
575; hi. 12, 17, 127, 263-66, 401; iv. 5, 68- 
71, 193, 216-18, 231-33, 235-36, 251, 264, 
(lllus., letter) in. 401; education for, 1. 
579; 11. 419; National Convention of, 
hi. 262-66; Democrats and (circular), 
264; illus, cartoons, 1. 9; 11. 27, 367; 
iv. 372. See also Douglass, Frederick; 
Truth, Sojourner. 

Neil, workman, arrested, iv. 348 
Neill, Rev. Edward D., chaplain, 11. 309; 
hi. 244, 378, 534-35; iv. 37-38, 250, 260, 
267 

Nelson, Homer A., MC, iv. 12 

Nelson, Justice Samuel, 1. 202; in. 587; iv. 
90; por., m. 604 

Nelson, Thomas A. R., MC, m. 172; A. L, 
and, 495 
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Nelson, Lt. Com. (later Gen.) William, 
i. 273 

Nero, hi. 369 

Nesmith, James W., Sen., 1. 164-65, 189, 
in. 174; iv, 6 

Nevada: Territory, 1. 32, 379; State, in. 
3"5i 27 5, 648; iv. 7 

New Almaden mine, n. 613-17, m. 318 
New American Cyclopaedia . See Apple- 
ton's Annual Cyclopaedia . 

New England, 1. 10, 12, 113-14, 610, 611; 
11. 10, 126, 157, 173, 381; m. 69, 88, 92- 
93, 169, 275, 585; iv. 18; and slavery, 1. 
397; the South on, n. 491. See also names 
of States. 

New Granada, C. A., 1. 576 
New Hampshire, n. 156, 645; 111. 83, 280 
New Haven, Conn., 11. 348; A. L.’s ’60 
speech at, hi, 399 

New Hope Church, Ga., (’64), in. 153 
New Jersey, 1. 586; 11. 156, 336, 381, 452; 
m. 85, 92, 275, 280, 568; iv. 9; Legisla- 
ture, on A. L., 11. 645 
New Market Road, Va., (’62), 11. 335 
New Mexico Territory, 1. 310, 335; n. 
63-64 

New Milford, Ohio, A. L.’s funeral train 
at, iv. 407 

New Nation, N. Y. City, 111. 71 
New Orleans, La., 1. 422, 471, 51 1, 627, 
6 55; 11. 179, 514; iv. 69-70; taken and oc- 
cupied (’62), 1. 475-76; 11. 69-72, 75, 107- 
08, 149; m. 229, 672; iv. 23; in the Eman- 
cipation Proclamation, 11. 15, 18 
New Orleans Delta, iv. 16; on A. L., 1. 224. 

See also Mississippi Delta; True Delta . 
New Orleans Era, 111. 273 
New Orleans Picayune, 1. 225; on A. L., 
230 

New Paltz, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train at, 
iv. 401 
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New Paris, Ohio, A. L.’s funeral train at, 

iv. 407 

New South , Port Royal, S. C., 11. 444 

New York Avenue Presbyterian Church, 
Washington, D. C., picture of the, iv. 
268 

New York: Chamber of Commerce, 1. 87, 
484; n. 68; Stock Exchange, 1, 137; hi. 
59, 124; iv. 46, 210; Workingmen’s Dem- 
ocratic Republican Ass’n., n. 653 

New York City, 1. 10, 28, 55-56, 182-83, 
234, 506; hi. 71; iv. 2io-ii; proposal to 
make a Free City, 1, 55-56; committee 
from, n. 193-94; foes in, in. 610; A. L. 
at (’61), 1. 56-65; (illus.) 56, 59; his fu- 
neral at, iv. 395-400, (pictures of) 398, 
405b; pictures of the city, I. 16; m. 114. 
See also Draft riots. 

New York Commercial Advocate, in. 531- 
32; on J. B. Booth, Sr., iv. 305-06 

New York Courier and Enquirer, n. 34, 
637 

New York Daily News, 1. 56, 215-16, 331; 
11. 494; m. 251; on A. L., 1. 137; n. 361 

New York Day Book, n. 361, 377; on 
A. L., 132 

New York Evening Post, i. 182, 351, 385- 
86, 440, 573, 610-11; 11. 502, 618; in. 124, 
203, 216, 425-26, 459; on A. L., 1. 458; 
n. 268-69, 382, 494-95, 568, 589, 640; in. 
102-03, 195-96, 221, 339, 406; iv. 267, 
See also Bryant, William Cullen. 

New York Express , 1. 216, 356, 586-87; 11. 
141-42, 282, 361, 377, 448-49, 494, 556, 
609, in. 426; on A. L., 11. 132; on Mrs. 
A. L., 256, 258-59. See also Brooks, 
James. 

New York Herald, 1. 12, 28, 33-34, 108, 
140, 194, 200-01, 21 5, 217, 233, 268-69, 
322, 325, 331-32, 35 I- 5 6 * 3 ^ 5 » 4 ° 7 , 43 < 5 » 
471, 497, 647; n. 113, 183, 229-30, 246, 
252, 255, 316, 318, 327, 409, 412, 452, 462, 
476, 515, 522, 536, 538-39, 548, 552-53, 
564, 578, 581, 584-86, 588-89, 594, 599, 
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605 , 610, 618, 622, 633, 638-39; nr. 54, 157, 
163, 247-48, 302, 345, 358, 364, 423-27, 
608; iv. 109-10, 1 56, 232, 347-48, 353; 
adv., 1. 372; 11. 448; hi. 176, 350 (A. L.); 
on the Review of the Army of the Po- 
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197, 209, 250, 252, 316-18, 327, 494, 578, 
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INDEX 


404-05; in. 249-50, 427; iv. 1 14; cartoons, 
1. 194; 11. 10 1. See also names of papers. 
American newspapers are usually listed 
under the names of the towns where 
they are published. Foreign papers are 
listed under their titles, not under the 
name of a town. 

Newton, Isaac, 11. 41, 48, 253; m. 589 
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Nichols, CSA guerrilla, m. 537 
Nichols, John W., guard, in. 440-41 
Nicolay, John G., sec. to Lincoln, passim 
from, 1. 21 to iv. 394; named consul to 
Paris, iv. 107, 255; on Grant, n. 544; on 
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Peabody & Morgan, bankers, in. 124-25 
Peace Conference C61), 1. 23, 85-90, 110, 
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Piatt, Col. Donn, 1. 34, 147, 345, 44 2 “43, 
445-46, 497, 501, 652; n. 21-22, 43, 277, 
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Pickens, Francis W., CSA, Gov . of South 
Carolina, 1. 191, 201-06, iii. 88; daughter 
of, killed, 61 1 

Pickens, Fort, question of holding, 1. 137, 
192-93, 198-200, 259; n. 108 
Pickett, Gen. George E., CSA, n. 339-42; 
hi. 512-13; iv. 165, 179; wife of, 20-21, 
i79 
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Pierce, Edward L., on A. L., n. 571; iv. 
224-25 

Pierce, Franklin, 14 Pres. USA , 1. 115, 152, 
164, 218, 247, 248, 398, 557; 11. 63, 321, 
362; hi. 156, 433; Nasby on, 355 
Pierce, William, arrested, 11. 154 
Pierpont (Pierpoint, Pierrepont), Francis 

H. , Gov . of Virginia , hi. 66, 181-82, 208, 
338, iv. 233-34, 263-64 

Pierrepont, Judge Edwards, 11. 151; hi. 57 
Pike, Frederick A., MC, m. 172-73 
Pike County ( 111 .) Free Press , 1. 36 
Pillage: Confederate, 11. 392; in. 623; 
Union, 11. 7, 1 16, (Sherman’s), m. 620- 
26, 631-34; iv. 83; Sherman on, hi. 621 
Pillow, Gen. Gideon J., CSA, 1. 466; iv. 24 
Pillow, Fort, Tenn. (’64), hi. 37-41; A. L. 
on, 41-42 

Pillsbury, Parker, in. 102; on A. L., n. 142 
Pilpay (Bidpai), iv. 380 
Pineton, Charles Alfred. See Chambrun. 
Pinkerton, Allan (“Maj. E. T. Allen”), 

I. 66-68, 70, 71, 76-77, 81, 326-27, 491, 
502-03, 525, 551, 596; m. 222; por., 1. 
592-93 

Piper, Edward, count, 1. 184 
Piqua, Ohio, A. L.’s funeral train at, iv. 
407 

Piracy. See Privateering and piracy. 

Pitt, William, 1st earl of Chatham, 11. 125, 
137 

Pittsburg Landing, Tenn. (’62), 1. 476-78 
Pittsburgh, Pa., A. L. speaks at (’61), 1. 
49-50 

Pittsburgh (Pa.) Chronicle , in. 353 
Pittsburgh (Pa.) Gazette , on A. L., 1. 384; 
11. 209 

Pius IX, pope, and the CSA, n. 66, 506-07, 
509; iv. 20 
Plato, 1. 1 13 
Platt, J. N., hi. 426 


EX 

Plays, 1. 53; hi. 441, 442, 445-46; iv. 261, 
312, 313, 329. See also Shakespeare, Wil- 
liam. 

Pleasant Hill, Mo. (’64), hi. 13 
Pleasant Valley, Ohio, A. L ’s funeral train 
at, iv. 407 

Pleasonton, Gen. Alfred, 11. 344, 354 
Plumly, Benjamin Rush, and Chase, 11, 
632; on Fremont, 1. 348-49 
Plutarch, 1. 57; n. 309; iv. 308 
Pocket veto, in. 134-35; r v. 66 
Poe, Edgar Allan, iv. 308 
Poindexter (John A. ? ), CSA, 11. 413 
Poland, 1. 238; 11. 174, 204, 522-24 
Poles in the war, 11. 89 
Policy, A. L. on his, 1. 54, 58, 21 1; it. 128, 
304, 395; hi. 663 

Polk, James K., nth Pres . USA , 1. 115, 
221, 402; 11. 561; A. L. on, 146; widow 
of, 149 

Polk, Trusten, expelled from Senate, 1. 
386; A. L. on, 300 

Pollard, Edward A., 11. 106, 401; sentence 
commuted, in. 535; on A. L., 11. 473 
Pomeroy, George L., A. L. on, 11. 48 
Pomeroy, Samuel C., Sen., 1. 592, 641, 646; 
11. 181-82, 646; m. 75, 174, 591; rv. 72; on 
A. L», 11. 648 

Pomeroy, Mrs. Rebecca, on A. L., in. 378- 
79 

Pomeroy, Theodore M., MC, in. 172 
Pomeroy Secret Circular, u. 646-52; in. 30, 
69, 390; text, 11. 647-48; A. L. on the, 650 
Pontius Pilate, 1. 247 
Pontoon bridge, picture of a, ii. 628 
Pony express, 1. 10-n, 93, 140 

Poole, Mrs. Ellie M. (alias Stewart), CSA 
spy, 1. 326 

Poore, Benjamin Perley, 1. 226-27, 232-33, 
372, 399, 497; n. 250, 322, 502, 533-34; hi. 
426 



INDEX 


487 


Pope, Gen. John, 1. 36, 169, 289, 475, 515, 
53 i- 45 » 55 2 ' 53 * 583* 595 * 601, 615, 625-26, 
n. 4* 33 < 5 > 54i* 602; hi. 50, 427; iv. 355, 
word por. of, 1. 515-16; relieved com- 
mand, 536, M. Blair on (and Judge 
Alexander Pope), 536, A. L, on, 535-36; 
por., 521 

Port Hudson, La. (’63), 11. 180 
Port Royal, Va. (’62), 1. 378; Whittier on, 
559 

Port Washington, Wis., draft riots in, 1. 506 
Porter (Union officers) , Mrs. A. L.’s cous- 
ins, 11. 199 

Porter, Adm. David D., 1. 197-200, 422, 
475, 489, 11. 44, 106-10, 120-21, 263, 346, 
348, 437; in. 14, 16, 655-56; iv. 23, 29, 
141, 146-48, 154, 156-58, 169-70, 176-82, 
194; por., 1. 361 

Porter, Gen. Fitz-John, 1. 489, 552, 553, 
596, 606; 11. 153, 536; in. 199-201; cash- 
iered, 545, 625-26; n. 28-29; por., 1. 
frontispiece, 521 

Porter, Gen. Horace, 1. 368; 11. 553, m. 60, 
515-16, 616, 637-38, 656; iv. 24, 122, 145- 
60, 163-66, 170, 199, 201; on A. L., hi. 

60- 62, 515; por., 499 
Portland, Me., 11. 348 

Portland (Me.) Advertiser, n. 140-41, 501; 

parody of “We are coming,” 448 
Portsmouth, N. H., n. 348, 368 
Portugal, Minister to, 1. 176; 11. 642 
Potts, Capt. John, in. 300, 463 
Poughkeepsie, N. Y.: A. L. at (’61), 1. 54- 
55; his funeral train at, iv. 401 
Powder, A. L.’s interest in, 11. 293; hi. 

61- 62 

Powell, Lazarus W., Sen., 1. 386; n. 150-51, 
556; in. 174, 493-945 66, 75-76; on 

A. L., 1. 300 

Powell, Lewis T. See Paine, Lewis. 

Powell, William H., painter, iv. 66 
Powers, Hiram, sculptor, A. L. on, n. 287 


Powers, Michael, m. 28-29 
Powhatan (warship), 1. 197-98 
Prayer, A. L. and, 111. 367, 378 
Prayers, for the President, 1. 274; 11. 157, 
502, 527-28; iv. 179, 225-26; at A. L.’s 
deathbed, 297; at his funeral, 390-91; in 
the CSA Congress, 1. 7; by J. Davis, 479; 
about J. Davis, 34; m the USA Con- 
gress, 295, 11. 502, 555; in. 365-69; at the 
Gettysburg ceremonies, 466-67; at a 
Methodist conference, 1. 220; in the 
Iowa Legislature, 11. 531; by Negroes, 

l. 577; n. 418-19, 530, 532; “Black Repub- 
lican,” hi. 267; in the Lincoln Catechism, 
2 68; “Prayer of Twenty Millions,” 1. 
566; parody on the Lord’s Prayer, 11. 

144 

Preetonus, Emil, in. 71; on Fremont, 1. 

341; 11. 402-03; m. 204 
Prentice, George D., m. 271 
Prentiss, Gen. Benjamin M., 1. 339 
Presbyterian Church- numbers of the, 1. 

257; delegations, n. 491; m. 370, 375-76 
Presentiments, A. L.’s, 11. 217. See also 
Death. 

Presidency, the* dual proposed, 1. 16; one 
term advocated for, 11. 570, 582-83, 652; 

m. 71, 254; Emerson on, 11. 628; A. L. 
on, 1. 133; 11. 175-76, 210, 237-39, 538, 
in. 206, 223, 260, 282, 348; iv. 7, 99; 
Sherman on, in. 659; possible candi- 
dates for, 1. 404; n. 195-97, 421, 450, 
536 , 5 < 5 7 * 570-7^1 5995 m. 84-85, 147, 201, 
228, 421. See also Butler, Gen. Benja- 
min F.; Chase, Samuel P.; Fremont, 
Gen. John C.; Grant, Gen. Ulysses S., 
McClellan, Gen. George B. 

Presse, La, Paris, on A. L., in. 652 
Preston, Gen. William, CSA , killed, iv 
84 

Pretty man, John S., on A. L., in. 204 
Price, Mrs. Abby H., Whitman to, 11. 275 
Price, Hiram, MC, ni. 172 
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Price, Gen. Sterling, CSA, r. 336; 11 156; 
hi 51, 303 

Prince, Carter E., private, in. 480-81; pic- 
ture of his bullet-pierced Bible, 11. 373 
Prior, Melton (“Melton”), m. 343-45 
Prisoners, military: Confederate, treatment 
of by USA, hi. 513, 641-43, iv. 27, 60, 
(A. L. on), in. 642; Union, treatment of 
by CSA , 640-43; exchange of, iv. 27; 
Union plans to use CSA, m fighting In- 
dians, iv. 133; A. L. on Union, in. 499, 
illus., (order concerning) 1. 508, (dis- 
charged) iv. 128; picture of CSA, 253 
Prisoners, political, 1. 330-33, 450-51; 11. 155 
Privateering and piracy, 1. 283, 285-87, 299; 
hi. 156 

Proclamations by Lincoln* calls for troops, 

I. 21 1, 492, 505; 11. 448, hi. 176, 653-55; 
Thanksgiving, n. 358-59, 446, 518, 111. 
46, 229-30; on habeas corpus, n 445; 
hi. 138; of Amnesty and Reconstruction, 

II. 483; on reconstruction, hi. 134; on a 
day of national humiliation and prayer, 
138; proposed, on emancipation, iv. 48, 
on desertion, 133; closing Southern 
ports, 214. See also Emancipation Proc- 
lamation. 

Profanity, A. L. and, 1. 303; 11. 86, 244; in. 
369-70; iv. 129 

Propaganda, 1. 224, 297; 11. 150; abolitionist, 

I. 559; Northern, 8-12, 268, 409; South- 
ern, 8-12 

Proue, Raphael, Fremont on, 1. 338 
Prout, Father (Francis Mahony), n. 313 
Proverbs (Bible), 1. 501 
Providence, R. I., 11. 348 
Providence (R. I.) Journal, m. 426; on 
A. L., 438; on the Gettysburg Address, 

II. 474 

Prussia, n. 68; relations of the USA with. 

1. 365; Minister to, 158 
Pruyn, John V. S. L., MC, 111. 28, 172 
Pruyn, Robert H., 1. 376 


Pryor, Roger A., CSA, 1. 26, 53, 206-07, 
209, 226, captured, in. 61 1, imprisoned, 
released by A. L., iv. 130-31, 179-80; 
wife of, 1. 25, iv. 132; on A. L., 344-45; 
por., 1. 1 13 

Psalms, iv. 1 14 

“Public Man,” diary of, 1. 64-65, 92-93, 99, 

1 14, 142, 149, 188; on A. L., 123, 174-75; 
on Stanton, 442 

“Public opinion baths” (A. L.), 11. 237 
Puerto Rico, W. I., in. 256 
Pugh, George E., Sen., 1. 15; 11. 450 
Pulaski, Fort, Ga., (’62), 1. 475 
Pumphrey, William P., slaveowner, hand- 
bill, 1. 576 

Punch, London, 1. 588, 11. 522-23, 579; 111. 
580-82, on A. L and the Czar, n. 522; 
on A. L.’s assassination, iv. 373-74; on 
Mrs. A. L., 11. 258, cartoons, 1. 138, 252, 
367, 546, 589; 11. 9, 67, 367, 523-24, HI. 
181, 581, 655; iv. in, 372 
Punctuation, A. L. on, 11. 309 
Pup tents, picture of, iv. 52 
Purcell, Abp. John B., 1. 220; n. 634 
Putnam, George P., Bayard Taylor to, 111. 
448 

Putnam's Magazine, on A. L., ill. 546-59 
Puterbaugh Judge Sabin D., A. L. on, 11. 
245 

Pygmalion, n. 579 
Pyrrhus, 1. 238 
Pythagoras, iv. 304 

Quakers: numbers in the USA , 1. 257; and 
A. L., 174, 570-71, 590-91, n. 83, 234-36; 
m. 377, 482; A. L. on, 224, 377 

Quantrell, William C., CSA guerrilla, 11. 
400-01; iv. 100 

Quarles, James, A. L.’s story of, m. 323 
Quicksilver mine. See New Almaden 


mine. 
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Quincy, Josiah, and A. L , n. 385-86 
Quitman, Gen. John A., CSA, 1. 245 

Rabelais, Francois, 1. 57; 11. 589 
Race question, the, 1. 10, 32, 290, 293; 11 
174 . i8 3 > 557 , 5 §i; hi. *6, 246, 255, 

267, 271; iv. 66. See also Negroes. 
Radford, William, MC , hi. 172; iv. 12 
Radical Democracy National Convention. 

See Cleveland convention. 

Raffeiner (Rafina), Very Rev. Fr. Stephan, 
1. 220 

Raho, Rev. Fr. Blaise, 11. 368 
Railroad men, A. L. and, 11. 296 
Rains, Gen. J. G., CSA, iv. 241 
Raleigh (N. C.) Banner , 1. 225 
Raleigh (N. C.) Standard plant burned, 

n. 392 

Raleigh (N. C.) State Journal , plant 
burned, 11. 392 
Ralston, William, 1. 444 
Ramsay, Gen. George D., hi. 277 
Ramsey, Alexander, Sen., in. 174 
Ramsey, (Wadsworth?), suicide, n. 446 
Rand, C. W., n. 613-14 
Randall, Alexander W., ex~Governor of 
Wisconsin, and A. L., in. 211-12 
Randall, Samuel J., MC, m. 172 
Randall, William H., MC, n. 555; m. 172 
Randolph, Dr. P. B., in. 263 
Raphael (Rafaello Sanzio), iv. 377 
Rathbone, Col. Henry R., iv. 262, 272, 
275-76, 281-82, 288, 402; por., 285 
Rathbura, Capt., in. 504 
Rawlins, Gen. John A., n. 542, 544; m. 
68, 144-45, 176, 218, 628; and Grant, n. 
117-18, 432, 538-39, 549-51, 610; hi. 145- 
46, 616-18; iv. 198; wife of, 11. 1 18; por., 
iv. 52 

Ray, Charles H., n. 503; on A. L., 1. 151 
Raymond, Henry J., 1. 179, 182, 352, 355, 
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403, ix. 66, 69, 75-77, 532, 636-38, 653; 
ni. 58, 81, 83-84, 209-17, 247, 387-89, 
507-09, 572; on A. L, 11. 488, 638-39; hi. 
2 i5-i6, 388, A. L. on, 11. 636, lllus. (en- 
dorsement), in. 510; cartoon, 11. 101; 
por., hi. 83. See also New York 
Times. 

Raymond, Capt. Rossiter W., 11. 577 
Read, Opie P., on A. L., m. 381 

Read, Thomas Buchanan, n. 309, 315-16; 
hi. 298 

Reading, poetess, Wilkes Booth on, iv. 318 
Reagan, John H., Postm. Gen . CSA, 1. 
240; por., 297 

“Rebellion” or “secession,” A. L. on, 1. 
296-97 

Reconstruction: Congress and, m. 125-36; 
iv. 60, 69-78, 221, 253-54; the Cabinet on, 
262-67; A. L. and, 11. 483-95, 574-75; in. 
9 -i8, 94 > 398 , 499 - 505 . 572 . 648-50, iv. 158, 
183, 189-90, 206, 214-25, 253-57, 263-67. 
See also Amnesty. 

Recruiting stopped (’62), 1. 491-92 
Rector, Henry M., Gov. of Arkansas, 1. 
227 

Red River expedition (’64), m. 12-14; 
blame for, 16 

Redpath, James, 1. 578; n. 504 
Reed, Col. Horatio B., A. L. on, 1. 373 
Reed, Rev. James A., on A. L., iv. 363 
Reid, John W., expelled from Congress, 

1. 386 

Reid, Whitelaw, n. 502-03; in. 24-25, 426; 

on A. L., 204, 237, 599; por., 115 
Regimental pets, in. 474 
Reisinger, Capt. James W. H., m. 479 
Religion, freedom of, 1. 299. See also 
Churches. 

Renan, Ernest, in. 302 
Reno, Gen. Jesse L., killed, 1. 613 
Republican party, 1. 32; make-up of the, 
20; origin of the name “Black,” 106 
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Republican Party (National Union) Na- 
tional Convention, ’64. See Baltimore 
convention. 

Resaca, Ga., (’64), m. 153, 231 
Resignation, A. L.’s: he suggests, 1. 543-44, 
580-81, 640-41; 11. 175, m, 115; the New 
York Herald suggests, 1. 12-13; Greeley 
suggests, 11. 196 

Revere, Gen. Paul Joseph, grandson of 
Paul, i. 324; killed, n. 343 
Revolution, A. L. on the right of, 1. 291; 
ii. 560; hi. 193 

Revue des deux mondes, Paris, in. 578 

Reynolds, Edwin R., 1. 47 

Reynolds, Gen. John F., n. 100; killed, n. 

342, 529, (ref. to) iv. 354 
Rhett, Robert Barnwell, CSA , 1. 5, 7, 8, 
107, 201, 209, 238, 245, 248, 250, 251, 
379-80; 11. 106, 124-25, 492, 508, 527-28; 
m. 574, 613; iv. 50, 200; por. 1. 17 
Rhinebeck, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral tram 
at, iv. 401 

Rhode Island, 1. 235; hi. 280; Legislature, 
11. 645 

Rhodes, Dr. O. H., 1. 268-69 
Rice, Alexander H., MC , in. 172, 460-61, 
508-11, 563; iv. 123-24 
Rice, Dan, m. 300 

Rice, Gen. Elliott W., A. L. on, n. 51 
Rice, John H., MC, in. 172 
Richards, A. C., sup’t of police, iv. 337 

Richardson, Albert D., 1. 139, 344; on 
A. L,, 214; 11. 1 13-14 

Richardson, Gen. Israel B„ m. 201; killed, 
1. 613 

Richardson, William A., Sen,, n. 157, 557, 
561; hi. 174; on A. L., 1. 305 

Richelieu, Armand Jean du Plessis, due 
de, cardinal, n, 176 
Richmond, Dean, n. 457, 580; m. 250 
Richmond, William W., to A. L., 1. 375 


Richmond, Ind., A. L.’s funeral train at, 
iv. 407 

Richmond (Ind.) Falladnmt, in. 207 
Richmond, Va.: made CSA capital, 1. 237; 
question of taking, 295 and passim to 
hi. 162, taken, iv. 174-75; A. L. on, 11. 
99, hi. 517; A. L. m, iv. 176-90 
Richmond (Va.) Dispatch, 1. 108, 260, 462; 

on A. L., 224; m. 101; on the North, 391 
Richmond (Va.) Enquher , 1. 326, 11. 96, 
343 1 3 50, 607-08; m. 624; iv. 23, 227; on 
A. L., 1. 137, 230, 588 

Richmond (Va.) Examiner, 1. 525; 11, 401, 
447; iv. 138, 227; on Old Man Blair, 29- 
30; on Butler, 24; on J. Davis, 28-30; on 
Grant and Butler, m. 100; on Lee, 1. 525; 
on A. L., 1 19, 230, 614, n. 20, 75, 449, 
489-90, 522; hi. 193-94; on the Gettys- 
burg Address, 11. 473; on Mrs. A. L., 
522. See also Pollard, Edward A. 
Richmond (Va.) Sentinel, on A. L., n. 
489; hi. 574-76 

Richmond (Va.) Whig, 11. 85, 417; in. 
643-44; IV - 23, 227-30; on A. L., 1. 224; 
iv. 346 (assassination); on Sherman, hi. 
630 

Riddle, Albert G., MC, 1. 92, 333, 372, 
434, 451; 11. 557; and Chase, m. 32-36, 
592-93, 600; Chase to, n. 651; on the 
Blairs, hi. 35; on Cameron, 1. 149-50; 
and A. L., 387; on A. L., 11. 197-98; m. 
36; on Stanton, 1. 442 
Riddle, George R., Sen,, 11. 557; hi. 174 
Ripley, Gen. Edward H., iv. 241-42 
Ripley, George, 1. 403; ii. 148 
River Queen (steamer), A, L. on the, iv, 
140-72, 185-95 

Rives, William C., CSA, iv. 230; and 
A. L., 1. 88, 90, 94, 97, 196 
Roanoke Island, N. C„ (’62), 1. 624 
Roanoke (warship), 1. 479 
Robbins, Rev. Chandler, on A. L., iv. 363 
Roberts, Col. George W., killed, n. 6 
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Roberts, John, Chase to, I. 177 
Robertson, Judge George, 11. 13 
Robespierre, Maximihen F. M. L de t il 
136, 409 

Robinson, Charles, Governor of Kansas , 1. 
37* 

Robinson, Charles D., to A. L., hi. 210-11 
Robinson, Serg. George T., Seward’s 
nurse, injured, iv. 290 
Robinson, James C., MC , hi. 172 
Robinson, Jeremiah, killed, 11. 364 
Roby, Charles O., private, CSA, in. 495 
Rochelle, Lt. de, CSA, hi 61 1 
Rochester, N. Y., A. L. speaks at C61), 

l. 52 

Rochester Democrat, m. 67 
Rock, John S, lawyer, hi. 263; iv. 65 
Rock Island, 111., CSA prisoners at, in. 
501-05; iv. 133 

Rockwell, Maj. Almon F., iv. 297 
Rodanez, J. B., m. 10 
Rodgers, Rev. Ravaud K., and A. L., hi. 
524-25 

Roest van Limburg, Dutch Minister, n. 69 
Rogers, Andrew J., MC, 11. 560; in. 172 
Rogers, Henry M., on A. L., 11. 58 
Romts, Joseph, assassination threat, illus., 
iv. 322 

Rollins, James S., MC, n. 485-86; m. 172; 
iv. 7-9 

Roman, J. Dixon, 1. 86 
Roman Catholic Church, 1. 220; n. 44, 
364-68, 413, 505-09; ra. 376; numbers of 
the, 1. 257 

Rome, ref. to ancient, 1. 257; n. 127, 135; 

m. 130, 263, 369, 407; A. L. monkey 
story, 11. 174 

Romero, Matias, n. 511; iv. 31 
Romilly, Sir Samuel, 1. 101 
Rooker, Thomas W., 1. 405 


Roosevelt, Robert B., hi. 280 
Roosevelt, Theodore, Sr., m. 280 
Root, George F., n. 594; in. 271 
Ropes, John C., J. C. Gray to, 1. 626; iv. 
339 

Rosecrans, Rt. Rev. Sylvester H., 11. 423; 
hi. 376 

Rosecrans, Gen. William S. (“Old Rosy”), 
1. 598; 11. 5-6, 74-75, 163-64, 422-36, 446, 
477, 515, 621, m. 20-22, 164, 369, 376, 
617, 635, 638, iv. 100; removal urged, 11. 
430-34; relieved of command, 434, 640; 
and the Presidency, 195-97, 421; hi. 421; 
insists on an oath, 11. 74, Grant on, iv. 
10 o; A. L. and, 11. 420-22, 430-34, 486-87; 
por., 372 

Ross, Alexander M., and A. L., 11. 34; in. 
433-34 

Ross, Lewis W., MC, in. 172; iv. 26 
Rost, Pierre A., CSA, 1. 239, 358 
Rothschild, House of, in. 241. See also 
Belmont, August. 

Rousseau, Gen. Lovell H., m. 85 
Rubery, Alfred, pirate, pardoned, in. 507 
Ruckel, Daniel E., A. L. on, in. 454 
Rue, Rev., 11. 184 

Ruffin, Edmund, CSA, 1. 209; in. 68 
Ruffin, Thomas, MC (later CSA), 1. 19 
Rummel, farmer, Gettysburg, 11. 342 
Russel, Judge Abraham D., hi. 57 
Russell, Benjamin B., 11. 386 
Russell, John Russell, first earl, 1. 282-83, 
362, 369, 659; 11. 23, 66, 519; m. 191; ,'iv. 
21, 175 

Russell, John, private, pardoned, m. 517- 
18 

Russell, Sir William Howard (“Bull 
Run”), 1, 161-62, 182-84, 192, 238, 243, 
292-93, 300-01, 363, 379-80; in. 345, 368; 
iv. 1 12; exiled, hi. 425; on J. Davis, 1. 
251-53; on A. L., h. 278-80; on Mrs 
A. L., 252-53 



INDEX 


49 2 

Russia, i. 158, 238; 11. 45-46, 482, 535; rv. 
62, 375-78; relations of, with the USA, 
v 180, 439-41; 11. 68, 520-26, hi. 449; 
(cartoons) 11. 523-25; Minister to, 1. 437- 
39; 11. 45-46; fleet of, visits the USA , 516, 
521-26 

Ryan, Gen., 1. 459 

Saccippi, Capt. Ajace, 1. 340 
Sack, Christiana A., A. L. to, m. 536 
Sacramento (Cal.) Union , 11. 62, 250, 502, 
534, 624; ra. 86, 169, 409, 426, iv. 1 15, 

2 55-56; on A. L., 11. 269; m. 568; iv. 102. 
See also Brooks, Noah. 

Sadducees, in. 379 

Sailors, USN, A. L. on, 1. 290; in. 98, 280 
St. Albans, Vt., bank robbery at, 111. 291 
St. Joseph (Mo.) Tribune, 11. 609 
St. Louis, Mo., 1. 333, 336, 424-25, 506; n. 
54; hi. 71 

St. Loms Courier, illus., handbill on A. L.’s 
assassination, iv. 343 
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Sanderson, Col. John P., 111. 21-22 
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227-33, 266, 273-75, 287-93, 301-n, 316, 
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Scovel, James M., and A. L., 11. 56; in. 
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626; iv. 28, 144; por., 11. 436 
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Sewall, G. E., to Sumner, n. 305 
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Seward, Frederick W., 1. 68-70, 73, 81, 91, 
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393 - 95 . 4 ° 6 . 4 I 3 > 4 2 6 . 43 °. 444 - 46 . 450, 
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414, 422, 448-49, 462, 470, 562, 566-67, 
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171, 214, 234, 238, 242, 297, 374, 392; 
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1. 141, 151, 155; removal urged, 538, 545, 
637-51; 11. 300, 399, 494; hi. 148, 238, 
318, 657; iv. 108; resigns, 1. 120, 140, 640, 
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iv. 175-76; accident to, 182, 195-96; as- 
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289-92, 298-99, 322, 334-35, (illus., re- 
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mails, 1 656-60; on the Emancipation 
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11. 43, 69, 221, 284, 287, 300; ra. 245, 514, 
566-67, iv. 298-99; A. L. on, 1. 13, 141, 
368, 399, 548, 643, 645; 11. 44, 86, 277, 
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529; m. 126, 575; Sumner on, 1. 99, and 
Weed, 140, 149, 177, 179, 353, 637; 11. 214, 
393, 526, m. 202, 217, 239, 244, 459, 589; 
iv. 107; illus., (notes) 1. 654, (signature) 
11. 19; m. 489; iv. 4; cartoons, 1. 178, 187; 
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Seymour, Horatio, Governor of New 
York , 1. 610; 11. 35, 151-52, 157, 163, 165, 
172, 198, 285, 336-37, 361-64, 369-7°, 37 5, 
377, 386, 391, 448, 466, 475, 488, 521, 559, 
580-81; hi. 56-57, 217, 229, 232, 244, 250- 
51, 265, 280, 288-89, 555, 569; on A. L., 
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por., 51 

Seymour, Thomas H., in. 228 
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Shaffer, Col. J. W., to Chase, m. 203 
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Shannon, Thomas B., MC, m. 172, 331 
Sharpe, Col. George H., in. 644 
Sharpsburg, Md. See Antietam. 

Shaw, Francis G., to A. L., n. 505 
Shaw, Col. Robert Gould, 11. 180; iv. 400; 

killed, 11. 443; ref. to, 505 
Shaw, W. B., hi. 426 
Shawneetown ( 111 .) Democrat , n. 109 
Sheldon, Lt., 1. 472 

Shellabarger, Samuel, MC, n. 60; in. 275, 
569; iv. 270; por., hi. 147 
Shenandoah Valley, 1. 260, 301, 304, 308, 
490, 491, 527-30, 550, 552; 11. 102, 339, 
441, 551; hi. 51, 84, 138, 150-52, 235-37, 
287, 293, 297-98, 415, 455, 672; iv. 136, 
146, 248 

Shephard, Julia A., saw A. L. shot, iv. 280, 
282 

Shepherd, Annie P., and Frank, private, 
m. 453 

Shepley, Gen. George F., iv. 180, 225-26 
Sheridan, Gen. Philip H., n. 6, 478-79, 
515, 550; hi. 49, 51, 63, 150-52, 156, 233- 
37, 242, 287-88, 293, 296-99, 383, 521, 573, 
637, 639, 672; iv. 29, 136, 146-48, 157, 
160, 164-66, 182, 185, 197-99, 205, 215, 
355; ride of, 297-99, (poems on) 298-99; 
A. L. on, 11. 550; in. 287, 298; Sherman 
on, 619; por., iv. 52 

Sherman, Ellen (Eleanor) Ewing (Mrs. 
W. T.), sees A. L., 1. 411-12 

Sherman, Francis G, 1. 612 
Sherman, Gen. Francis T., 1. 612 

Sherman, John, Sen., 1. 17, 171-72, 314, 
333, 478, 637, 639; 11. 290, 556, 604; m. 
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1 15, 174, 629, IV. 65, 156-57, 161, 216; 
and Chase, 111. 593-94; on Grant, 11. 547- 
48; on A. L., 1. 639; iv. 26, 56; A. L. on, 
11. 301, 588 

Sherman, Gen. William Tecumseh, 1. 3-4, 
20-21, 301, 303, 316, 328, 415, 425, 509; 
11. 112-13, 187, 388, 427, 431-32, 462, 
479 * 50 9 * 545 * 55 h 552, 560, 586, 592, 610; 
in. 16-17, 2 3-27» 3 1 * 37* 43* 63, 121, 128, 
152-53, 167, 175, 177-79, 184, 192, 222, 
2 37» 256-57* 283, 293, 299, 303, 457, 472, 
481, 569, 636, 641; iv. 14, 18-19, 21, 28-29, 
85, 112, 116, 137-38, 159, 168, 197, 205, 
209, 218, 249, 253, 265, 355; word por. of, 
11. 115-16; “insane,” 1, 329, 41 1; 11. 1 16; 
iv. 138; his wife protests his treatment, 
1. 411-12; at Shiloh, 476-77; takes and 
occupies Atlanta, in. 299, 614-15, 618, 
645-46, 672; march to the sea, 619-35, 
(ref. to), 644-45, 672; iv. 20, 137-38; 
and Georgia Governor, hi. 609-10; takes 
and occupies Savannah, 634-35, 639, 671- 
72; iv. 23-24, in South Carolina, 81-85; 
and the Presidency, 111. 147, 203, 237; and 
the ’64 election, 281-83; hears of A. L.’s 
assassination, iv. 342-43; army of, in. 
619-20, 630-31; iv. 81-82, 138-39, 158, 
(“lost”; Grant on) in. 628; (“lost”; A. L. 
on) 629-31; and Grant, 1. 478, 11. 109, 
1 14-15, 121, 391, 536-37, 54I-4 2 * 545-48; 
hi. 13-14, 45, 50-51, 145-47, 15 2, 154-54 
186, 217, 615-31, 619, 638, 640, 658-59, 
iv. 26, 144, 156-57, 167; A. L. and, 1. 
171-73, 289-90, 307-08, 11. 1 14, 389-91, 
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617* 634-35; iv. 113, 158-60, 215, 235-36; 
on A. L., m. 283; A. L. on, 630-31; iv. 
80-81, 137, (iilus. message) m. 632; 
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Southerners on, 621-22; iv. 139; and 
Thomas, in. 637; on Washington, D. C., 
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“Sherman hairpins,” 111. 622, and illus. 

Shields, Gen. James. 1. 334. 637; n. 240; hl 
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Shiloh, Term., (’62), i. 476-78; A. L. on, 
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Shirley, Va., (’62), 1. 494 
Shoclde, Charles E., medium, m. 343-45 
Shoddy, age of, 11. 188, 617-19 
Shrine, Rev., prayer of the, 11. 531-32 
Shultz, Benjamin S., private, m. 481-82 
“Shut pan,” in. 248 

Siam, iv. 375; king of, to and from A. L., 
n. 301-03, 307; hi. 406; to Adm. Foote, 
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Siamese twins, 1. 8 

Sic semper tyrannis 7 , iv. 282, 361, 402 
Sickles, Gen. Daniel E., 11. 90, 91-92, 250, 
343, 515, 616; hi. 95; iv. 24, 121; on 
A. L., in. 378-79 

Sigel, Gen. Franz, n. 97, 172, 399, 430-32, 
551; in. 51, 147 

Sill, Gen. Joshua W., killed, 11. 529 
Silver, mined, 11. 609 
Simeon, in. 379 

Simmons, James F., Sen., 1. 375, 386 
Simmons, Walter C., A. L. on, 1. 374 

Simpson, Bp. Matthew, 1. 216; in. 302, 347, 
588-89; at A. L.’s funeral, iv. 390, 413; 
por., n. 373 

Simpson, Lt. S. P., illus. (poster), 1. 217 
Sinclair, Samuel, in. 446 
Sing Sing, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train at, 
iv. 401 

Singleton, Gen. James W., 1. 287; iv. 52- 
55 » 173 

Sisters of Charity and of Mercy, iv. 130 
“Skedaddlers,” in. 190, 516 
Skinker, Charles, private, in. 453 


Skowhegan (Me.) Clarion, m. 357 
Slade, William H , doorman, iv. 250 
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Slave insurrections possible, 1. 32, 89, 214, 
246, 291, 568-69, 581, 588, 614, n. 14, 
26, 142, 148, 505; hi. 40-41, 605 
Slave trade, the, 1. 10, 28, 201, 251, 256, 
27^ 383, 579» 655; 11. 519; hi. 58; Lee 
on, 1. 522; A. L. on, 13, 132, 381, 384; 
11. 236, 284, 480; m. 399, 646; the 
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i- 5 
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South and, 5-6, 292-93 
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Booth, 320, R. J. Breckinridge, in. 79; 
Congress, 1. 119-20; J. Davis, 247, 250, 
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lin, 1. 105; Grant, 11. 415; ra. 219, iv. 200; 
Greeley, 1. 401, 407-08; Gurowski, in; 
A. Johnson, ra. 96; R. E. Lee, 1. 102, 
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1. 3, 556, 566; hi. 101; Seward, 1. 142-44; 
hi. 566; Thad Stevens, 1. 396-99; ra. 662; 
Sumner, 1. 102-08, 114, 245-46, 357; 
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Corinth, 137 
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Slocum, Gen. Henry W., 11. 98, 428, 433; 
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Smith, Gen. Andrew J., m. 13 
Smith, Benjamin A., and Franklin W., 
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Smith, Caleb B., Sec . of the Interior, 1. 92, 
141, 151, 153, 158, 176, 189, 193, 535, 538, 
542; n. 32, 41, 62, 253; m. 453; resigns, 
11. 15; (ref. to) hi. 276, 657; son of, 1. 
176; Kerr on, in. 357; and A. L., 1. 374; 
illus. (signature), 541 
Smith, Gen. Charles F., 1. 461, 466, 467; 
por., 360 

Smith, Gen. Edmund Kirby, CSA, 1. 549, 
56 3, 574; n. 121, 435; m. 16 
Smith, Edward Delafield, 1. 385; m. 458-59 
Smith, Gerrit, MC, 1. 218-19, 350; n. 261; 
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Smith, Goldwin, ra. 605-07, 660; iv. 25; 
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Smith, Gen. Green Clay, MC, n. 555; in. 
75, 172; iv. 11 

Smith, 2d Lt. Greene, 1. 220 
Smith, Rev. James, and son, consuls, n. 
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Smith, Judge (James?), Canada, m. 291 
Smith, James, messenger, iv. 291 
Smith, John G., Governor of Vermont, 1. 
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Smith, Lydia Hamilton (Mrs. Jacob), 1. 
395 

Smith, Adm. Melancton, m. 66 
Smith, Gen. Preston, CSA, killed, 11. 529 
Smith, Richard (“Deacon”) , on A. L., m. 
204-05 

Smith, Dr. S. A., 1. 172 
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11. 599 

Smith, Thomas R., A. L. on, in. 398 
Smith, Victor, collector, n. 626-27 
Smith, Gen. William Farrar (“Baldy”), 

l. 497, 603-05; n. 76, 353; hi. 61, 64, 209, 
243 - 44 , 530 , 533 

Smith, William Henry, 1. 42; in. 113 
Smith, Gen. William Sooy, in. 37 
Smithers, Nathaniel B., MC, in. 172-73 
Smithson, A. L. on, m. 501 
Smithsonian Institution, 1. 400-01; 11. 320 
Smythers, Worthington G., in. 71-72 
Snake catechism, 11. 165 
Snake Creek Gap, Ga., (’64), in. 153 
Snider, William O., sends cane to A. L., 
in. 421 

Society for the Diffusion of Political 
Knowledge, n. 141-43 
Socrates, n. 285, 533 

Soldiers, disabled, n. 56, 272; ni. 68, 475- 
76; iv. 98, 103; letter to A. L. from one 
of the, hi. 478-79; A. L. on, 11. 54, 91, 
622; m. 280; iv. 353, (on employment 
of discharged) 103 
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476 - 77 , 494 , 5 i 1, 534 , 55 i; ii- 6, 104-05, 
124, 342 - 43 , 38 8 - 8 9 , 583; hi- 44 , i8 9 J iv. 
144, 168-69, 171-72, 248; Whitman on, 

m. 409; Whitman poem to, n. 629; pic- 
tures of, iv. 252-53; cartoon, ra. 655 

Soldiers, Confederate, A. L. and, 1. 596; 
hi. 642; iv. 171-72; pictures of, 252-53. 
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Soldiers, Union, 1. 414, 460-62, 504; ra. 64, 
504; age of, 1. 414; 11. 90; ra. 476; diary 
of one of the, 480; vote of, 274, 280-84, 
287-88, 569, 648, (A. L. on) 474, (illus., 
circular and ballots) 281, 285, 295; frat- 
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emize, it 87, 157; m. 64, 212; Ingersoll 
on, 271; on A. L., n. 317, 589; A. L. and, 
1. 307-08, n. 56, 80-84, 88, 231, 290, 293; 
hi. 382, 470-81; iv. 80, 85, 98-99, 104, 186; 
A. L. on, 1. 290, 294, 504; 11. 168; Van 
Wyck on, 1. 432; cartoons, 11. 374, 376; 
photographs of, in. 530. See also De- 
serters; Pillage; Negro troops, Troops; 
U. S. Army. 

Soldiers’ Home, 11. 270-71; illus., 270; illus. 

of A. L.’s cottage, 271 
Soles, Jacob J., helps carry A. L., dying, 
iv. 286-87 
Solomon, 1. 39, 74 
Somes, Daniel E., MC, 1. 20 
Songs referred to, 1. 5, 25, 34, 41, 53, 63, 
1 12, 1 16, 215, 362, 560, 587, 591; 11. 130, 
314, 339, 464, 594; in. 190, 262, 302, 365- 
67, 442, 532, 619, iv. 3, 207, 210, 237, 
254, 261, 395; quoted, 1 507, 551, 560, 596- 
97; 11. 21, 468, 594; hi. 271-72, iv. 1 16 

Sons of Liberty, n. 160; m. 108, 255, 290, 
61 1 ; iv. 52 

Soto, Ferdinando de, n. 541 
Sothoron (Southern), shot Union recruit- 
ing officer, 11. 412; A. L. on, in. 500 
South, the: opinions on* J. Davis, hi. 165; 
Grant, 11. 106; A. L., 1. 619; n. 27; m. 
381; iv. 239; Northerners, 1. 220; Phil- 
lips, 218, 557-58; 11. 173-74; Sherman, 
390-91, 413; m. 154; Thad Stevens, 11. 73; 
Sumner, 1. 102, 107-08, 410; conditions in 
the, 1. 11-12, 104-05, 325, 640, 643; n. 
106; hi. 614; and the war, n. 447-48, 561; 
hi. 3, 213, 220; iv. 18, (cartoon) 1. 546 

South America, m. 651 
South Bend (Ind.) Register , m. 426 
South Carolina, 1. 10, 30, 98, 201; n, 514; 
in. 77, 81, 130; secedes, 1. 3, 5-9, 21 1, 248, 
(illus,; ordinance) 9; blamed for the 
war, m. 6, 625; iv. 18-19, 82-83, 137; 
slaves in, 1. 383, 561; in the Emancipa- 
tion Proclamation, n, 18 


South Carolinian , Columbus, on A, L., n 
578-79 

Southern Confederacy and Intelligencer 
(Ga .), hi. 627 

Southern Literary Messenger , on A. L. 
and J. Davis, 1. 253 

Southey, Robert, 1. 103 

Spafford, Carrie M., Ellsworth’s fiancee, 
1. 263 

Spain, 1. 15, 655; 11. 204; hi. 26, 607; rela- 
tions of, with the USA, 1. 180; in. 58; 
Minister to, 1. 157; iv. 107, 113, 259 

Spalding, Rufus P., MC, hi. 26, 33-36, 
172 

Spangler, Edward, Ford’s Theatre car- 
penter, iv. 333, 335; por., 301 

Spam, hi. 584 

Spaulding, Elbndge G., MC, 1. 652 

Spectator, London, 1. 257; 11. 280; m. 584- 
86, on A. L., 1. 299; 11. 174-75, 33°-3*> 
591-92; hi. 161, 212, 316, 394, 586, 653; 
iv. 372-73 (assassination) ; on Weed, m. 
209 

Speculation* cotton, n. 60, 186-87, 610; m. 
14-16; iv. 101, (A. L. on) m. 15; gold, 
1. 377; 11. 347, 440, 617, 639; m. 59, 77- 
78, no, 1 17, 123-24, 139, 299; iv. 46, 
(A. L. on) hi. 124; stock, 11. 609-11, 
617; hi. 1 17; tobacco, iv. 53-54 

Speeches, Lincoln’s: to serenaders, 1. 93, 
585; 11. 347; m. 46, 279-80, 570-72; iv. 14, 
2ii-i2, 220-25; “last, best, and shortest,” 
in. 670, (illus.) 671. See also names of 
speeches, names of places at which 
speeches were made, and names of 
groups to which speeches were made. 

Speed, James, Atfy Gen*, 1. 273; 11. 460; 
iv. 47, 55, 61, 88, 90, 109, 112, 183, 230, 
239, 265; apptd Att’y Gen,, m. 601-02; 
wife of, iv, 183; and A. L.’$ death, 296; 
por„ 125 

Speed, Joshua F., 1. 273; n. 24; in. 468, 601- 
02; iv. 213-14; wife of, ix. 24, 56 
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Speed, Lucy G. (Mrs. John), A. L. gives 
Bible to, hi. 377 
Spelling, A. L. on, n. 309 
Spelman, Capt. R. B., illus. (letter to), 1. 38 
Spencer, Charles S., lawyer, in. 75 
Spencer, Christopher M., inventor, 11. 294 
Spielman, Daniel, private, and wife, 11. 55 
Spies, Confederate, 1. 326-28, 471-72, 503; 
11. 407, 429, 431-32; hi. 486, 496, 523-26, 
536, 538; iv. 132; Union, 1. 502-03, m. 
166-67, 292-93, 331, (fake) 11. 30 
Spinner, Francis E., “Father,” 1. 652-53; 

in. 289-90; illus. (signature), 1. 653 
Spirit of the Times, 111. 406; on A. L., n. 
643 

Spiritualism: A. L. and, 11. 306; in. 343-46; 

Mrs. A. L. and, 11. 253, 261; 111. 345-46 
Spofford, Ainsworth, Librarian of Con- 
gress, iv. 132 

Spooner, Col. John A., in. 178-79 
Spotsylvania (Court House), Va., (’64), 
m. 43-49 

Sprague, Katherine G. (Kate) Chase (Mrs. 
William), 1. 146-47, 161, 547; 11. 77, 
137, 148, 256, 292, 639, 646; hi. 597, 602; 
marriage of, 11. 456-57; Chase to, 103; 
por., 1. 209; 11. 629 

Sprague, William, Governor of Rhode 
Island, 1. 234, 374, 508; 11. 32, 148, 247, 
646, 651; m. 30, 174-75, 203, 602, mar “ 
riage of, 11. 4 56-57; Chase to, 631-32; 
por,, m. 275 

Sprigg(s), Mrs. B., A. L. on, 1. 173 
Springfield, 111 ., A. L.’s ’6 1 speech at, iv. 
213, 307; his letter to meeting at, n. 386; 
his funeral and burial at, iv. 412-13, (pic- 
ture) 412 

Springfield (Mass.) Republican, 1. 22, 
578; n. 621-22, in 539; on A. L., 1. 
137, 351; 11. 339, 583; m. ii7> *24-25, 
303-04, 392-93; on the Gettysburg 

Address, 11. 474. See also Bowles, 
Samuel. 


Springfield, Mo. (1861), 1. 349 
Squier, Ephraim George, on A. L., 11. 10; 
wife of, illus., 251 

Stackpole, W. H., messenger, 1. 310 
Stahel, Gen. Julius, 11. 466 
Stambaugh, David W., on A. L., m. 227 
Standard, London, n. 258; on A. L., 1. 588; 

hi. 582-83; iv. 371 (assassination) 

Stanley, Henry M., m. 641-42 
Stanley, William (alias ? ), private, iv. 128 
Stanly, Edward, 1. 397 
Stansburg, Mrs. Samuel. See Kirkland, 
Carolme M. 

Stanton, Benjamin, MC, 1. 116-19 
Stanton, Edwin M., Sec. of War, 1. 205, 
323, 449-51, 462, 472, 485-514, 5 2 7“47» 
552, 572, 583, 592-605, 61 1, 616, 632-36, 
647-48, 656, 11. 7, 37, 42-53, 70-72, 75-78, 
97-104, no, 116-17, 125, 130-32, 136, 139, 
153-60, 164, 179, 185-86, 191, 210-12, 227, 
230, 234, 242, 263, 274, 294, 308-09, 313, 
33 ^- 39 , 34 < 5 - 48 , 356 ~ 58 , 400, 419-28, 433 , 
437-38, 442-45, 450, 457, 460-61, 465, 481, 
486-87, 516, 527, 543-55, 572, 596, 599, 
6ro-i4, 621-22, 633; m. 24-25, 31, 42-45, 
49, 53-56, 65-67, 84, 87, 106, 1 16, 120, 138, 
140, 144-49, 168-88, 214-15, 218, 220, 238- 
41, 266, 268, 273-74, 282-86, 292-98, 305, 
329 - 34 , 343 - 47 , 353 , 374 , 4 * 7 , 4 * 9 , 4 2 8- 
33 , 439 , 452 - 57 , 465-69, 473 - 74 , 482, 485, 
495-96, 506, 513, 525, 534, 541, 546, 562- 
67, 573, 586-90, 594, 596, 610, 616-17, 633- 
38, 642, 647, 656; iv. 23-24, 28, 35, 37, 
47, 53“55» 62, 88-90, 100, 106, 109-10, 121, 
130-31, 134, 139-46, 154-56, 164-67, 175, 
182, 185, 193, 207, 226-35, 258, 263-66, 
269-72, 337, 343-44, 393; word por. of, 1. 
442-48, apptd Sec. of War , 438-42, 453; 
hi. 254; suggests resigning, 1. 647-48; 11. 
51; removal urged, 1. 538; in. 444; wife 
of, 1. 532; in. 588, (and Mrs. A. L.), iv. 
153; mother of, in. 588; and Grant, n. 
120, 548-49, hi. 466; Hay on, 1. 474; and 
A. L., 447; 11. 56-62, 100, 229, 275-76. 
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298-99, 351-52, 43 5; hi. 21-22, 104-05, 
396, 424, 442-43, 463-69, 499-506, 522; on 
A. L., 1. 442; 11. 62, 380; iv. 38; warns 
A. L., 170-71, 242, 262; A. L. on, 1. 
(“Mars”), 446, 447, 500, 502, 553, il 52, 
62, 211; hi. 294-95, 321, 348 (story), 369, 

4 * 4 * 436, 444 * 453 * 457 * 5^95 w. 54, 127; at 
A. L.’s deathbed, 292-97; and McClellan, 

1. 469-72; Seward on, ra. 567; illus., (sig- 
natures), 1. 505, 541; (posters), iv. 302- 
03; cartoons of, 1. 628, 631; 11. 112, 123; 
pors., 53; hi. 499 

Stanton, Elizabeth Cady (Mrs. H. B.), 11. 
364; m. 71, 484; on A. L., 11. 261; m. 652; 
on Mrs. A. L., 11. 261; Phillips to, ni. 246 
Stanton, Henry B., 11. 261 
Stanton, Neil, 11. 364 
Stanton, Rev. Robert L., and A. L., 11. 
304, 308-09 

Staples, John S., A. L.’s substitute, ni. 516- 

17 

Star , London, on A. L., n. 330, 384 
Stark, Benjamin, Sen., 1. 386 
Starr, John F., MC, in. 172 
States’ Rights, 1. 66, 272, 273; 11. 106, 136, 
520; in. 269, 643; iv. 10, 17, 20, 36, 39, 51, 
77, 178, 386; A. L. on, 1. 125; 11. 304; 
G. H. Thomas on, 436 
Staunton, Va., (’64), hi. 84 
Steams, Frank P., 111. 657 
Steams, George L., 1. 113; n. 200, 568, 610; 

m. 657; on A. L., 11. 32 
Stebbins, Henry G., MC, hi. 172 
Stedman, Edmund Clarence, 1. 610; poem 
to A. L., 607-09; Bayard Taylor to, n. 46 
Stedman, Fort, Va., C65), iv. 141-42 
Steedman, Gen. James B., n. 434-35 
Steele, Judge Benjamin H., m. 334 
Steele, Gen. Frederick, ra. 18-19, 397 
Steele, John R., MC, ra. 172; iv. 12 
Steele, William G., MC, in. 172 
Steinwehr, Gen. Adolph von, n. 89 


Stephens, Alexander H., CSA Vice-Fres 
1. 4, 22, 202, 218, 225, 238, 250, 251, 255. 
56, 258-59, 379; n. 356-58, 447; hi. 156-58, 
162, 314, 375, 440, 609, 613, 641; iv. 50-51, 
193, 216, A. L. and, 1. 102, 213, (Hamp- 
ton Roads conference) iv. 33-43, 51, 
Toombs to, m. 623; cartoon, iv. 64; 
por., 1. 224 

Stephens, Lt. John A., CSA, iv. 51 
Stephenson, J. H., n. 200 
Sterne, Laurence, 1. (Uncle Toby) 115, 
(Starling) 640 

Steubenville, Ohio, A. L. speaks at (’6i), 

1. 49 

Stevens, Gen. Isaac I., killed, 1. 613 
Stevens, John A., R. Conkling to, ra. 203- 

05 

Stevens, Simon, contractor, 1. 427-28, 451 
Stevens, Thaddeus, MC, 1. 17-20, 29, 74, 
98, 141, 147, 149, 312, 428, 435, 451, 453, 
547, 561, 566, 600, 640; 11. 73-74, 127, 153- 
54, 191, 193, 196, 279, 443, 460-61, 503-04, 
540, 555-62, 571, 599, 646, 651; 111. 4, 25- 
27, 79, 81, 91, 126, 130-31, 150, 172, 183, 
206, 381, 505, 642, 649, 660-62; iv. 66, 79, 
131-32, 215, 253-54, 394; word por. of, 1. 
392-400; and A. L., 399-400; iv. 397; on 
A. L., 1. 48, 547; 11. 559, 562; 111. 246-47, 
661-62; iv. 57-58, 63; pors., 1. 208; iv. 84 
Stevens, Fort, Va., (’64), ra. 140-42; A. L. 
at, 140-42; Mrs. A. L. at, 144; illus., 141 

Stevenson, Maj. Job E., on A. L., iv. 407 
Stewart, Alexander T., merchant, 1. 11, 55, 
217-18; 11. 190, 256, 393, 608, 618; 111. 280 
Stickney (L. D.?), Hay on, ra. 5 
Stiles, John D., MC, in. 172 
Stille, Charles J., n. A. L. reads aloud, 202- 

05 

Stillwell, Thomas N., MC, iv. 408 
Stimmel, Smith, private, on A. L. and Mrs, 
A. L., iv. 1 18 

Stockton, Lt. Robert F., 1. 86 
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Stockton, Rev. Thomas H., i. 295; n. 4 66- 
67, 470 

Stoddard, Henry, servant, n. 446 
Stoddard, Joshua C., inventor, n. 294 
Stoddard, William O., 1. 468, 632; 11. 35, 
218, 295, 317; hi. 37 8, 422, 427-28; on 
A. L., 11. 305 

StoeckI, Edward de, baron, iv. 62 
Stolbrand, Gen. Carlos J., in. 457 
Stone, Rev. Andrew L., on A. L., iv. 359 
Stone, Gen. Charles P., 1. 69-71, 121, 228, 
11. 209-10; arrested, 1. 448-50; A. L. on, 
449 

Stone, George, tarred and feathered, iv. 
348-49 

Stone, “Mr. Lucy,” hi. 351 
Stone, Maj. Milton J., in. 473 

Stone, Dr. Robert K.: at A. L.’s deathbed, 
iv. 2 88, 296; on A. L., m. 309 

Stone, William M., Governor of Iowa , in. 
82-83; iv. 394 

Stoneman, Gen. George, n. 91, 529; in. 639 

Stone’s River (Murfreesboro), Tenn., 
(’62), iv. 265 

Storey, Wilbur Fisk, 11. 128-34, 282, 285; 
hi. 425; on A. L., n. 305; por., in. 51. 
See also Chicago Times . 

Stories attributed to A. L.: Billy Bray, n. 
* 58 - 59 ; “rekyle a litde forrid,” 294; the 
Saviour in Springfield, 640; m. 349; 
“Who am de mudder ob de chickens^” 
341; the tacked carpet, 362, “She’s begun 
to call me names,” 363; comments on, 

307 

Stories told by A. L.: his own comments 
on, in. 305-07, 323; iv. 192; the stories* 

VOL. 1 

Slow Horse (ref.), 39; Fox River, 62; 
abutments in hell, 62-63; Methodist lost 
his wife, 75; money “in portable shape,” 

75; “Guv it up,” 96; Aesop fable of the 
lion, 96-97; “first rightful decision,” 162; 
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gambler and preacher, 199; “haggled it,” 
234; Jim Jett’s brother, 278; (ref.) m. 48; 
iv. 25; 1. “hopeless minority ,” 365; “the 
old grudge stands,” 368; hotel guest who 
couldn’t pay, 375; building a foot wide, 
4 r 6 ; “ft fa demurrer ” 419; skunks and 
rabbits, 422; “bricks in his pocket,” 447; 
seven skunks, 447; “something in it,” 
484; to convict, “How do you get out?” 
495 > horse with splints, 507; CSA and 
Union man swap wives, 548-49; “act 
crazy,” 555; Shadrach, Meshach and 
Abednego, 566; sheep’s tail called a leg, 
570; “unbeknownst to yourself,” 572; 
11. 304; iv. 158; 1. “too much at one 
time,” 585; “If you are going to get on,” 
602; “help me let this hog go,” 630-31 

VOL. 11 

Aesop fable (Negro), 12; “This is the 
way you make generals,” 38; the jackass 
and the weather, 39; “I ploughed around 
him,” 53; “punishment after death,” 56, 
horse eating cottonwood, 113; convict 
corrupting good men, 160; Blondin on 
tight rope, 175; “Whose wife?” 177; 
gun— “my title,” 187; curl in the pig’s 
tail, 211; hen on 43 eggs, 212; “There is 
a man m there,” 216; m. 321; n. “hain’t 
just got the hang of the schoolhouse,” 
224; “I’ve lost my apple overboard,” 
228; poor orphan” who killed his par- 
ents, 237; man tarred and feathered, 237; 
“got down to the raisins,” 241; “black 
from the hips down,” 243; “don’t hurt 
me,” 256; “not half as big as old G-,” 
268; hotel-keeper puts client in street 
to die, 284; in. 331; 11. nine skunks, 284; 
law case on rape, 284; “Is that Old 
Abe?” 287; boy at the launching, 299- 
300; hunt sow “on both sides,” 304; 
“sleep tonight with the supervisor” 379; 
“there won’t be any fun till I get there,” 
462; “I’m only a passenger,” 548; mon- 
key’s tail, 549; Sykes’s dog, 553-54; 
barber cut his own finger, 589; iv. 145; 
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Stories told by A. L., Vol. II (Cont.) 

11. oxen “bofe to oncet,” 629; declining 
a candidate, 635; chin fly, horsefly, 
638-39 

vol. in 

“more light and less noise,” 8; “the nig- 
ger held his own,” 61; rival powder- 
sellers, 62; “worry them like hell,” 67; 
powder “shot before,” 105; “let ’em 
wriggle,” 136; “the old man ain’t so 
easy tricked,” 242; “what do you yell 
hullo for?” 312; Negro at Donelson, 
312-13; Dutch farmer’s wedding, 313; 
calf that sucked two cows, 314; calf’s- 
tail sign, 314; “I only asked to make 
talk,” 314; “What did he do the first 
year?” 314; “where the hair’s short,” 
314; “ Our breeches, my dear,” 315; Old 
Jake Tullwater, 315; “Pring up de 
shackasses,” 315; “shoot more prairie 
chickens,” 315-16; dog and wolves, 316; 
“impound the ox,” 316; drunken private, 
317; “you had better take something,” 
317; story of New Jersey, 317; swearing 
in the Negro cook, 317-18; “—Bourbon, 
straight!” 319; boy who knows the 
river, 321; “Now, ma, I can surely run 
out and play,” 322; President Tyler’s 
son and the special tram, 322-23; “steal- 
ing hens! Oh, Jerusalem!” 323; story 
of Quarles, 323; farm boy plowing, 324; 
“pretty tolerable, respectable sort of a 
bill,” 324; illegitimate children, 324; bor- 
rowing books, 325; “what’s one bullet to 
a whole hatful?!” 325; “I kin manage 
my own affairs,” 325; “I take nothing 
but money,” 326; “Making a church” 
326; “the high- and the low-combed 
cock,” 327-28; “Why does man have 
breasts?” 328; the Bible “nearly out,” 
328; “I want your daughter!” 328; the 
farmer and the elm tree, 328-29; stove- 
pipe collapses, 329; “the swearing had 
to be done thar and then,” 329; “my 
dog is always mad,” 329; poodle mop, 


330; “neither recupes nor decupes,” 330; 
“who commenced this fuss*” 330; “let 
us hope for better things,” 331; boy 
inside a barrel, 331; “Have you asked 
Morrissey yet*” 332; Sally Ward, 332; 
“a plaster of psalm-tunes,” 332, “Don’t 
you want to see the hog*” 333; “There’s 
too many dogs in here now,” 333, “But- 
termilk,” 337; “I can fiddle the shirt 
off of him,” 337; the Saviour in Spring- 
field, 338; “I wish I was a gal-baby,” 
338-39; “I could have told you that my 
hat wouldn’t fit you,” 340; “that was 
by another mother 1 ” 340; “which will 
you have*” 340; Negro and the cran- 
berry jam, 348; the Virgin stops a hole, 
397; “too natural for a ghost,” 440; “he 
was a good dog,” 639; traveller and the 
ash cake, 639 

VOL. iv 

“root, hog, or die,” 43-44; ‘1 know a per- 
fect woman,” 118; “the devil can go to 
hell,” 137-38; blacksmith and the piece 
of iron, 150; “Cock-a-doodle-doo,” 155; 
tidewaiter— pair of old trousers, 176; the 
boy and the coon, 237; “try ’em on 
Jake,” 245; crossing the stream, 259; 
“shirt all collar,” 270 

For comments on, see Lincoln, Abra- 
ham, humor of. 

Stories told by others: eating crow, 1. 139; 
“Fire at the crisis,” 145; rotten apples, 
351; “They’re firin’ bullets,” 489; codger 
named Podger, 11. 49-50; Indian and 
coals of fire, 56-57; the baboon and the 
Negro, 181; man burned his house, 581; 
“Sweet or sour?” in. 257; “no time to 
ask a conundrum,” 302; the groceryman 
and the tailor, 312; “berry good nigga,” 
329; “Plase, your riverince,” 455 
Stover, H. D., contractor, in. 459-60 
Stowe, Calvin E., 1. 351 
Stowe, Capt. Frederick William, n. 343 
Stowe, Harriet Beecher (Mrs. Calvin E.), 
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i. 293, 409, 559; II. 10, 201, 237, 343, 509, 
592; hi. 40, 381; iv. 134, 216, 253, 354; on 
A. L., 1. 556; 11. 59 2 ~ 94 * m * 4°6; por., 83 
Stradling, Serg. James M., and A. L., n. 
80-84, 285-86, 589 

Strasburg, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train at, 
iv. 401 

Streeter, Joseph E., A. L. on, 1. 373 
Strikes, 11. 619-21; in 398-99; A. L. on, n. 

621, hi. 398-99> IV * 374 
Stringham, Adm. Silas H., 1. 199 
Strouse, Myer, MC, in. 172 
Stuart, Gilbert, 1. 384, 561 
Stuart, Gen. James E. B. (“Jeb”), CSA, 1. 
494, 569; n. 210, 346; in. 45; rides around 
McClellan, 1. 494, 525; hi . 380; killed, 
49, (ref. to) 297, iv. 168; por., 11. 436 

Stuart, John Todd, MC \ 1. 174, 6115 n. 255; 

in. 172, 569; iv. 179, 394 
Studley, Rev. W. S., on A. L. and A. 

Johnson, iv. 363, 370 
Sturgis, Gen. Samuel D., n. 76 
Sturgis, Solomon (Sturgis Rifles), 1. 326 
Sturtevant, Leonard, arrested, n. 154 
Substitutes, 11. 155-56, 364, 444; in. 168-77, 
285-86, 472-73; adv. for, n. 448; in. 176- 
77; A. L. on, 11. 370, 373-76 
Sugar Creek, Mo., (’62), 1. 475 
“Sugar-coated” rebellion, 1. 297 
Suite, man seeing Lee, iv. 345 
Sulivane, Capt. Clement, CSA, rv. 173-74 
Summers, Judge George W., 1. 88, 94, 193, 
196 

Sumner, Charles, Sen,, 1. 29, 98-116, 144-49, 
173-74, 245-46, 291, 300-01, 312-14, 339, 

353 - 57 * 3 6 4 ~ 6 5 i 373 * 4 ° 7 -i°* 435 * 439 - 5 ** 
556, 564, 577-80, 639-50, 658-59; h* 8-10, 
16-17, 34, 46-47, 64-65, 71, 75, 96, 100, 136- 
37, 182, 187, 196, 213, 238, 297, 300-07, 
325* 399 * 458 * 484-85* 489* 504 * 55 * 5 * 57 i* 
577, 609, 646; in. 66-67,81,92-93,119, X2i, 
125, 132, 1 65, 174, 182-83, 238, 263, 3 56, 
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395 * 44 i* 45 i* 4 < 5 i* 485* 577 * 66** 664; rv. 
6, 9-10, 65-68, 72, 76-80, 90-91, 108, 118- 
19, 183-93, 197* 215, 218, 227, 236, 253-54, 
271; word por. of, 1. 99-106; attack on, 
106-07, 111-12, 389; iv. 192; at A. L.’s 
deathbed, 291-96; wife of, 76; and the 
Presidency, n. 572; and the chief-justice- 
ship, hi. 595; filibuster by, iv. 78, 118, 
217; and the Smith brothers, 124-27; 
Adams, Sr., on, 76; and Chase, in. 594- 
604; and A. L., n. 297, 300, 347, 385; in. 
433 * 449 - 5 °; w- 7 °, 79"8o, 103, 127, 192-93, 
224-25, 234; on A. L., 1. 109, in, 347, 
364, 566, 578; 11. 142-43; m. 94, 1 1 3, 204, 
406; iv. 56-57; A. L. on, 1. 99; 11. 297; iv. 
10, 76-77; and Whitman, n. 630; illus. 
(autograph), 1. 104; por., 11. 549 

Sumner, Charles Pinckney, i. 99-100 
Sumner, Gen. Edwin V., 1. 35-36, 75-76, 
81, 92, 170, 289, 544; in. 199 
Sumner, George, A. L. on, 1. 561 
Sumner, Maj. Job, 1. 99-100 
Sumter, Fort, S. C.: question of holding, 1. 
21, hi, 137, 176, 180, 182, 212, 255; 11. 
43-44, 75; O61), falls, 1. 203-10, (illus.) 
209, (effect of) 215; 11. 127; (A. L. on), 

l. 97-98, 181, 190, 211-12, 296; (’63), re- 
taken, n. 443; (’65), flagraising at, iv. 
i 55 - 5 < 5 * 2 57-58, 289, 352, 357, 364; car- 
toons, 187, 194 

Sunbury (Pa.) Democrat, plant destroyed, 

m. 57 

Sunday: fighting on, 1. 305, 528; A, L.’s ob- 
servance order, in. 374-75; observance 
law in D.C., 412-13 

Sunderland, Rev. Dr. Byron, chaplain of 
the Senate, n. 11-12, 502, 555; hi. 369 
Surratt, Anna, sister of John H., iv. 325- 
26 

Surratt, John H., Jr., conspirator, iv. 324- 
30; illus. (reward poster), 303; por., 30* 
Surratt, Mary E. Jenkins (Mrs. J. H.), 
conspirator, rv. 322-25, 333; por,, 301 
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Suvarov (Suwarrow), Alexander Vasilie- 
vich, 11. 535, 545 

Swann, A. W., and A. L., in. 463 
Swayne, Justice Noah H., 11. 614, 616; in. 

587-88, 590, 596-97, 602; por., 604 
Swayne, William M., sculptor, 11. 226, 597 
Sweat, Lorenzo De M., MC, hi. 172 
Sweden, 1. 184; iv. 375 
Sweeney, Thomas W., Tad telegraphs to, 
hi. 417 

Swett, Leonard, 1. 63, 149, 463, 581-82, 61 1; 
n. 39-40, 65, 319, 412, 608-16, 635-36; hi. 
85-88, 93, 247, 276-78, 342, 523; and A. L., 
11. 63, 583-84; m. 70-71; por., 1 15 
Swiss in the war, hi. 185 
Switzerland, 11. 66, 521 
Syracuse, N. Y., A. L. at (’61), 1. 52 

Taft, Dr. Charles S., at A. L.’s deathbed, 
iv. 284-88, 293-97 

Taft, Halsey C. (“Holly”), 1. 454-55; por., 
11. 276 

Taft, Horatio N., Jr. (“Bud”), 1. 454-58; 
11, 265, 276 

Taft, Julia (later Mrs. Bayne), 1. 454-58; 
11. 264-65; por., 276 

Tainter, John A., millionaire, n. 149-50 
Talcott, Wait, n. 49 

Tall men, A. L. compares with, 1. 50, 62; 

n. 224, 289-90; in. 98 
Talleyrand-Perigord, Charles Maurice de, 
prince de Benevent, 1. 392 
Talmud, the, iv. 304 
Tamerlane (Timur), 1. 101 
Taney, Chief Justice Roger B., 1. 115, 122, 
279-82, 503; m. 587, 600, 603-04; iv. 94; 
death of, m. 275, 587-97; daughters of, 
603-04; por., 1. 296 
“Tapeworm, The” (railroad), 1. 393 
Tappan, Lt. Benjamin, n. 60 
Tariff, 1. 148, 51 1; A. L. on, 1. 50, 74; the 
Morrill, 1. 284; n. 380 


Tarrytown, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train 
at, iv. 401 

Tassara, Gabriel Garcia y, 1. 659 
Tatum, John W. and Joseph, (Quakers), 
A. L. on, hi. 483 
Taussig, James, on A. L., n. 399 
Taylor, Bayard, 1. 403; 11. 45-46, 68, 521, 
526; hi. 448-49; por., n. 405 
Taylor, Benjamm F., in. 425 
Taylor, David, plan for greenbacks of, 1. 
652 

Taylor, Hawkins, n. 65 
Taylor, Moses, merchant, n. 643 
Taylor, Rev. Thomas H., 11. 291 
Taylor, Tom, playwright, iv. 276; on A. 
L., rv. 373-74 

Taylor, Gen. Zachary, 12th Pres . USA , 1. 

1 15, 242; 11. 217-18, 394 
Teasdale, Rev. Dr. Thomas C,, and A. L., 
iv. 127-28 

Telegrams seized, 1. 231 
Telegraph: service, suspended, 1. 233; 111. 
140; censorship of the, 1. 472; offices 
seized, 1. 231; m. 54; international, 11. 
482; hi. 41 1, 646. See also Atlantic cable. 
Telegraph , London, 11. 574; 111. 166, 192 
Tell, William (Wilhelm), iv. 330 
Tenniel, Sir John, cartoons by, in. 581; iv. 
in, 372 

Temperance, A. L. on, H. 232-33, 284, 
290; in. 318-19 

Temps, Le, Paris, on A. L., in. 652 
Ten Commandments, 1. 395; in. 317 
Ten Eyck, Egbert, MC, in. 134 
Ten Eyck, John C., Sen., in. 174, 452 
Tennessee, 1. 227, 296, 462, 580, 610; n. 6, 
72, 174, 422, 436, 482, 514; hi. 80-81, 84, 
96, 220, 229, 647; iv. 89; secedes, 1. 237; 
reconstruction in, m. 126, 131, 175, 260- 
61, 648; East, 1. 309, 328, 378, 421, 492; 
11. 428-29, 432, 479, (delegation from) 
429 
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Tennessee , CSN, (ram), m. 192 
Tenney, Judge John S., Fessenden to, hi. 
116 

Tennyson, Alfred Tennyson, 1st baron, 1. 
* 3 » 37 

Ten-per-cent plan, A. L.’s, 11. 74, hi. 5-9, 
96-97, 125, 128, 1 3 1, 649; iv. 56, 73 
Terry, Gen. Alfred H., iv. 23, 138 
Texas, 1. 21 1, 297-98, 383, 564; n. 72, 75, 
178, 394-95, 514; hi. 13-14; secedes, 1. 211, 
237; in the Emancipation Proclamation, 
11. 18 

Thackeray, William Makepeace, 1. 363 
Thanksgiving proclamations. (’63), n. 358- 
59, 446, 518, hi. 46, 229-30 
Thayer, Gen. John M., 11. 118-20, 124, 395 
Thayer, Martm R., MC, in. 172 
Thayer, Rev, William M., m. 266; on 
A. L., 387 

Theatregoing by A. L. criticized, 11. 317, 
490; hi. 369, 441, iv. 357-59 
Thermopylae, 1. 6; iv 320 
Thiers, Louis Adolphe, 1. 656 
Thomas, Judge Benjamin F. r Browning on, 
11. 13-14 

Thomas, E. M., 1. 576 
Thomas, Francis, MC, m. 172 
Thomas, Gen. George H., 1. 290, 328; n. 6, 
423-25, 434-36, 551, m. 153, 229, 521, 
672; iv. 29, 355; at Chickamauga, 11. 423- 
25; at Chattanooga, 477-79; in Georgia, 
m. 615-17; at Nashville, 635-38, 645; 
A. L. on, 11. 426, 435, in. 634, Sherman 
on, 636; por., 499 

Thomas, Gen. Lorenzo, 1. 270, 41 1, 425, 
448; 11. 120-21, 179-80, 186, 210, 349; 
Stanton on, 1. 446; illus. (war order), 
508; por., hi. 499 
Thomas, Theodore, 1. 4 
Thomas, Judge Thomas W., 1. 256 
Thompson, George, MP, 11. 519, 5 6 4> 5 ^ 5 - 
66, 597 
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Thompson, Jacob, CSA, Gov . of Missis- 
sippi, hi. 158-59, 166-67, 290-93, 487, 610- 
11, iv. 268-69, 344 

Thompson, Rev. Joseph P., m. 229-32; iv. 
399 

Thompson, Gen. M. Jeff, CSA , 1. 348; 11. 

530, 532; hi. 498 
Thompson, Richard W., 11. 649 
Thoreau, Henry D., 1. 105, 108; 11. 4; in. 
448 

Thoroughman, Thomas, paroled, in. 485 
Thouvenel, Edouard Antoine, 1. 656 
Three-hundred-dollar clause. See Substi- 
tutes. 

Thucydides, h. 473 

Thumb, Lavinia Warren (Mrs. Tom), 11. 
290-92; por., 245 

Thumb, “General” Tom (Charles E. Strat- 
ton), 11. 4; marries and calls on A. L., 
290-92, cartoon, 1. 631, por., 11. 245 
Ticknor, George, 11. 195 
Tiffany, Charles L., and Co., n. 618 
Tilden, Samuel J., 11. 369 
Tilghman, Gen. Lloyd, CSA, killed, 11. 529 
Tilton, E. L., actor, iv. 313 
Tilton, Theodore, 1. 556; H. 517, 577-78, 
641; hi. 105, 203 

Times, London, 1. 47, 284, 347, 355, 358, 
360-61, 368-69, 559, 588; 11. 20, 449, 512- 
14, 519-20; hi. 166, 192, 309, 349; iv. 17, 
1 12, 159, 214; Atlantic on, hi. 660; on 
J. Davis, 11. 513-14; on A. L., 1. 137, 631; 
11. 14, 22, 141, 303-04, 383-84, 449, 492; 
in. 582, 605, 651-52; iv. 95, 371-72 (assas- 
sination), on the Gettysburg Address, 
11. 474, A. L. on, 1. 184-85; 11. 449; on 
Sherman, in. 628; iv. 138, Goldwin Smith 
on, in. 605-06. See also Russell, Sir Wil- 
liam H. 

Timon, Rt. Rev. John, bishop of Buffalo, 
11. 365 (illus.; poster) 

Timur (Tamerlane), 1. 101 
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Tinker, Charles A., war telegraph office, 
11. 241, 243, 245, 426; in. 97, 215 
Tippecanoe, battle (1811), iv. 146 
Tivoli, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train at, iv. 
401 

“Toaster” verse-writer, 11 145 
Tobacco, A. L. and, 11. 2*82-84 
Tobin, John M., millionaire, n. 617 
Tocqueville, Alexis H. C. M. Clerel, 
comte de, 1. 4; iv. 184, widow of, 1. 4 
Tod, David, Governor of Ohio, 1. 54; 11. 
466, m. 85, 435-36; refuses to be Sec. of 
State, 1 13-17; A. L. on, 114; cartoon, 114 
Todd, Capt. Alexander B., CSA, Mrs. 
A. L.’s half-brother, 1. 270 

Todd, Judge David, Mrs. A. L.’s uncle, 
11. 255 

Todd, Lt. David H., CSA, Mrs. A. L.’s 
half-brother, 1. 270; n. 256-57 

Todd, Elizabeth Humphrey (Mrs. Robert 
S.), Mrs. L.’s stepmother, 11. 428 

Todd, Dr. George R. C., CSA, Mrs. L.’s 
brother, 1. 270; 11. 199, iv. 83 

Todd, Rev. John E., on Booth and A. L., 
iv. 361-63 

Todd, Dr. Levi, Mrs. L.’s brother, 1. 270' 
Todd, Maj. Lockwood M., Mrs. A. L.’s 
cousin, por., 11. 276 

Todd, Dr. Lyman Beecher, Mrs. L.’s cous- 
in, 1. 270 

Todd, Samuel B., CSA, Mrs. A. L.’s half- 
brother, 1. 270 

Tolstoy, Leo, count, on A. L., iv. 375-78 

Toombs, Gen. Robert, CSA Sec. of State, 
1. 104-05, 107, 218, 238-39, 250, 255-56, 
379, 389; 11. 106, 285, 474; m. 314, 623; 
iv. 24, 73, 193; on A. L., 1. 239; on 
Sumter, 206; por., 225 
Totten, Gen. Joseph G., n. 48 
Townsend, E. A., J. C. Harris to, ra. 440 
Townsend, Gen. Edward D,, n. 62, 329; 


hi. 374. 469, 501; iv. 23; illus. (order), 
1. 602 

Townsend, George A, 11. 61, iv. 7; on A. 
L., hi. 427, iv. 393 

Tracy, Gen. Edward D., CSA, killed, 11. 

529 

Tracy, Henry W., MC, 111. 172 
Trade-unions. See Labor unions. 

Treat, Judge Samuel H., 11. 159 
Trees, A. L.’s interest in, 11. 271, 296, iv. 
185 

Trenches, 1. 477; picture of, hi. 50 
Trent Affair (packet Trent), 1. 359-69, 
378, 402; 11. 330, 383, 515; m. 325, 396, 
iv. 145; cartoon, 1. 367 
Trenton, N. J., A. L. speaks at (’61), 1. 65 
Trenton (N. J.) Monitor, n. 329 
Trial by jury, 11. 167-68; in. 227, 527 
Trimble, Gen. Isaac R., CSA, 11. 451 
Trollope, Anthony, 1. 362-63; m. 300 
Troops, calls for, 1. 210-37 (text, 21 1), 492, 
505, 11. 448, hi. 176, 653-55; illus. (hand- 
bill), 1. 217, 219 

Troy, N. Y., A. L. at (’61), 1. 54 
Troy (N. Y.) Times 11. 530; iv. 348; on 
A. L., m. 100 

Trowbridge, John T., 1. 145; 11. 628-31 
True American, Trenton, N. J., 1. 573 
True Delta, New Orleans, 1. 476; 11. 632; 
in. 11 

Truman, Benjamin C., in. 95 
Trumbull, (Benjamin M.?), 1. 174 
Trumbull, Lyman, Sen., 1. 16-17, I0 9> *55> 
158, 175, 179, 249, 302, 304, 313, 324, 384, 
386, 388, 390, 427, 431, 434, 439, 440, 478, 
637-38, 641, 645-46; n. 40, 164, 556, 567- 
68; m. 118-19, 134, 174, 450, 485, 604; 
iv. 6, 72-78, 217-18, 394; word por., 1. 
390; brother of, 174; on A. L., 390-91; 
por., m. 371 

Trumbull, Julia M. Jayne (Mrs. Lyman), 
and Mrs. A. L., 1. 390-91 
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Truth, Sojourner, ex-slave, n. 181; hi. 350, 
402-03; por., 11. 245 
Tuck, Amos, 1. 155 
Tucker, John, 1. 474 
Tuckerman, William, pardoned, m. 51 1 
Tullahoma, Tenn. (’63), n. 6 
Turkey, Minister to, 1. 35; n. 314 
Turner, Cyrus, killed by C. M. Clay, 1. 
573 

Turner, Col. Levi C., A. L. on, 1. 593 
Turner, Nat. See Nat Turner rebellion. 
Turner, Col. Thomas J., 1. 87 
Tuscaloosa (Ala.) Observer , n. 106 
Tuscumbia, Mo., (’64), m. 24 
Tustin, Rev. Septimus, in. 370 
Tuttle, Le Roy, Spinner on, hi. 290 
Twain, Mark. See Clemens, Samuel L. 
Tweed, William M., 11. 158, 363, 377; por., 
116 

“Twenty Years Ago,” (song), 1. 596-97; 
(quoted), in. 201 

Twichell, Rev. Joseph H., chaplain, 1. 495- 
96, 576-77; on A. L,, 496 
Twiggs, Gen. David E., CSA, 1. 92, 52 6 
Tybee Island, Ga., C61), 1. 378 
Tyler, Col. Charles H., CSA spy, 1. 331 
Tyler, Gen. Daniel, in. 513-14 
Tyler, John, 10th Pres. USA , 1. 64, 85, 
87, 1 15, 137, 487; 11. 394; death of, 4; 
son of (story), 305; on A. L., 305 
Tyler, John, CSA } on Grant and Lee, in. 

Tyler, Robert C., CSA , J. B. Jones on, iv. 
28 

Tyng, Rev. Stephen H., 1. 305; rv. 399 
Typographical Union, 1. 404; n. 620 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin , 1. 293, 409, 559; n. 
309, 592; m. 40; iv. 354; as a play, n. 3, 
20, 509 
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“Unconditional surrender,” (Grant), 1. 

462, 466; 11. 120, 358 
Underwood, Judge John C., in. 290 
Underwood’s Farm, Mo., (’61), 1. 349 
Union Ball (’61), 1. 139-40 
Union, the to be preserved, 1. 1 1, 20, 460, 
467; many other comments, among 
them: Lee on, 523; Lincoln on, 39, 53, 

60, 117-18, 128-35, 143, 212-13, 291, 357, 
567, 618-19, 622; 11. 380-81, 407; hi. 160- 

61, 210, 212, 397; iv. 235, 385-86 
Union: Clubs, 1. 328; League, 11. 160, 643; 

hi. 98, 105-06, 124, 272, 591; iv. 7, 175, 
294 

Union Journal , N. J., on Chase, 11. 623 
Union Pacific, corporation, 1. 510; Rail- 
way, 11. 190, 461-62; m. 41 1 ; iv. 216 
Union Progressive Ass’n, 11. 18 
Union Relief Society, 11. 160 
U. S. Army, 1. 261, 287-90, 294, 296, 299; 
11. 125, 147, 551; m. 235, 604; officers re- 
sign to join CSA , 1. 7, 227-28, 290; num- 
bers of the, 626; discipline in (lllus.), in. 
516; J. Davis on, 1. 240; A. L. on, 309, 
494, 594; Sherman on, 301; Southerners 
on, 225, 260, 462; 11. 124-25, 149; iv. 138; 
pictures of transportation for the, 180- 
81. See also Deserters; Soldiers; Negro 
troops; Sherman, Gen. William Tecum- 
seh, army of; Troops. 

U. S. arsenals seized, 1. 7, 46 
U. S. bonds: five-thirties, 11, 606-08; seven- 
thirties, 605 

U. S. Capitol, 1. 84; iv. 39; dome and statue 
of Liberty, 1. 120, 247; n. 534-35; hi. 302, 
428; iv. 91-92; (Whitman on), in. 189; 
iv. 92; illus., 1. 31, 124, 13 1 ; pictures of 
the, 128, 129; iv. 84, 213, (Chamber of 
the House), 11. 597 
U. S. Christian Commission, iv. 116 
U. S. Congress, the: make-up of (’61), 
1. 312; (’62), 610; O63), h. 500; powers 
of, 1. 281, 410; n. 372; prayer for, 555; 
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relations of A. L. with, 1. 299, 313-14, 
387, 639; 11. 16, 25-26, 136, 154-55, 238- 
39, 54°> 561; m. 32, 77, 127, 136, 169, 174- 
76, 660-61; iv. 67-69, one roll call of, in. 
37^-74 

U S. forts seized, 1. 7, 46, 48; 11. 75 
United States Gazette , Phila., 11. 604 
United States Journal, Phila., 11. 623 
U. S. mints seized, 1. 7 
U. S. Navy, 1. 227, 228, 261, 287, 296, 459- 
do; 11. 107, 190, 481; hi. 284, (’64), 647; 
A. L. on, 11. 381, 384, picture of the, on 
the James, iv. 180. See also Sailors; 
Welles, Gideon; and names of ships and 
officers. 

U. S. population, 1. 11, 256-57, 379, 618, 
620, in 258, (voting) 648; A. L.’s map 
of slave and free, 405 
U. S. navy yards, 1. 46, 223, 228, 232, 259, 
296, 488 

U. S. resources, 11. 190; in. 648, 653 

U. S. Senate, popular election for the, 
urged, 1. 392. See also U. S. Congress, 
and names of Senators. 

United States Statutes, 111. 420 
U. S. Supreme Court and A. L., 1. 1 14-15, 
132, 379; 11. 557, A. L. on the, 111. 593, 
photograph of the, 604. See also Chief- 
justiceship. 

U. S. Treasury building, picture of, 11. 628 

U. S. War Dep’t telegraph office, A. L. 
and the, 11. 240-41. See also names of 
staff. 

U. S. War Office, picture of the, n. 212 
Upham, William H., private, in. 471 
Upson, Charles, MC, in. 172 

Urbana, 111 ., A. L.’s funeral train at, iv. 
407 

Usher, John P., Sec. of the Interior, 1. 98, 
512-13; 11. 1 5, 32, 351, 444, 450, 460, 466, 
481, 572, 615, 633, 649, 654; m. 43, 144, 
505, 562, 573; iv. 27, 44, 47-48, 240-41; 


apptd, 11. 15; resigns, iv. 108-09; at A. L.’s 
deathbed, 293-96; por., 125 
Utica, N. Y., A. L. at (’61), 1. 52 
Utley, Col. William L, 11. 12-13 

Vallandigham, Clement L., MC, 1. 19-20, 
333, 651, 11. 125-29, 161-65, 171-72, 175, 
285, 316, 362, 391, 394, 444, 488, 501; 
m. 23, 57, 172, 192-94, 227-28, 233, 251, 
258, 272, 493, 577-78, 586, 613-14; iv. 216; 
arrested, hi. 55, 57; sent to CSA, 11. 163- 
64, in Canada, 378-79, 449, 527; iv. 351; 
candidate for Ohio governor, 11. 164-65, 
379-80, 448-51, 492; returns to the USA, 
hi 107-09, wife of, 11. 379; on A. L., 

l. 299-300, 308; 11 362, A. L. on, 167-71; 

m. 109, 493, Nasby on, 355; por., 11. 116 
Valois, Henri de, 1. 77 

Van Alen, Gen. James H., iv. 260-61 
Van Alen, John J., 111. 228 
Van Buren, Martin, 8 th Pres. USA 
1. 64, 1 15, 152, 154, 353, 355; 11. 569, 590; 
hi. 264; death of, n. 4 
Vance, Zebulon R., CSA, Gov . of South 
Carolina, n. 106, 391-93, 548; hi. 156-57, 
613, 624, iv. 159; por., 1. 265 
Van Dorn, Gen. Earl, CSA, killed, n. 529 
Vanderbilt, Cornelius (“Commodore”), 1. 
55, 217-18, 406, n. 190, 393, 608-09; IV * 
65-66 

Vanderbilt, Cornelius, Jr., 1. 406; 11. 55 
Vanderbilt, Capt. George W., death of, n. 
5 2 9 

Vanderbilt family, 11. 291 
Vanity Fair, 1. 22, 422-23; 11. 350-51; Snake 
Catechism, 165; on J. Davis, 1. 409-10; on 
A. L., 61-62, 84, 173, 440-41, 622-23; n. 
33-34, 176; in. 194, 350-51; on Mrs. A. L., 

n. 249; cartoons, 1. 24, 78, 80, 178, 187; 

n. 101; in. 320 

Van Santvoord, Rev. Cornelius, chaplain, 
on A. L., n. 222-23 

Van Valkenburg, Robert B., MC, ra. 172 
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Van Winkle, Peter A., Sen,, hi. 115, 174 
Van Wyck, Gen. Charles H., MC, 1. 17, 
373 ? 4 2 4 “ 3 2 ? 453-54 
Vaughan, Maj. Champion, 11. 409 
Vaughan Road, Va., (’65), iv. 164-65 
Venable, Col. Charles S., CSA, 11. 28 
Verdi, Giuseppe, 1. 60 
Vermont, 11. 156; in. 245 
Verse* referred to, 11. 288, 597; quoted, 1. 

17? 34 ? 37 ? 5 2 ? 350 ? 3 < 53 ? 4 2 3 ? 455 ' 5 ^ 559 ? 
561; 11. 25, 147, 158, 241, 310-16, 328, 384, 
618; hi. 16, 107, 130, 191, 363, 389, 41 1, 
514-16, 532; iv. 117, 243, 250, 310, on J. 
Davis, 1. 409-10; 11. 149; on A. L., 1. 84, 
22 4 ? 454 ; n. 33, 138-39? 1 44 - 45 ? i 49 ? 3 2 9 ? 
449, 522-23; m. 194, 199; iv. 345-46, 373- 
74, 383; to A. L., 1. 225, 608-09, 622-23; 
n. 33 - 34 ? 139 ? 144 - 45 ? 3 2 8 - 30 ? 448 , hi. 393 , 
415; on Sheridan, 298-99. See also Shake- 
speare, William; Whitman, Walt. 
Vickers, private, CSA, killed, 1. 550 
Vicksburg, Miss., C63), siege of, 11. 1 10-13, 
269; taken, 346-49 

Victor Emmanuel II, King of Italy, 1. 184 
Victor, Orville J., in. 387 
Victoria, queen of England, 1. 25, 45, 284, 
358, 368, 11. 128, 155, 249, 498, 515, 519, 
521; iv. 175; to Mrs. A. L., 372-73; 
A. L. on, 11. 23 

Viele, Gen. Egbert L., 1. 487-88; 11. 33, 601; 

on A. L., 11. 278, 288, 312; hi. 308 
Villard, Henry, 1. 233, 234, 352, 630; n. 
650-51; on A. L., 1. 48, 162; on Mrs. 
A. L., 11. 252 

Villiers, Lady, autograph for, in. 422-23 
Vincent, Gen. Thomas M., in. 374-75, and 
A. L.’s death, iv. 294-95 
Vinton, Rev. Francis: and A. L., in. 379-80; 

on A. L., iv. 363-64, 370, 379-80 
Virgil, 1. 563 

Virginia, 1. 10, 16-17, 294-96, 378; n. 72-73, 
174, 514; hi. 59, 81; hesitates to secede, 
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1. 46, 97-98, 118-19, 137? 20 7? 22 6; se- 
cedes, 222-23, 259, 261, 296, 520, hi. 132; 
reconstruction in, iv. 180-84, 221, 226-34, 
263-65, (lllus., letter) 228-29, R. E. Lee 
and, 1. 520-23; iv. 20, 200; in the Eman- 
cipation Proclamation, 11. 15, 18; A. L. 
on, 1. 97-98, 195-96, 27 6, 309 
Viroqua (Wis.) Times, m. 474 
Visalia (Cal.) Equal Rights Expositor, on 
A. L., 1. 614 
Vivaldi, guard, 1. 226 
Volck, Adalbert J., cartoon by, n. 140 
Volk, Leonard W., sculptor, 1. 371 
Voltaire, Francois Mane Arouet de, 1. 
397; 11. 499 

Volunteers. See Soldiers; Troops. 
Voorhees, Daniel W. (“Tall Sycamore of 
the Wabash”), MC, 11. 559, in. 172, 489- 
90? 5 2 5 

Wade, Benjamin F., 1. 26, 29, 98, 103, 144, 
240, 249, 302, 313, 333, 388, 419-20, 440, 
44 1 , 444 ? 44 8 ? 45 6 , 49 1 ? 5 Sl ? 6 35 ? 638, 641, 
644; 11. 12, 82-84, 98, 19 6 ? 545? 554? 556, 
571, 646; m. 3, 38-39, 119, 125-43, 174-75? 
208-16, 237-38, 326-27, 451-52, 587, 602- 
04; iv. 58, 68, 72-78, 215-18, 227, 251-54, 
257; word por. of, 1. 388-89, wife of, 456; 
on A. L., 16; iv. 55-57, 73, 338, 378; por., 
hi. 146 

Wade-Davis Manifesto, m. 135-36, 222, 343, 
390; A. L. on the, 136 
Wadsworth, Gen. James S., 1. 177; 11. 246, 
354-55? 358? 369; killed, m. 48, iv. 354; 
A. L. on, m. 48; por., 275 

Wadsworth, William H., MC, m. 172 
Wagner, Richard, n. 4 
Wagner, Fort, S. C., (’63), n. 417, 443 
Wagon train (army), picture of a, rv. 180 
Wait, Horatio L., and A. L., m. 569 
Wakeman, Abram, n. 360; m. 166, 217 
Walbom, C. A., postmaster, handbill, 11. 
337 
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Walbridge, Hiram, in. 75 

Walker, Amasa, m. 397 

Walker, Dr. Jerome, iv. 17 1 

Walker, Gen. Leroy P., CSA Sec. of War, 

l. 201, 227, 239, 259, 286-87, por., 297 
Walker, Robert J., 1. 221, 402-03, 408, 559, 

569; 11. 195, 512-15, 516, 518-19; in. 656; 
family of, 11. 518; on A. L., m. 255-5 6; 
por., 403 

Wall Street, A. L. on, hi. 59, 306 
Wallace, Frances Todd (Mrs. William S.) , 
11. 199, 253 

Wallace, Gen. Lew (is), 1. 461, 477, n. 40; 

m. 65, 137-39, 2 88, 453, 521; iv. 24 
Wallace, Thomas, on A. L., iv. 170 
Wallace, Gen. William H. L., killed, m. 

521 

Wallace, Maj. William S., n. 255 
Wallace, Dr. William S., 1. 174; n. 253 
Wallach, William Douglas, in. 240, 424, 
426 

Wallack, Lester, actor, in. 443; iv. 276, 306; 

wife of, 11. 249 
Walsh, policeman, iv. 347 
Walsh, John H., n. 310 
Walsh, William, alderman’s clerk, iv. 396 
Wanamaker, John, merchant, 11. 190 
War, the art of, A. L. and, 1. 309, 322, 417- 
18, 420, 468-69, 488, 510; 11. 193, 440-41 
War: comments on: John Bright, 1. 366; 
Qausewitz, n. 387; Congress, 1. 20; Fre- 
mont, 342; Lee, 526; A. L., 90; n. 407; 
Sherman, 116; m. 152; Stille, 11. 203; 
Sumner, 1. no; cartoon, m. 655 
War between the States, the, comments 
on. Atlantic , in. 660; Bryant, 1. 610-n; 
Congress, 312; G. W. Curtis, 307; J. 
Davis, hi, 165; Emerson, 68, English 
papers, 1. 212; 11. 68; Farragut, in. 65; 
Gen. Forrest, 37; Garrison, 1. 558; 
Grant, 465, 477, 558; Hawthorne, 222; 
11, 321; Kerr, m. 358-59; Lee, 1. 524; iv. 
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18, 1315 A. L., 1. 129-30, 135, 291, 311-12, 
492 i 553-54* 584* 590 * 614; 11. 12, 137, 20 2 r 
306, 407, 448, 482-83, 560, 563, hi. 41, 52, 
59 * 378, 458; iv. 18; Logan, 11. 530; 
Lowell, in. 202; McClellan, 1. 472; Marx, 
380; Motley, 314, Pelletan, 11. 69; Phillips, 
3, 6; Gen. Sherman, 1. 289, 477; 11. 114- 
16, 389-91, 560-61; in. 152, 154, 167, 256- 
57; iv. 18; Vallandigham, 11. 125; Ar- 
temus Ward, 1. 613; cartoon, 15 
War between the States, the- cost of, 1. 
296, 377; m. 89-90, 12 1 ; supplies for, 1. 
377; U. S. maps of, in. 270, 274; English 
cartoons, 1. 15; hi. 655 

War between the States, the, losses in, 
i- 303 * 332 , 33 < 5 * 349 * 462, 4 65. 475 - 77 * 
490, 492, 525-26, 532, 550-51, 624, 629; 
11. 5-6, 80, 95, no, 342, 348-49, 352- 
53* 425* 434* 4795 hi. 6, 14, 40, 45-46, 50- 
51, 142-43, 153-55, 409, 637; iv. 142, 144, 
167, 182, 196, 248 

War Orders: by A. L., 1. 420, 468; in. 374; 
by others, 1. 476, 508, 602; n. 145-46, 160- 
62, 401-02; in. 531 

Ward, Artemus (Charles Farrar Browne), 
1. 583, 613-14; n. 53, 156, 243, 306, 377; 
hi. 341-42, 347, 350-53, 354, 364, 425; iv. 
99, 1 17; Englishman on, ni. 351-52; on 
A. L., 352; por., 370 
Ward, Elijah, MC, in. 172 

Warden, Judge Robert B., on Chase, 11. 
651; hi. 597 

Warfield, Henry N., CSA private, 11. 480; 
hi. 485 

Warren, Gen. Gouvemeur K., n. 354, 442; 
iv. 164-66 

Warren, Lavinia. See Thumb, Lavinia 
Warren. 

Warren, Fort, Boston, 1. 326, 330; 11. 154, 
162, 165; hi. 358, 487 

Washburn, William B., MC, in. 172 
Washbume, Elihu B.» MC, 1. 77, 81, 119, 
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348, 387, 464, 467; 11. 40, 49, no, 117-18, 
120, 486, 501, 537, 539, 545, 558-59, 563, 
571-72, 583; hi. 25, 49, 172, 212, 219, 
239-40, 247, 275; IV. 26, 63, 133, 185-86, 
205-06, 394; on A. L., 1. 31; hi. 284; on 
Mrs. A. L., 11. 253 
Washington, G., headwaiter, n. 446 
Washington, George, 1st Pres . USA , 1. 20, 
150, 514; 11. 32, 89, 216, 453, 601, 638; IV. 
185, 397, 401; por. of, mentioned, 1. 384, 
561; iv. 280; statues of, 1. 479, 524, rv. 
184; referred to: by A. L., 1. 41-42, 46, 
65, 234; 11. 269; by others, 1. 12, 34, 64, 
86, 97, 225, 504, 541, 557; 11. 69, 125, 138, 
198, 332, 383, 384, 417, 422, 431, 454, 497, 

5 2 5» 59°, 594; nL 53, 337, 344, 3^9, 
408, 414, 479, 559, 566-67, 600, 660; iv. 31, 
88, 1 15, 192, 195, 213, 365, 370, 374, 377, 
381, 395, 407; R. E. Lee and, 1. 516-17, 
520-21, 524; iv. 20, 162 
Washington, Maj. (Lewis W.?), iv. 312 
Washington, Martha Dandridge Custis 
(Mrs. George), 1. 5115 n. 259 
Washington Territory, 1. 32 
Washington, D C.: in ’6i, 1. 21, 161, (map 
of) 315; (relief map of) n. 213; in ’63, 
207-09, 272-74; in *64, m. 431; threatened, 
passim from 1. 26 to 111. 672, (by Early) 
138-43; pictures of, 11. 628, in. 371; iv. 
212; A. L.’s funeral in, 388-93, (picture) 
404b. See also U. S. Capitol. 
Washington Chronicle , 11. 55, 464, 573-74; 

m. 7-8, 423, 426, 428, 670; iv. 260; on 
A. L., in. 103-04, 531; on Meade, 294, 
403. See also Forney, John W. 

Washington Constitutional Union , iv. 123 
Washington Globe , 1. 151-52 
Washington National Intelligencer , 1. 243, 
309, 389; n. 239, 306, 647, 649; in. 423; 
iv. 334; on A. L., n. 239, 588 
Washington National Republican , 1. 302, 
455; im. 531-32 

Washington Republican, m. 424; on A. L., 

n. 56; m. 5 18 


51 * 

Washington Star, 1. 12 1, 126, 130; m. 240, 
424, 426; iv. 261; on A. L., 1. 91; n. 292, 
on Mrs. A. L., 1. 91; illus. (note to), 11. 
219 

Washington Union, 11. 464, 513 
Washington, Fort, Gen. Scott on, 1. 227 
Watchman and Reflector, Boston, on 
A. L., 11. 289, 592-94 

Waterloo, battle of, 1. 140, 462; 11. 204; in. 

349, 545 

Waters, harpist, n. 521 
Watkins, N. W., A. L. on, m. 484 
Watson, Henry, private, in. 474-75 
Watson, John, arrested, n. 154 
Watson, Peter H., and A. L., m. 611-12 
Watt, James K., gardener, n. 250-51, 255 
Watterson, Henry, 1. 122, 123 
Wauseon (Wis.) Democrat, plant de- 
stroyed, hi. 58 

Wayne, Justice James M., 11. 616; in. 587; 
por., 604 

“We Are Coming, Father Abraham (or 
Abraam),” 1. 507, 591; m. 366, 442; paro- 
dies of, 11. 155, 448; illus. (cover page), 
in. 366 

“We cannot escape history,” 1. 622; 11 

33i 

Weathers, Mrs. Susannah, A. L. to, 11. 307 
Webb, Rev. Edwin B., on A. L., rv. 362 
Webb, James W., 11. 34-35 
Webster, Daniel, 1. 57, 64, 84, 86, 101, 146, 
163, 220, 396-97, 399, 534, 11. 146, 268, 
287-88, 332, 455, 598; hi. 113, 253; iv. 31 1, 
397 

Webster, Edwin H., MC, in 172 
Webster, Col. Fletcher, killed, 1. 534 
Webster, Timothy, Union spy, hung, 1. 
502-03 

Weed, Thurlow, 1. 28, 54-55, 92, 123, 140, 
149, 153, 156, 169-70, 177-79, 228, 353, 
372-73, 425-26, 590, 637; n. 14, 31-32, 40- 
41, 63, 152-53, 214, 309, 393-95, 457-58, 
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480, 516, 526, 581, 631, 637; in. 69-70, 84, 
92, 208-10, 212, 216-17, 239-4O, 243-45, 
459-60, 507-09, 589-90, IV. 95, 107-08, no; 
wife and daughter of, hi. 70; on A. L., 
11. 571; hi. 101-02, 209; A. L. on, 69, 
illus. (endorsement), 510; cartoon, 1. 
178; por., in. 403. See also Seward, Wil- 
liam H., and Weed. 

Weems, Rev. Mason L., 1. 65 
Weichmann (Wiechmann), Louis J., con- 
spirator, iv. 324-29 
Weightman, Gen. Roger C., 1. 69 
Weitzel, Gen. Godfrey, hi. 209; iv. 164, 
174-83, 218, 225-31, 234 
Weldon, Lawrence, 11. 65, 187, 194 
Weldon R.R., Va. C64), in. 293 
Wellford, CSA, plans to kidnap A. L., in. 
438-39 

Welling, James C., on A. L., 11. 304-07; 
illus. (document), 307 

Welles, Gideon, Sec. of the Navy , passim 
from 1. 150, to iv. 263; apptd, 1. 141; 
“Noah,” hi. 149; and contractors, 1. 426- 
27, 433; 11. 610, m. 460-62; iv. 125-27, ob- 
jects to campaign contributions, 11. 654; 
in. 247; on captured mails, 1. 656-60; and 
Isaac Henderson, in. 458-60, at A. L.’s 
deathbed, rv. 291-96; wife of, in. 670, iv. 
291; and Chase, 1. 538-39, 592, 650; 11. 
633; hi. no, 598; on Du Pont, 11. 93; on 
Greeley, iv. 254-55; on Halleck, 11. 98- 
100; on Hooker, 77; Kerr on, hi. 338, 
357; on A. L., 1. 441-42, 538, 541, 645; 11. 
41, 352, 425, 444-45, 450-5 4 8o » m - Il6 “ 
17, 462, 567; iv. 105, 140; A. L. on, 1. 228; 
11. 41 (“Neptune”), 108, 296; ni. 323 
(joke); on Mrs. A. L., 1. 158; 11. 253-54; 
on McClellan, 1. 600; on Rawlins, 11. 432; 
and Seward, 1. 179, 199, 540-41, 650, n. 
214; hi. 67, 149, 459, 567, 657; iv. 47; and 
Stanton, 1. 149, 480, 485, 538-40, 592; n. 
100; in. 67, 149, 657; illus. of his diary, 
1. 536-37; cartoons, 631; n. 112, 133; 
pors., 1. 144, 361 


Wellington, Arthur Wellesley, duke of, 1, 
425, 11. 204, 535; iv. 407 
Wells, George, curses A. L., iv. 347 
Wells, Rev. T. D., 1. 220 
Wellsville, Ohio, A. L. at (’6i), 1. 51 

Welton, Louis A., pardoned, in. 507-08; 
illus., 509-10 

Wentworth, John, 11. 423 
Wentworth, M., on A. L., in. 546-59 
West, the, in. 223, 585, 615; Phillips on, 11. 
126, Pope on, 1. 515, Vallandigham on, 11. 
126. See also Middle West, Northwest. 
West Indies, n. 190. See also names of 
islands. 

West Virginia, 1. 378; 11. 73, 336, 551; 
made a State, 1. 656; in. 132, 275; iv. 40, 
233; in the Emancipation Proclamation, 
11. 18 

Western, Helen, actress, iv. 331 
Western Empire, Dayton, Ohio, 11. 125 
Westfield, N. Y., A. L. at, (*6i), 1. 51 
Wetmore, Gen. Samuel, 1. 511-12 
Weydemeyer, Joseph, Marx to, m. 579-80 
Whaley, Kellian Van R., MC, in. 172 
Wharton, Jesse, J. Wilkes Booth to, iv. 
310-11 

Wheadeigh, Charles, actor, iv. 314 
Wheeler, Ezra, MC, 111. 172 
Wheeler, Gen. Joseph, CSA, in. 621-23, 
627; iv. 61 

Whig (Washington, D. C.?), on A. L., 11. 
642 

Whip presented to A. L., 11. 324-25 
Whipple, Edwin P., on Sumner, 1. 108, 
“3 

Whipple, F. J., iv. 106 
Whippy Swamp, S. C. (’65), iv. 81 
White, Judge Albert S., MC, 1. 375-76 
White, Andrew D., on A. L., m. 309-10 
White, Chilton A., MC, in. 172 
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White, Horace, i. 109, 158, 440; 11. 221-22, 
502, 653; hi. 97, 138; on A. L., 288, 335- 
36; iv. 383 

White, Judge James W., 1. 637-38 
White, Joseph W., MC, in. 172 
White, Martha Todd (Mrs. Clem. B.), 
Mrs. L.’s half-sister, 1. 270, m. 415; iv. 52 
White, William Allen, in. 304 
White House, the, Washington, D.C., 1. 
140; 11. 209, 215-19, *582; plans of, 215; 
description of, in. 432-33; levees, 1. 160- 
62; 11. 239-40, 267-68, 533-34; ni. 412-13, 
415, 672-73, iv. 96-99; dinners, hi. 432, 
(lllus., invitation) 11. 258; vandals in, m. 
412; iv. 97; Whitman on, n. 277; pictures 
of, frontispiece, 212, 244, 309, 655; in. 
372; views from, 371; iv. 212 
White House Landing, Va. (’62), 1. 492 
White Oak Road, Va. (’65), iv. 165 
Whitehead, Maj. Gerrard I., m. 435 
Whiteley, J. A., in. 426 
Whiting, William, in. 182, 253, 420, 462 
Whitlock, Brand, in. 306 
Whitman, Walt, 1. 21-22, 57; n. 629-30, 
641; hi. 189, 409-10, 448; iv. 92, 96-97, 
186; on A. L., n. 275-77; hi 410, iv. 96- 
97, 384-85; and mother after A. L.’s 
death, 353; quoted, 11. 276, 629, iv. 384- 
85; por. hi. 274 

Whitney, Henry C., 1. 37, 63, 93-94* *49* 
166, 196, 310-11, 322, 334, 369-70; 11. 217, 
300, 610; in. 454; iv. 105, 194; on A. L., 
1. 311 

Whittier, John Greenleaf, 1. 109, n. 468; 
iv. 308; on Barbara Frietchie, 1. 550; on 
Fremont, 350; on Greeley, 407, on A. L., 
610; on Port Royal, 559; on slavery, 561 

Whittingham, Rt. Rev. William R., 1. 274 
Whittlesey, Elisha, MC, A. L. on, 11. 268 
Wickliffe, Charles A., in. 226, 228 
Widney, Serg. John W r , A. L. and, m. 382 
Wigfall, Louis T., CSA, 1. 4* 2 9 * 49 * *04- 
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06, 123, 210, 251; hi. 438; iv. 137; on 
A. L., 1. 1 15; iv. 345; por., 1. 1 13 
Wikoff, Henry (“Chevalier”), 1. 356; 11. 
2 5 o- 5 2 , 255 

Wilberforce, William, m. 344 
Wilcox, Capt., at Reynolds’s death, n. 342 
Wild, Gen. Edward A., 111. 67 
Wilder, A. Carter, MC, in. 172 
Wilderness, The, Va. (’64), 43-49 
Wildey, Capt. John, 1. 263 

Wilkes, Adm. Charles, 1. 359-66; 11. 208; 
hi. 276 

Wilkes, George, m. 406; on A. L., 11. 643 
Wilkes, John, iv. 307 

Wilkeson, Samuel, n. 368, m. 332-33, 426, 
484 

Wilkie, France B., on Gen. Sherman, m. 

25 

Wilkinson, Morton S , Sen., 1. 440, 638; n. 
652; hi. 174, 405, 451-52, 498; on A. L., 
n. 652; hi. 452 

Willard, Caleb, hotelman, 1. 263 
Willard, Emma, and A. L., 1. 116 
Willard’s Hotel, Washington, 1. 54; 11. 274; 
Grant at, 542; lllus, 1. 88, (Concert 
Hall) 85; picture of, n. 213 
Willey, Waitman T., Sen., in. 174 
William I, kmg of Prussia, iv. 375 
Williams, Gen. Alpheus S., in. 620 
Williams, Anna, singer, in. 367 
Williams, Judge Archibald, A. L. on, i< 
166 

Williams, Beverly, student, n. 453 
Williams, Judge Jesse L., and A. L., a 
304 

Williams, Lizzie, streetwalker, iv. 337 
Williams, Com. Richard, KN 1. 360 
Williams, Thomas, MC, 111. 172 
Williamsburg, Va., (’62), 1. 489; n. 80 
Willis, Nathaniel P., n. 573; iv. 308 
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Wills, Judge David, n. 454-55* 4^5* 4755 hi. 
664 

Wilmington, N. C., (*65), iv. 84-85. See 
also Fisher, Fort. 

Wilmot, David (Wilmot Proviso), Sen., n. 
612 

Wilson, CSA, Huidekoper’s schoolmate, 
hi. 501-02 

Wilson, George, mayor of Pittsburgh, 1. 50 
Wilson, Annie, “madam,” iv. 273 
Wilson, Frederick A., A. L. on, n. 6 27 
Wilson, Henry, Sen., 1. 265, 302, 313, 537, 
566, 630; n. 31-33, 38, 64, 98, 195-96, 200, 
206, 415, 540, 558, 568; in. 94, 125, 172, 
179, 188, 216, 591-92, 604; iv. 55, 66, 
90; to A. L., n. 385; on A. L., m. 36; 
por. 1 15 

Wilson, Henry Clay, A. L. on, n. 626-27 
Wilson, Isaac G., A. L. on, iv. 233 
Wilson, Very Rev. Fr. J. A , 1. 242 
Wilson, James F., MC, 1. 159, 494; n. 308, 
504; in. 25-27, 172, 380, 468; iv. 6 
Wilson, Gen. James Grant, n. 545-46, 61 1; 
iv. 117-18 

Wilson, Gen. James Harrison, n. 538-39; 
m. 635, 639 

Wilson, Matthew, painter, iv. 242 
Wilson, Robert L., and A. L., 1. 302-03 
Wilson, William R., war telegraph office, 
11. 201, 244 

Wilson’s Creek, Mo. (*6i), 1. 337-38 
Winans, Ross, 1. 275-76 
Winchell, J. M., 11. 585-87, 646, 652; on 
A. L., 11. 586-87 

Winchester, Va., (’64), m. 235; Sheridan’s 
ride from, 296-99 

Windom, William, MC, in. 172 
Winfield, Charles H., MC, in. 172 
Wing, Henry E., and A. L., m. 44-45, 474 
Winser, Lt. H. J., 1. 264 
Winslow, Adm. John A., ra. 664 


Winter, William, on Wilkes Booth, iv. 313 
Winthrop, Robert C., 1. 248, 644; in. 250- 
51; on A. L., 253-55 

Winthrop, Theodore, Sumner on, iv. 400 
Wmtrup, John, A. L. on, 11. 241 
Wires, William M., private, m. 475 
Wirt, William, early Atfy Gen., in. 183 
Wisconsin, ra. 275; Legislature, 11. 645 
Wise, Daniel, 1. 640 

Wise, Gen. Henry A., CSA, 1. 23; m. 262, 
613; iv. 24 

Wister, Gen. Langhome, ra. 479 
Withers, Col. William, Jr., iv. 261, 279 
Wittenmyer, Mrs. Annie Turner, nurse, 
m. 298 

Wolford, Col. Frank, paroled, ra. 492-94 
Woman suffrage, 1. 407; 11. 414 
Woman’s Patriotic Ass’n., 11. 622 
Women: Northern, 1. 215; 11. 338-39; A. L. 
on, 622; ra. 52, (in gov’t service, 
scandal) 112; young, killed at cartridge 
making, 409; Southern, 1. 238; ra. 559, 
614, (in New Orleans) 1. 476; 11. 69 (ar- 
rested), 1. 325-26; por. of both, ra. 531 
Wood, Benjamin, MC, 1. 56; 11. 377, 394; 
ra. 172-73, 578; iv. 13 

Wood, Fernando, MC, 1. 55-56, 58-59, 65, 
137, 215-16, 497, 603-04, 605; 11. 134, 150, 
*7** *77* 377“79» 386, 394* 4^» 559* 636; 
ra. 109, 129, 156, 172-73* 243-44* 2 58* 268, 
369* 577-78; iv. 13; A. L. and, 11. 309; 
Nasby on, ra. 355; illus., 1. 59; por. 113 

Wood, Leonard, punished, iv. 349 
Wood, Judge Reuben, issues a circular, ra. 
264 

Wood, Gen. Thomas J., n. 424, 479 
Wood, W. S., R.R. sup’t, 1. 35 (illus.; 
ticket) 

Woodbridge, Frederick E., MC, in. 172 
Woodbury, Gen. Daniel P., n. 76 
Woodhull, Jacob, actor, iv. 306 



INDEX 


Wool, Gen. John E., i. 289, 486-88; 11. 314 
Woolf ord, Al, on A. L., 11. 326 
Woolsey, Rev. Theodore Dwight, 1. 5 
Worcester, Samuel T., on A. L., 111. 36 
Worcester (Mass.) Spy, in. 426 
Worden, Adm. John L., 1. 200, 481-82; iv. 

238-40; A. L. and, 1. 484-85; por., 489 
Wordsworth, William, 11. 279 
Work, Henry C., 11. 594, iv. 3 
Workingmen* A. L. from and to foreign, 
11. 23-24; hi. 259, 579-80; to and from 
American, 1. 42-44; on A. L., in. 194-95, 
606, picture of, m war industries, iv. 124. 
See also Labor. 

World Court suggested, 1. no 
Worthington, Col. Thomas, A. L. on, 11. 
58 

Wright, Dr. David M., CSA, executed, in. 

487-89, wife of, 488 
Wright, Edward H., on A. L., m. 664 
Wright, Elizur, n. 200 
Wright, Henry C., on A. L., n. 414-15 
Wright, Gen. Horatio G., in. 142-44, 296; 
iv. 143, 164, 167 

Wright, Otis, on A. L.’s death, iv. 348 
Wright, William, Sen., hi. 174 
Wrotnowski, S., in. 12 
Wyndham, Sir Charles, on Wilkes Booth, 
iv. 314-17 

Wynkoop, Col. George C., 1. 429 
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Xerxes, 11. 125 

Yancey, William Lowndes, CSA, 1. 6-7, 
238, 239, 245, 248, 358, 611; 11 106, 507, 
637; iv. 200; death of, 11. 528, por., 1. 17 
Yateman and wife, Mrs. Conklmg on, 1. 
371-72 

Yates, Richard, Gov . of Illinois, 1. 36, 41, 
387; n. 120, 399, 431; hi. 21-22, 54, 177, 
33 1 ? 334> 425> 485; iv. 270, 394; on A. L., 
11. 452, 585; por., 1. 33 

Yazoo Pass, Miss., (’63), 11. 349 
Yeaman, George H., MC, 111. 172; iv. 11, 

13 

Yocum, A. L. on, in. 500-01 
Yonkers, N. Y., A. L.’s funeral train at, iv. 
401 

York, Pa. (’63), n. 338 
Yorktown, Va. (’62), 1. 475 
Young, Ammi B., A. L. on, 1. 372-73 
Young, John Russell, 1. 404; 11. 97-98, 465, 
470; in. 426; iv. 131 
Young, Lt. Bennett H., CSA, in. 291 

Zacharie, Isachar, chiropodist, A. L. and, 
11. 229-30; iv. 130, lllus. (note), n. 230 
Zagonyi, Col. Charles, 1. 340 
Zanesville (Ohio) Aurora, on A L., il 
527 

Zeruiah, iv. 214 

Zollicoffer, Gen. Felix K., 1. 88 



